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— Interrupted —

The wonderful aroma of the spicy curry still clung to Daniel's nostrils. Every time he burped, he tasted the salivating combination of herbs and spices. His stomach was full and he was happy. Not just because of the food, he was the opposite of a glutton, thin as a rail no matter how much he ate, but because his wife sat cuddled up next to him, reading on her phone.
After almost three years of marriage, Daniel was still as infatuated with her as he had been when they started dating. Tanya was the woman of his dreams, a funny and energetic woman that complemented him perfectly. She brought life wherever she went, always with a smile on her face.
Gently rubbing her shoulder with his thumb, Daniel only halfway paid attention to the television. The rest of his concentration was focused on looking down his wife's tank top. She wasn't wearing a bra and being blessed with sizable breasts, she showed plenty of cleavage. And since she was his wife, he did not have to feel guilty about ogling her.
"I love you," Daniel said.
Leaning her head back, Tanya looked up at him with those beautiful brown eyes. Her face was framed by dark, almost black, curly hair and thick eyebrows. She grinned and stuck out her tongue.
"What's that for?" he asked, frowning.
"Don't think I haven't noticed you staring at my tits. You're just saying that because you're horny."
"I'm saying that because it's true not because I want to sleep with you."
"So you don't want to sleep with me?" she asked, pouting.
Six years earlier, when they had just met, that would have thrown him for a loop. He knew his wife too well to not see right through her gentle teasing.
Leaning down, he pretended as if to kiss her. Tanya closed her eyes and puckered her lips. He stopped just short of her lips, restraining himself from the tantalizing goal.
"No, I don't want to sleep with you," he said, then leaned down beside her ear and spoke in a whisper, "I want to fuck you."
As soon as he nibbled her earlobe, Tanya let out a squeal of delight. She dropped the phone on the cushion, flipped around, quick as a cat, and pounced on him. Hands on his shoulders, going in for a kiss. He reciprocated her warm, luscious lips with eagerness.
BRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR!
"Fuuck," Daniel growled.
Tanya sighed and made as if to stand up.
"I'll get it," Daniel said, pushing her back down on the couch.




— Anal —

It was almost eight and they weren't expecting any visitors. Maybe the Jeffersons from next door were home already and wanted their key back. Tanya volunteered to water their plants while they went to Florida before school started again. He thought they were coming back on Monday, not Sunday, but with each step, he was less sure of that.
With the Jeffersons' key already in hand, he swung open the door only to stand face to face with not Jim or Kelly, but Amber. His sister. Eyes red, mascara running.
Despite growing up in the same household, the two of them couldn't have been more different. Amber was something of a party girl, barely home and always breaking curfew. Headstrong and temperamental, everything was very dramatic when it involved Amber. Older by two years and much calmer, Daniel had always been set forth as the good example by their parents.
"I—I—think we," Amber snuffled, "broke up."
Sighing, Daniel put his arm on her shoulder and pulled her inside, hoping to be able to shut the door before she started wailing. Sure enough, the moment the lock clicked shut, Amber's tears began to flow.
"Who's crying?" Tanya asked from the kitchen.
"Amber," Daniel replied curtly.
"Ooh, my favorite sister," Tanya, who was an only child, said with delight.
"Hey... Tanya," Amber sniffled, emerging from her cocoon of brotherly comfort.
"What did he do?" Tanya asked sternly, leading Amber toward the kitchen.
Looking down at his t-shirt, Daniel inspected the damage. One big wet spot mixed with mascara. He dashed up the stairs to get a change of shirts and a damp towel for his sister.
By the time he returned, Tanya and Amber were sitting cross-legged on the living room couch that had only minutes before been vacated by the two of them. Daniel reluctantly accepted that there would be no matrimonial hanky panky that night. A bottle of wine on the coffee table, a big glass of red in Amber's hand.
Wordlessly, Daniel handed the damp towel to Tanya. She pushed up Amber's chin with her left hand and began wiping away the mess.
"So what did he do?" Daniel asked, turning the armchair toward the couch and sitting down.
"Nothing," Amber said glumly. "I'm the stupid one."
Daniel sincerely doubted that. It was true that throughout her life, his sister had never made great choices in boyfriends, but it was usually them that was the problem. Amber was just the unfortunate casualty.
"You're not stupid," Tanya said in a soothing tone.
"We were doing so well and then—then," Amber said, choking up.
"No need to rush," Tanya said, putting a hand on her knee. "Small bites, lots of chewing."
It was always a wonder to Daniel how his wife remained so calm when dealing with his sister. Probably because they weren't related and she didn't have to grow up with decades of mountains to climb that should have been molehills. The memory of getting grounded for his sixteenth birthday because Amber had been the one to sneak to a party the night before came up like acid reflux.
Despite her flaws, he loved his sister. Yes, chaos followed in her wake wherever she went but it was never intentional and she always had his back — in her own way, anyway. In the summer break, after graduating high school and between college, Amber had somehow convinced her best friend's older sister to go out with him and, though he tried his best to mess it up, fuck him. She didn't want him to go to college as a virgin, she confided in him years later.
"Do you need me to beat him up?" Daniel asked.
At once, Amber started laughing, nearly spilling the wine. It wasn't a serious offer and they both knew it was a joke. Amber had a certain type of guy she liked and it wasn't the type that Daniel could take in a fight, even if he wanted to. Tall, muscular guys with more brawn than brain. Those kinds of guys flocked to her.
Daniel only met Amber's latest paramour once. His name was Zaid and he fit that description to a T. A six-foot-three black guy that looked like he stepped right out of a gym pamphlet. During their brief two minute chat, Daniel quickly realized they had no common ground. The man wasn't into computers at all and didn't even own a console. A digital peasant.
"Thanks," she said, flashing him a weak smile.
"There, all done," Tanya announced, folding up the towel so the smudge marks wouldn't stain the table. "Now tell us what he did."
"Okay, so we were fucking and—"
"Whoa, whoa," Daniel interrupted. "Let's keep it PG-Thirteen please."
"Fine," Amber said.
Tanya rolled her eyes at him.
"We were cuddling and he asked me to do some"—she shot Daniel a withering glare—"bedroom stuff we never tried before."
"And when you said no he tried it anyway?" Daniel grimaced.
"No. It was just something I never expected him to ask of me and I kinda freaked out. I started yelling at him and we got into a huge fight."
"Was it something bad?" Tanya inquired.
"Not really," Amber said, biting her lip and looking at Daniel out of the corner of her eye.
"Danny, maybe it's better if we have some girl on girl talk," Tanya commanded.
"Right," Daniel said and got up. "Text me if you need anything."
Part of him was curious to find out what Amber's boyfriend asked but a much larger and stronger part of him did not want to listen to his sister's sexual escapades. No matter how great their relationship was, there were some healthy boundaries.
As soon as he was out of the living room, the quiet voice in the back of his head reminded him that Tanya would tell him what it was later anyway. He would know one way or another. The only difference was that if he found out later, he'd spend the whole time worrying and imagining something worse.
Quietly creeping back through the kitchen, he strained his ear.
"...kinda freaked," Amber finished a sentence.
"So you've never tried anal before?" Tanya asked.
"Well, once, with my finger..."
That was more than Daniel wanted to know. Anal sex. The guy wanted to screw his sister's ass and she freaked out. He extricated himself and made his way up to Tanya's office. The room where both their computers were but since Tanya spent the majority of the day in there working, they dubbed it her office.
Not that he had ever consciously thought about it before that night but it surprised him that his sister never had anal before. He always assumed that she was as adventurous in the bedroom as she was in the rest of her life.
Daniel and Tanya had done anal occasionally. Three times, to be exact. Once was during their honeymoon during a wild night of passion which involved just his tip barely pushing into her sphincter. One more a year later when they both felt like some of the passion had gone out of the lovemaking and wanted to try new things. That was the first time it had been "real" anal sex, with thrusting and everything. The third time was when they had played porn roulette, clicking on a random video and trying to do everything they did. They stopped when the pornstar sucked the guy's dick after it had been in her ass.
It was never really their thing but he didn't regret trying it. Daniel felt a little bit like a stud, knowing he had done more in the bedroom than his sister.




— The Request —

The door opened and Daniel jumped in surprise. He pushed off his headphones and looked at his wife. It was a little after midnight and he had completely forgotten about the evening's events — thanks to the power of video games.
"How's Amber?" he asked. "Is it safe to come back down?"
"No, I think we're pretty much finished talking for the night," Tanya said, slurring slightly. "Whatcha playing?"
Trudging closer, she sat on the armrest of the chair and wrapped her arms around his shoulders in a hug. She planted a kiss on his throat — a thank you kiss, not a "let's fuck" kiss — and snuggled up to him.
"World of Peacecraft, but I'm just about done for the night, I think. Did you, uh, have fun?"
"My stomach hurts," she murmured. "Too much ice cream. Mmmm."
"Ah, I see. I take it they broke up then?"
"No, she's going to call him in the morning."
"Is that good news?"
"That depends," Tanya said furtively. That was unlike her, usually straight and to the point.
"On?"
"Well, her boyfriend asked her if she wanted to try something and—"
"Please," he interrupted. Hearing about his sister having anal sex was the last thing he needed.
"Right. Anyway, she wants me to help her out."
"With what?"
"With—"
"Nevermind. Why did she ask you? It's not like we're experts on this sort of thing."
"I suppose not but she said that I'm the only one she feels comfortable asking."
"I see. I guess that's flattering."
"I'd never do it without your permission, of course."
Daniel took a deep breath and sighed. He wasn't sure what to make of it. The boundaries of their siblingship were being tested that night. What would a good brother do? he asked himself.
"I guess it's fine if you help her out," he concluded.
"I haven't even told you what it is."
"I should probably confess that I may have listened in on you two and overheard what he wants to do."
"And you're okay with that?"
"Well, it's not something I like to think about but I mean, it's not gonna hurt anybody, right?"
"Really?" Tanya replied, sounding significantly less drunk and more surprised.
"Yeah. Amber is my sister and I want her to be happy."
"Wow," Tanya exclaimed.
"So you want to do it?"
"Yeah, very much. Wow. I still can't believe you're okay with—"
"Don't say it, please? It's weird enough just thinking about it. Just go help her and spare me any of the details."
"Okay," she said, kissing him on the cheek. "I love you."
"I love you, too."




— Monday —

The afternoon heat was still brutal. Daniel strongly considered pulling back out of the driveway and just aimlessly driving around in an air-conditioned vehicle until he felt like a normal human being again. Then he thought of the environment and sighed. Maybe if he had an electric vehicle.
The air-conditioning at the office broke down around noon. Fifteen minutes after the loud kerplunk, the temperatures rose noticeably. By one o'clock, sweat oozed out of every pore of Daniel's body. The rare breeze from the windows didn't reach his cubicle.
Half an hour later, with the office rapidly turning into a sauna, the boss sent everyone home to work remotely.
As soon as he was inside, Daniel dashed upstairs and into the bathroom. He tore off his clothes and jumped into the shower — as cold as he could muster. Stepping out, he felt ten years younger.
Normally, Tanya would be waiting for him, leaning up on the bathroom door frame, smirking as she watched him dress. Her car was in the driveway, so he assumed she was home, but maybe she was working hard. A quick look at the office confirmed that she wasn't there. It was empty and the AC unit was off. Daniel turned it on and went back downstairs.
A note on the fridge informed him that she was "out with Amber, doing the thing."
A sense of unease upset his stomach, though he wasn't sure why. They'd just be talking about how to perform anal sex safely, something that Amber wasn't comfortable asking her big brother. Plenty of lube and stretching with fingers first. He vaguely remembered reading that sort of advice on the internet, many years earlier.
Why they couldn't have done that on the phone was a mystery. Maybe they were going to a toy store, Tanya always said she wanted an excuse to go to one. Trying to reign in his wandering mind, Daniel went back upstairs. The office wasn't quite cool yet but it was getting there.
The icon for World of Peacecraft begged him to click on it but instead, he logged onto his company's VPN.




— Grateful —

At five, Tanya still wasn't home and Daniel was officially done for the day. He logged out, stretched his weary arms, and let out a satisfying yawn. Two seconds later, a wave of tiredness hit him.
There was leftover spicy curry in the fridge. Daniel nuked it in the microwave, salivating at the scent that filled the kitchen.
Outside, a car pulled up to the curb. Distracted, Daniel looked out the window and saw his wife getting out of the back of an Uber. She was dressed up as if she had been going to a nice restaurant. The red dress she liked to wear on dates, which she called cute. It had a fairly modest cutout and went down to her knees. She was practically skipping on the pathway.
The door opened and Tanya burst in with a wide smile on her face.
"Oh, Daniel," she called out, "you are the best man in the world!"
Unsure of why she was singing his praises, Daniel nevertheless felt honored. She kicked off her heels and then twirled around once before floating toward him on a cloud of glee.
"You look happy," Daniel said, unable to stop himself grinning along with her.
"I am, my dear, wonderful, amazing husband," she said, sidled up to him, and pulled him down for a kiss.
It was a passionate kiss. A "fuck me" kiss, full of energy, demanding his attention. He responded, grabbing and squeezing her ass. She let out a soft moan. Whatever happened today, it had made Tanya hornier than he had seen her in months, maybe years.
"You have no idea how happy you made me, Danny," she said, breathing heavily. "Thank you so much for letting me do this."
The gears in Daniel's head started spinning. Her response was not what he had anticipated at all. It was disproportionate. Why would talking to his sister about safe sex make her so happy? Something didn't add up.
"Letting you do what, exactly?" he probed.
"Oh right," Tanya said, wincing. "You didn't want to know any details. Sorry, forget I brought it up."
"Okay," Daniel said, furrowing his brows.
"Just know that you are an amazing brother and I love you so, so much," she said before attacking him with a flurry of kisses.
"You want to thank me upstairs?" he asked suggestively.
Tanya giggled. "Not yet. I think I need a little break after all that. Besides, I need a shower first. And I'm starving."
"After all what?"
"Ooops, sorry," she said quickly, running her pinched index finger and thumb along her lips. "I'll zip it."
Then she was gone, flying up the stairs two steps at a time.
Daniel was left standing there, feeling like he had just been run over by a steamroller. What the hell just happened? Part of him wanted to pretend like nothing was amiss and eat dinner, the other part of him was horny. Horny won out.
When he walked into the bathroom, Tanya was already in the shower. He drank in the sight of her nude body through the glass shower door.
"Want some company?" he asked.
"Sure," Tanya replied.
While stripping down, Daniel saw the bottle of lube on the counter. An idea popped into his head. He grabbed it before joining his wife.
"You want me to fuck your ass?" he asked, squeezing her breast.
"Ooh," Tanya's eyes lit up. "I could go for that right now."
Daniel turned off the shower since the lube was water-based. He was already as hard as it was possible for him to be and he positioned himself behind her. It wasn't the most optimal position, since his wife had a very shapely butt, which would make access a bit tricky. Yet his wife had never complained about his size, so he pushed that thought down again.
Squeezing a copious amount of lube on his palm, he greased his cock and used his finger to daub the rest between her cheeks. Tanya giggled when he pressed his index finger onto her sphincter, probing.
The hole was nearly too tight. Tanya leaned forward and spread her cheeks to give him easier access. He pressed the tip up against the entrance and pushed. By the third try, she opened up and his head popped in.
Grabbing her by the waist, he began thrusting. Slow, measured strokes were all that her tightness allowed.
"Mmm," Tanya moaned.
Daniel regretted not jerking off beforehand. He had forgotten that their session the day before had been interrupted. He was already close.
"I'm not gonna last long," he grunted.
"Go for it, honey," she encouraged him.
That was all he needed. He let go and reveled in the too-short moment of climax.
"Sorry," he muttered, pulling out.
"It's totally okay," she assured him.
"Is there anything I can do for you?"
"Yeah, there is," she said, turning to face him. She was biting her tongue. "Is it okay if I, uh, help Amber out again?"
"Sure," he said, still basking in the post-orgasmic glow. "Anything to make you happy."
Grinning broadly, Tanya turned the shower knob and sprayed a jet of warm water right on Daniel's junk.




— Surprise —

The office was as noisy as an airport. All the windows were open and dozens of fans tried to move the air from one end of the floor to the other, only moderately successful. The noise was deafening, everyone had earplugs or headphones. Making phone calls was impossible.
Every passing minute made Daniel long for the cool, quiet office back home more and more. Productivity was, somehow, up. It was impossible to hear anyone approach over the loud music and Daniel didn't feel comfortable slacking off, not knowing if someone could be passing by that moment to see memes plastered all over his screen.
Around two in the afternoon, Daniel was already exhausted. He was refreshing his inbox over and over, waiting for the next ticket to arrive, having finished everything on the list already. That's when his phone buzzed. It was a text message.
TANYA: amber says hi
TANYA: she and zaid just came over for that thing
All thoughts of work were erased by the gnawing sense that he was missing something important. Why were Amber and her boyfriend at their house? Were they going to have anal sex there? Something didn't add up.
Two tickets came in but Daniel couldn't manage to even read the title for worry. He decided that he had to find out what was going on.
After firing a quick mail to his boss, letting her know that he wasn't feeling well, he left the office. Judging by how empty the office was compared to lunchtime, he wasn't the only one bailing. That made him feel a little better, at least.
Fifteen minutes later, he pulled up on the curb in front of his house. Amber's green sports car parked next to Tanya's in the driveway. Daniel wasn't sure if he should be happy or worried that they were still there.
Quietly so as not to make too much noise, he slid his key in the lock and opened the door. Before he even stepped out of his shoes, he knew something was wrong. Something was terribly wrong.
It took him a few moments to focus on the source of his discomfort. Moaning, coming from upstairs. Very unmistakable moaning, the sounds of sex. It didn't sound at all like the moans Tanya made, so he assumed it was Amber.
Were his sister and her boyfriend having sex in their bedroom?
Anger overshadowed his growing queasiness. They were grown-ass adults, they had their own bedroom to fuck in. Unless that was the problem. Maybe Amber lost her place and now had nowhere to stay? No, she could have told him that.
The moaning was getting louder with every step he took. When he reached the top landing, the cries of pleasure were loud enough to be heard even over all the noise at the office. Certainly loud enough they wouldn't hear his footsteps. Without thinking about the consequences, he grabbed the doorknob and twisted it.
The anger that had built up evaporated in a single heartbeat. Dizziness overcame him and he had to grip the door frame for support.
Tanya laid on her back, sideways to the door, with her head hanging off the side of the bed. Her feet were up on Zaid's shoulders. The man's onyx cock was buried deep inside of her pussy. Her fist gripped the bedsheet tightly, just as her labia gripped his cock. On the outstroke, the full size of his massive penis revealed itself, thick and long as Tanya's forearm. A gargantuan beast.
"Ohhhhhh God, ohhhhhh," Tanya's hoarse scream deafened Daniel, as Zaid plunged back in, burying the entire length of his member inside of her.
Amber was there, too. Kneeling on the other side. Naked, making out with her boyfriend. Tanya's hand was between her legs, slick with wetness, fingers digging into the flesh of Amber's inner thigh, just underneath a pussy that looked like a puffed up peach, shaved smooth.
"Ohhhhhhh, yeeeeesssss, ohhhhhhh," Tanya roared.
"What the fuck," Daniel blurted out.
At once everything changed. Everyone's head snapped around to look at the newcomer. Amber winced, filled with guilt. Zaid's expression was one of gloating triumph. Tanya's eyes were wide, mouth agape. Her skin was red and covered in beads of sweat. Her hair matted and lips dry.
Stumbling out of the bedroom, Daniel felt like the floor underneath him was trembling. Pain flared up in his knees and he only realized he fell while he was pulling himself up on the banister.
A whirlwind of memories and emotions raged inside his head. First and foremost, however, was the sight of that enormous cock sliding between his wife's lips. A tool so much bigger than his own in every way imaginable, entering what was supposed to be only his.
Collapsing into his computer chair, Daniel felt like he was about to die. Like his heart would suddenly stop beating.




— Misunderstanding —

The door opened cautiously and Tanya slipped in, looking apprehensive. She had thrown on a t-shirt, one of his, in a failed attempt at modesty. In several places, sweat-soaked through the yellow fabric and it clung to her breasts like a second skin. Her nipples poked through. The t-shirt was just long enough to cover her pubic hair but her slit was still on full display, labia slick and wet.
"Honey, are you okay?" she asked, closing the door behind her.
Tears ran down Daniel's cheeks. He wiped them away with the back of his hand and tried to get a hold on himself. Tanya approached and he instinctively backed away, pushing the chair on the carpet. His wife froze.
"I told you they were coming over, why didn't you tell me you were coming home early?" she asked.
Daniel had just caught her cheating on him and she was trying to make it his fault? His mouth opened to yell at her but no sound came out.
Taking the opportunity, Tanya approached again. Daniel was so flabbergasted by her behavior, he was rooted in place. She went down on her knees in front of him and placed her hands on his knees, looking up at him with concern.
"Say something, please," she asked with her kind, brown eyes sparkling at him.
"Why?" Daniel managed.
"It went so well last time but Amanda's bed is so small, I figured we'd be more comfortable here."
"Last time?" Daniel gulped.
"Yeah, you remember? Yesterday?"
"You had sex with Zaid?"
"Yeah," Tanya said, eyebrows furrowed. "But you knew that, right?"
"No!" Daniel said emphatically.
"What? But you told me it was okay. I asked you and you said yes."
"No, I didn't!"
"Yes, you did. We talked about it. Two days ago, when Amber came over crying. Surely you're not gonna pretend that didn't happen."
"Yes, that did happen but there was no mention of... this."
"I told you about Amber's request and you said I should help her, as long as you didn't know any of the details."
"Yes."
"What did you think she was asking?"
"I overheard her mention that Zaid wanted to try anal sex. I thought she wanted tips from you."
"Oh," Tanya said, voice sinking as the truth began to dawn on her. She sat down on the carpet, pulling her arms close. "No, that's not what she asked me at all. Zaid wanted to have a threesome. That's why she was so upset, she thought it meant that he didn't love her anymore, that he wanted someone new, that he was bored with her. We talked about it at length and how two chicks at a time is every guy's fantasy, it doesn't mean he didn't like her. She really likes him and wants to make him happy, so we started talking about potential partners. That's when she told me that the first person she thought of was me."
"And you wanted to do it?"
"Well, yeah. It was exciting and I've already heard so much about Zaid's... uh, anyway, I told her that I was married to you and that I'd bring it up but not to get her hopes up. I was kinda surprised when you agreed to it so quickly."
"I didn't," Daniel barked.
"I thought you did," Tanya said and tears welled up in her eyes. "Oh, God."
The room felt like it was entirely devoid of air. Daniel breathed in but it still felt like he was choking. His chest hurt. His soul hurt. Tanya had fucked another guy because she thought he wanted her to.
It was so stupid. Three years of happy marriage and then that. Like being woken up with a slap to the face.
"How could you possibly think I would be okay with this?" he asked quietly.
"I asked you, expecting a no. I tried to tell you but you just kept saying you already knew and didn't want to know any of the details. This is as much your fault as mine."
The worst part was she was right. He had been so sure he knew, so confident in his own assessment. He had given his wife permission to sleep with another guy, even if he hadn't been aware of it. Could he really blame her for that?
"What now?"
"I don't know," Tanya said quietly. "I still love you, Daniel. Always have. Nothing's changed about that. This was just a misunderstanding, nothing more. We can pretend like the last three days never happened, go back to how things used to be. Please?"
Looking down at Tanya's face, Daniel's heart nearly broke. She looked so sad, so desperate, so regretful, like she truly meant what she said. A misunderstanding, nothing more. Not a mistake where one side was to blame. Could he truly hate her for that? Divorce her? Leave her?
"Okay," Daniel said.
At once, the pressure in his chest seemed to lift and he could breathe again. He wasn't going to lose Tanya. That's what he had been afraid of, he realized. That she would leave him for another guy, leaving him all alone.
She had her taste now and she didn't like it.




— Second Honeymoon —

There was no other way to describe it but the last two weeks felt like a second honeymoon. Daniel even considered taking some time off work, it was that fantastic. As soon as he was done with work, he shot a text to his wife and raced home.
Tanya greeted him with a kiss and a smile. Dinner was waiting for him, just as it had every single day. Homemade macaroni and cheese with breaded chicken steak. One of his favorites. The day before it had been lasagna, made from scratch; the day before that, his mother's famous green bean casserole.
While eating, she asked about his day and he told her about all the minute details. He asked her about her day and she showed him the progress she made on her paintings, usually coupled with complaints about the requests she got from clients.
After dinner, they headed for the living room, watching the latest episode of Guns & Runs together while snuggling. Most of the time, the snuggling led to something else. By the second commercial break, Tanya was actively playing with his cock through the pants. The clothes came off. Tanya rode him in a hedonistic frenzy until he came hard.
If Daniel wanted more sex, all he had to do was ask. If he wanted to play World of Peacecraft all evening long, he could do that without interruption, save for when Tanya crawled under his desk and blew him. If he wanted to watch her draw, she would use the easel so he had a good view.
It felt like she would do anything to please him. Daniel started testing her limits, just to see how much remorse she felt. It stopped when he pitched the idea of getting matching tattoos. She did, however, wear an extremely short skirt without panties and let him finger her at the movie theater.
But when he came home that day, it was different. Tanya beamed at him from ear to ear but the smile didn't seem to reach her eyes. She looked sad, almost. The aroma wafting over from the kitchen was mouth-watering but he wondered just how many hours she had spent to make it all from scratch.
"Are you happy?" Daniel asked.
"Of course I am," Tanya said without even thinking about it as if she had practiced the line a hundred times.
Part of him wanted to believe it, to just go on in blissful ignorance, pretending like everything was perfect. The other part of him knew that it was a lie. A stage play that Tanya put on just for him. She was good at it, undoubtedly, but it was hard to mimic real love.
Tears welled up in Daniel's eyes. He wished it could just go on forever. Was it so wrong to lie to each other and pretend to be happy? Was it really happiness if the entire time you were just waiting for the rug to be pulled out underneath your feet?
No, it wasn't real happiness. It was pretend love.
Standing behind her, he kissed his wife on the cheek and wrapped his arms around her. She melted into his embrace, sighing softly. An Oscar-worthy performance.
"Are you really happy?" he asked, whispering.
"Yes, I—" she started and her voice faltered, her shoulders sagged, and she smelt so small in his embrace.
"Please don't lie to me."
"I love you, honey," she said, twisting around to face him. Her butt pressed into the edge of the counter. "I really do."
It felt real or maybe he wanted it to be real so much he believed it. Yet it wasn't the entire truth. He sensed her hesitation, her holding back.
"But?" he prompted.
"I don't want you to hate me."
"I could never hate you," Daniel said, kissing her briefly on the lips.
"I love you, emotionally. I want to be with you. I want to hang out with you. I want to be married to you."
"But?" he asked again.
"But sex with you isn't satisfying."
The tears grew big enough to roll down Daniel's cheeks. Deep down, in his gut, he had already known what she was going to say. He had felt it every time they made love. But it still hurt to hear it out loud.
"I'm sorry, I'm so sorry," Tanya said quickly. "I didn't mean, I don't know what I'm saying."
"No," Daniel said, blinking to try and get his wife into focus again. "You meant it. I can tell."
"I'm sorry," she said again, hugging him close and burying her face in his shoulder. She was crying, too.
They just held each other like that for a long time. Not quite happy but relieved to finally say the truth.
"Were you ever?" Daniel asked after a long silence.
"No," Tanya whispered. "I thought it didn't matter. I was so happy when we married, I told myself everything else was worth more than physical satisfaction. And it's not like it was terrible. You're nice and gentle and I feel safe when I am with you. But it just wasn't very stimulating. I usually waited for you to fall asleep and I thought that it would be enough. Not every woman climaxes from penetration. That's what I kept telling myself."
"Until Zaid," Daniel concluded.
"Yes. I've been dreaming about it for years. Not him, specifically, just anyone. I've daydreamed about it. And then Amber came along and she asked me to be in a threesome and you—" Tanya choked up "—and you—"
"And I agreed," Daniel sighed.
"I was so happy. You have no idea. I thought you finally realized how miserable I was. How horny. How unsatisfied. I didn't think twice about it, even though I knew something was off."
"Both of us are at fault," Daniel added.
"It was so good, honey," she cooed. "You have no idea. The way his cock just... filled me up. It's indescribable. I never knew that sex could feel so good. That I could climax from penetration."
"You never did with me?" Daniel asked and swallowed the lump in his throat.
"I'm sorry," she muttered. "But no."
"Not once in three years?" he asked, pleading.
"I waited until you were asleep."
"Oh," Daniel said and he could feel his heart shattering into a million pieces.
"It's not your fault," she said quickly. "You were born that way. I don't blame you."
"What am I supposed to do now?" he asked.
Daniel expected her to stay silent or to apologize. He expected her to hug him closer and shed tears with him. He never expected her to look up at him with her pleading doe eyes and ask:
"Would it be so bad if I slept with other guys?"




— Together —

Tanya was in high spirits. Daniel watched her bounce from room to room in amazement, wondering why he had never seen that aspect of his wife before. Had he really been so blind? Had she been too good at hiding it?
"Hurry up," Tanya urged him on, beaming from ear to ear.
Not able to wait for him, Tanya raced up the stairs and opened the door to the bedroom. Noticing that he was only half of the way up, she flitted down the steps and grabbed his hand, only to drag him on.
Daniel felt like he was walking the last mile. It was the end of their marriage as he knew it, the end of being just a regular couple. One way or the other, it would change irrevocably. Either he would give in to her urges or they would separate. He knew there was no middle ground, not if she was suffering being with him. It was better to let her go than to torment her.
"What's the hurry? We have all day," he grumbled.
Ignoring him, Tanya raced ahead to the bedroom. When Daniel reached the door, she was already naked. He drank in the sight of her gorgeous body. Nothing about his love for her seemed to have changed. Yes, she had fucked someone else but it left no visible marks on her body. She was still the woman of his dreams.
Slamming into him, she threw one arm around his neck and pulled him in for a kiss. With her free hand, she undid the buttons on his shirt and unbuckled his belt. Before he knew it, he was naked, too.
Looking down at himself, Daniel felt shame and disgust. He was hard but even so, it wasn't that big. Not big enough to make real love to a woman and there was nothing in the universe to fix that. Would there even be a woman out there he could satisfy?
Was Tanya his only chance at happiness?
If she was, could he really risk losing her?
"Come over here," Tanya demanded, patting on the bed next to her.
Crawling on the bed, Daniel felt as miserable as he had ever been. A pathetic loser next to the world's most beautiful woman.
Picking up the phone from the nightstand, Tanya held it out in front of them both and snuggled up next to him.
"It's gonna be fun, just wait," she said.
The screen turned on and Tanya quickly tapped on her video library and selected the first video in the history.
At first, the screen was just dark. Not off, just dark as if the lights were off. The screen blurred and got brighter, then came into focus. Amber's shaved pussy filled the screen from corner to corner.
"I don't want to see that," Daniel grunted.
"Oops, sorry," Tanya giggled, tapping on the timeline.
The scene changed. The camera pointed down a naked woman's body — Tanya's body, there was no mistaking it. The phone was positioned between her breasts and the mounds framed the left and right side.
A dark-skinned, naked man knelt further down, between Tanya's legs. It could only be Zaid. The one time he had seen the man naked had been brief but the image was seared into his frame for the rest of his life. The perfect, thick cock pushing between Tanya's lips.
In the video, Zaid grabbed Tanya's thighs with each hand, his fingers contrasting against the milky white skin. He opened her legs up and scooted closer. His fully erect cock pointed right at the lens.
Leaning in from the left side of the screen, Amber wrapped her lips around the bulbous glans. Her appearance was very brief, fortunately. She straightened up, disappearing from view again.
"You ready?" Amber asked.
"Uh-huh," Tanya's voice emanated from the speakers.
"Okay, it's gonna happen now," the real Tanya said beside Daniel.
Steadying himself for what was about to happen, Daniel felt sick to his stomach. Everything about it was wrong. How could he call himself a man and watch that?
Grunting, Zaid tugged on her legs. The video shook and when it refocused, Zaid's knees were pressing into Tanya's thighs. His massive organ hovered ominously above her pussy. Amber's hand appeared from out of scene, grabbed his cock, and guided it to Tanya's entrance.
The real Tanya grabbed Daniel's penis and started pumping.
"Ohhhhhh," the video Tanya moaned loudly as Zaid slid into her.
"I can still feel it," Tanya whispered. "Ohh, it was so good. The first time I ever felt a real cock."
Daniel wished that he wasn't hard. That his little cock wasn't throbbing under her touch. That he could close his eyes or at least look away from the screen.
Except he couldn't. The sight of it was mesmerizing. The massive appendage, thrusting into Tanya's vagina. Over and over and over.
A blinding hot orgasm shot through Daniel's body, taking him by complete surprise. He felt his penis pumping, watching semen ooze out of his tip and dribble down Tanya's knuckles.
"See? I told you it could be fun," Tanya giggled. "Just because I'm having sex with other guys doesn't mean you don't have to be involved in it."
"I don't know," Daniel said, disgusted with himself.
"Oh, come on," she insisted, pushing the phone closer into his face.
There it was, as close as if he were there himself. Zaid was pumping her pussy hard — harder than he ever did. The speakers relayed all the sounds, the incredibly wet schlicking of her pussy, the unabashed moans, and his sister urging them both on.
"Oh my," the real Tanya exclaimed with glee. "You're hard again."
It was true. Daniel didn't know how or why but he was hard as steel. The cum from his previous ejaculation hadn't even been wiped away and he was already up for another round. Tanya jerked him fervently.
"Just imagine what it will be like when you're actually there. You can hold my hand while I cum my brains out."
Closing his eyes, Daniel imagined what it would be like. He, the useless husband, next to his wife in bed while she was fucking another man. Not any other man, of course, but a real man. A hulking black guy with a massive cock, bigger than anything he thought was possible.
It was just sex they were having, nothing more. The guy was little more than a dildo, really. A living, breathing dildo that made his wife cry out with pleasure, producing sounds he never heard before.
But at the same time, it was only because of him she was able to experience it. Because he said she could. In a way, it was like he was giving her pleasure, even if it wasn't his own body doing it. And she still wanted to be married to him, she had said that, many times.
In almost every way, Daniel was still the man of her dreams. Just not in bed. The faceless black man worked himself into a lather, fucking her. He was climaxing, blowing his load inside Tanya. Daniel's own orgasm followed shortly after, a pale imitation.
"So what do you say, honey?" Tanya asked, kissing him on the cheek. "Please, please, please, can we do this?"
Shutting his eyes tightly, Daniel sighed.
"Okay," he said.
At once, Tanya swung up on top of his body. Her pussy was hot on his bare stomach. She showered him with kisses but she didn't try having sex with him.
Daniel knew that from now on, the only cock going inside of her pussy would be someone else's.
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Remote Cuckold: Watching Her Betrayal
 
After finding out that his hot, new neighbor Tess is an online camgirl, Andrew grows obsessed with her. He watches her stream religiously, fantasizing about sleeping with her, despite being happily married to Sienna. Through an unfortunate accident, his work-nemesis Quentin discovers his secret obsession and makes it his mission to torture Andrew. Things start to unravel when his wife of nearly ten years busts him during an online session.
Unable to juggle his crumbling marriage and his libido at the same time, Andrew finds himself on the wrong side of the screen when the worst happens. He can only watch the remnants of his marriage vows being destroyed right in front of his eyes — and those of hundreds of strangers online.
A cuckold novel filled with deceit, cheating, and plenty of sex.
Watching My Daughter Go Black: A Different Kind of Interracial Cuckold Story
 
Zach Sharpe knows very well that his obsession with his daughter Ashley's new friend from college, Michelle, is wrong but ever since he met the sassy, unrepentant tease, he has been obsessed with her. As a single dad, he would never do anything to jeopardize the amazing relationship he has with Ashley or with her best friend, Helena. As a man, however, a chance encounter in the middle of the night with Michelle leaves his blood boil with desire and he is unable to resist a taste of the forbidden fruit.
Just as he's about to get everything he has dreamed of, Zach finds himself trapped in a hotel closet, completely naked, while his daughter and her two friends are on the other side, turning his world upside down. Helplessly, he watches the woman he's obsessed with lead his daughter down a path of no return with three black studs at the end.
A steamy story of a lesbian trio and the pact they made together. Plenty of teasing, humiliation, and powerful sex.
Mountain Remedy: An Interracial Cuckold Tale
 
Everything is perfect. The weather is great, the mountain is gorgeous. The perfect opportunity for Nathan to show to his wife Kelly that after five years of marriage, he still loves her every bit as much as when they first met. Just the two of them, hiking together over the long weekend, rekindling their passion.

Yet their anniversary is interrupted by the arrival of Jamir, a muscular African-American masseur, who catches them skinny dipping in a mountain pool. Nathan is wary of Jamir's presence and his only goal is to make him leave again but Kelly seems to lose all control over herself. Terrified, Nathan watches his wife and the black man act out their song and dance right in front of him until she ultimately succumbs to his powerful draw.
The Cuckold's Dance: An Interracial Cuckold Tale
 
After losing his job, Frank spirals into depression. While he's at home, his wife Clara takes the reigns and gets a job waitressing to make ends meet. Many weeks pass before Frank feels like he's getting better but when he does, he wants to share the good news with his wife. That's when he realizes that in all that time, he never once visited her at work.

It turns out that Clara's "waitressing" job is anything but that. She's working at the White Rabbit, one of Springfield's hottest strip clubs in a black neighborhood. Frank is horrified to discover his wife baring her goods on the stage for all to see and is determined to get her to stop. Clara has other ideas. She has grown to love spreading her legs for cock — big, black, and bareback.

Will their marriage shatter into a million pieces or will Frank forsake his manhood and make the ultimate cuckold's choice? Find out by reading this book. Non-stop hardcore action and humiliation.
Cuckold In Law: An Interracial Cuckold Tale
 
After figuring out that he wasn't equipped to fully satisfy his wife, Bryan came to terms with his wife Claire sleeping with black men for sexual gratification. As long as what they do stays between them and their BBC lovers. But when Bryan's parents Marty and Helen stop by for a visit, things get complicated.

Not only do Bryan's parents find out their daughter-in-law is cuckolding their son, they get tangled up themselves by one of Claire's lovers. Claire is thrilled by the idea of the seeing Bryan's mother impaled on a big black cock and it turns out father and son are more alike than they always thought.

Non-stop hardcore action and humiliation.
Double Trouble: An Interracial Cuckold Tale
 
Both Brock and his wife Margery agree on one thing: Markus, their daughter's black boyfriend, needs to go. He's the opposite of everything they envisioned for Elaine's future. When Brock's ham-fisted plan to buy Markus off fails spectacularly, the responsibility to ensure their daughter's future falls to Margery.

Trying to find out more about her potential son-in-law's life, she accompanies the two of them on a photo shoot, where she discovers that Markus has a potential weakness: her. The thought is daring and exciting but she knew that if she dangles herself in front of him, it's a surefire way to break up the two of them.

The only problem is that she doesn't know she's up against more than Markus. There's also his identical twin brother, Caleb. Through a series of events, Margery finds herself completely ensnared in a trap she had set for someone else.
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