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Riding the Big Black Bull: A White Wife's First Rodeo


Chapter 1 – The Lobby

The hotel lobby smelled like fresh linen and expensive cologne, and Cassidy Harper couldn't stop fidgeting with the thin gold chain around her neck. She stood next to her husband Mark – five-ten, sandy-haired, lean in the way runners are lean – and felt every nerve ending in her body firing at once. They'd talked about this for three years. Three years of whispered fantasies in the dark after sex, three years of browsing lifestyle forums on their laptops in bed, three years of Cassidy describing, in breathless detail, the kind of man she wanted while Mark held her close and told her it was okay to want it.

This is actually happening, she thought, pressing her thighs together beneath her black dress. We're actually doing this.

Mark's hand found the small of her back. His palm was damp. She looked at him and he gave her a tight smile – nervous but genuine, his blue eyes bright with something between excitement and terror. He'd picked the hotel. A boutique place downtown, modern and clean, the kind of place where nobody asked questions. He'd booked the suite on the fourteenth floor. King bed. Sitting area with a couch and an armchair. He'd thought of everything, down to the bottle of bourbon on the counter and the playlist queued on his phone.

"You okay?" he asked.

Cassidy nodded. "Are you?"

"I've never been more sure about anything."

She kissed his cheek. His skin was warm and familiar. She loved him – loved him completely, loved the way he made her laugh, loved the life they'd built in their little craftsman bungalow with the blue shutters. But love and lust were different animals, and the animal pacing inside Cassidy's chest right now had nothing to do with comfort or safety. It had teeth.

Her phone buzzed.

Jerome: Pulling in now. Black SUV. See you in five.

She showed Mark the screen. He swallowed hard enough that she could see his throat move. She squeezed his hand once – firm, deliberate – and then they walked toward the elevator bank together.

They'd found Jerome on a lifestyle app called PairPlay. His profile had stopped Cassidy mid-scroll. Six-four. Two hundred and forty pounds. Former college linebacker at a Division I program down south. His photos showed a man built like a Greek statue recast in dark ebony – wide shoulders that tapered to a narrow waist, arms thick as fence posts, a jaw that could've been carved with a chisel. His skin was deep brown, almost mahogany, smooth and taut over slabs of muscle that shifted visibly even in still photographs. He was thirty-four. Single. Experienced in the lifestyle. His profile said he respected boundaries, communicated clearly, and enjoyed couples where the husband watched.

Cassidy had stared at those photos for a full minute before showing Mark. Mark had looked at the screen, looked at his wife's flushed face, and said, "Message him."

That was two weeks ago. They'd texted every day since. Jerome was articulate, funny, and direct. He asked what they wanted. He asked what their limits were. He asked Cassidy what she fantasized about and listened – really listened – when she told him. He told them both that consent was everything, that anyone could call stop at any time, that he'd walk out the door with a handshake and no hard feelings if the vibe wasn't right.

The vibe is right, Cassidy thought now, stepping into the elevator. The vibe has been right since the moment I saw his picture.

The suite was exactly as Mark had described. Warm lighting. A king bed with white sheets pulled tight. The sitting area off to the left with a grey couch and a leather armchair angled toward the bed. Floor-to-ceiling windows showing the city skyline, glittering and indifferent. Mark poured two bourbons. Cassidy took hers and drank half in one pull.

"Easy," Mark said with a small laugh.

"I need it."

A knock at the door.

Cassidy's heart slammed against her ribs like a bird hitting glass. Mark set his drink down, looked at her, and she nodded. He crossed the room and opened the door.

Jerome filled the doorframe.

There was no other way to describe it. He didn't just stand in the doorway – he occupied it, the way a mountain occupies a valley. He wore a fitted black henley that strained across his chest and dark jeans that hung low on his hips. His sneakers were clean and white. He smelled like sandalwood and something warm and musky beneath it, something that wasn't cologne but him – his skin, his heat, his biology. His smile was easy and confident, showing perfect white teeth against that dark skin.

"Mark," he said, extending a massive hand. Mark shook it. His hand disappeared inside Jerome's grip like a child's.

"Good to finally meet you, man," Mark said, and Cassidy could hear the slight tremor he was trying to hide.

Jerome stepped inside and his eyes found Cassidy. She felt the weight of his gaze like a physical thing – like warm oil poured slowly across her body. He looked at her the way a man looks at something he's been promised and intends to collect. Not aggressive. Not predatory. Just certain.

"Cassidy," he said. Her name sounded different in his deep voice. Richer. Like he was tasting it.

"Hi," she managed.

He crossed the room in three long strides. He moved like an athlete – fluid, controlled, every motion deliberate and efficient. He stopped in front of her and she had to tilt her head back to look at him. At five-six, Cassidy barely reached his collarbone. She could feel the heat radiating off his body like standing next to a furnace. Up close, his skin was flawless – smooth dark chocolate stretched over hard muscle, not a blemish anywhere.

"You're even prettier than your pictures," Jerome said, and his voice was low enough that it vibrated in her chest.

Oh god, Cassidy thought. Oh god, oh god.

"Can I kiss you?" he asked.

She nodded before the question was finished.

Jerome cupped her face in both hands. His palms were enormous – warm, slightly rough, engulfing her jaw entirely. He tilted her head back and lowered his mouth to hers.

The kiss was slow at first. Exploratory. His lips were full and soft and warm, pressing against hers with deliberate patience. Cassidy's hands came up instinctively, landing on his chest, and she felt the hard slab of his pectorals beneath the thin fabric, felt the steady drum of his heartbeat against her palms. He was so solid. So immovable. Like pressing her hands against a wall of warm stone.

Then his tongue found hers and the slow exploration caught fire.

Cassidy moaned into his mouth – a sound that surprised even her, high and desperate and completely involuntary. Jerome's hands slid from her face to her waist, then lower, gripping her hips and pulling her body flush against his. She felt the length of him pressing against her stomach through his jeans – thick, heavy, unmistakable – and a bolt of liquid heat shot straight through her core. Her knees actually weakened. She grabbed fistfuls of his henley to keep herself upright.

Mark sat down on the couch.

He watched his wife melt into another man's arms like candle wax, her small pale hands clinging to Jerome's massive dark frame, her body arching into him, her head tilted back as Jerome kissed down the side of her neck. Mark's mouth was dry. His pulse was hammering. He could see Cassidy's face over Jerome's shoulder – her eyes were closed, her lips parted, her expression something between agony and bliss, and she looked more turned on than Mark had ever seen her in eight years of marriage.

She's never looked like that when I kiss her, Mark thought, and the realization hit him like a fist – not with pain, but with a strange, vertiginous thrill that made his head swim.

Jerome's hands found the zipper at the back of Cassidy's dress. He pulled it down in one smooth motion and the black fabric slid off her shoulders, pooled at her waist, and dropped to the floor. She stood before him in a black lace bra and matching thong – her pale skin almost luminous against his dark hands, the contrast so stark it looked like a painting.

"Goddamn," Jerome murmured, stepping back to look at her.

Cassidy's chest heaved. Her nipples were visibly hard beneath the lace. Her stomach was flat and toned, her hips soft and curved, her thighs pressed together in that way women press their thighs together when they're desperately aroused and trying to create friction from nothing. She was trembling.

Jerome pulled his henley over his head in one motion and Cassidy's breath caught audibly. His torso was a sculpture – broad dark chest, defined abdominals, a deep V-cut disappearing into his waistband. His shoulders were impossibly wide, capped with rounded muscle. A thin trail of dark hair ran from his navel downward. His skin gleamed under the warm hotel lighting like polished wood.

He's perfect, Cassidy thought, her eyes tracing every ridge and valley of his body. He's absolutely perfect.

She reached behind her back and unclasped her own bra. It fell away and her breasts spilled free – full, round, pale with pink nipples already stiff and aching. Jerome's eyes darkened. He reached out and cupped one breast in his massive hand, his dark fingers splayed across her white skin, and the visual alone – his black hand on her pale flesh – made Cassidy whimper.

"Come here," Jerome said, and scooped her up like she weighed nothing.

Her legs wrapped around his waist automatically. Her arms circled his thick neck. He carried her to the bed and laid her down on the white sheets, and she looked up at him standing over her – this towering, beautiful dark man – and thought, I am never going to be the same after tonight.

She looked past Jerome to the couch where Mark sat motionless, bourbon untouched on the side table, his eyes wide and fixed on her body arranged on the bed beneath another man. She gave him a small smile. He nodded.

We're all in.


Chapter 2 – Devotion

Jerome knelt at the edge of the bed. His hands found Cassidy's ankles and he spread her legs slowly, deliberately, like unwrapping something precious. She let him. Her thighs fell apart with zero resistance – two weeks of anticipation had erased every ounce of shyness in her body. She was pure want now, stripped down to nerve and hunger.

He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her thong and pulled it down her legs. The lace was soaked – dark with arousal – and Jerome noticed. He brought the fabric to his nose, inhaled, and smiled.

"You've been ready for a while," he said.

"You have no idea," Cassidy whispered.

She lay before him completely naked. Pale skin against white sheets. Her blonde hair fanned out beneath her head. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, her pink nipples tight and swollen, her flat stomach quivering with each breath. Between her thighs, she was smooth and bare and glistening. Visibly wet. Her inner lips were flushed dark pink, swollen with blood, parted slightly like a mouth ready to speak.

Jerome lowered himself between her legs. He kissed her inner thigh – the left one first, then the right – his full lips warm and soft against her sensitive skin. The contrast was breathtaking. His dark face between her pale thighs. His broad shoulders pushing her legs wider. His large hands pressing flat on her hip bones, holding her steady.

Mark shifted in the armchair. He'd moved from the couch without realizing it – drawn closer, pulled by gravity or compulsion. The armchair sat eight feet from the foot of the bed, and from this angle he could see everything. His wife's body laid out like an offering. Jerome's dark head between her legs. The visual was overwhelming – it was every fantasy they'd whispered in the dark made suddenly, devastatingly real.

Jerome's mouth found Cassidy's center and she gasped like she'd been shocked.

His tongue was wide and flat and impossibly warm. He dragged it from the bottom of her slit to the top in one long, slow stroke, collecting her taste, learning her. Cassidy's hips jerked off the mattress. Jerome's hands pressed her back down – effortlessly, like holding down a sheet of paper – and did it again. Slow. Thorough. Unhurried.

He's tasting me, Cassidy thought, her fingers gripping the sheets. He's actually savoring it.

Mark had gone down on Cassidy plenty of times. He was attentive, enthusiastic, competent. But Jerome was something else entirely. Jerome ate her like it was an act of worship – like he had nowhere to be and nothing to do except map every fold and ridge of her with his tongue. His mouth covered her completely, his full lips sealing around her most sensitive flesh, and the suction was gentle and constant and maddening.

"Oh – oh my god –" Cassidy's voice cracked.

Jerome hummed against her and the vibration made her whole body shake. His tongue circled her clit slowly – once, twice, three times – then flattened against it and pulsed. Cassidy's thighs clamped around his head. He didn't stop. He didn't speed up. He kept that same devastating rhythm, patient and relentless as a tide.

Five minutes in, Cassidy came for the first time.

It wasn't a slow build. It was a detonation – sudden and violent, ripping through her body like a shockwave. She arched off the bed so hard her shoulder blades lifted, her mouth open in a silent scream, every muscle locked tight. Jerome kept his mouth on her through the entire thing, his tongue gentle now, guiding her through the aftershocks like a hand steering through turbulence.

"Fuck – fuck – fuck –" Cassidy panted, her body going limp.

Jerome didn't stop.

He shifted his angle, tilting his head, and his tongue slid lower – teasing her entrance, dipping inside, then dragging back up to her clit. He added his fingers now – one thick digit sliding inside her easily, then two, curling upward to find that ridged patch of tissue on her front wall. Cassidy's eyes went wide.

"Right there – oh god, right there –"

Jerome pressed and pulsed his fingertips against her spot while his tongue worked her clit in tight circles. Cassidy grabbed a pillow and pressed it over her face. The sounds she was making had passed the threshold of moaning and entered territory she didn't recognize – guttural, animalistic, desperate. She screamed into the pillow. The fabric muffled it to a strangled wail.

Mark watched his wife writhe on another man's fingers and tongue. His hands were gripping his own knees so hard his knuckles had turned white. He was achingly hard in his slacks – straining against the fabric – but he didn't touch himself. That wasn't the agreement. He was here to watch. To witness. To understand.

I've never made her sound like that, Mark thought. Not once. Not ever.

The thought should have stung. Instead, it sent a dark, electric current through his bloodstream that he couldn't name and didn't want to examine too closely.

Jerome's second finger curled deeper. His tongue sped up – just slightly, just enough. Cassidy's second orgasm crashed into her before the first had fully faded, layering on top of it, doubling the intensity. She ripped the pillow off her face and screamed at the ceiling – a raw, broken sound, her back bowed, her pale body sheened with sweat, her toes curling hard enough to cramp.

"Oh god – oh god – I can't – I can't –"

"Yes you can," Jerome said against her. The words buzzed against her oversensitive flesh and she sobbed.

He kept going. Ten minutes. Fifteen. Twenty.

Cassidy lost count of the orgasms. They blurred together like watercolors in rain – distinct at first, then smearing into one continuous cascade of sensation that left her shaking and incoherent. Jerome alternated between his mouth and his hands with the precision of a musician – knowing when to push harder, when to ease back, when to let her breath before dragging her under again. His dark face was slick with her arousal. It coated his lips, his chin, ran down his jaw in thin glistening threads.

At twenty-five minutes, Cassidy was weeping.

Not from pain. Not from sadness. From the sheer overwhelming intensity of sustained pleasure at a level her body had never experienced. Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes and tracked down her temples into her hair. Her thighs trembled uncontrollably. Her hands had abandoned the sheets and found Jerome's head – her pale fingers laced through his short dark hair, not pushing, not pulling, just holding on.

"Please," she whimpered. "Please, I need – I need you inside me – please –"

Jerome gave her one final, long, devastating lick from bottom to top. Then he lifted his head. His lips were swollen and wet. His dark eyes were heavy-lidded, pupils blown wide.

"Not yet," he said, and lowered his mouth back to her.

She came again. Harder than before. Her whole body convulsed like a live wire had been pressed to her spine. She bit down on her own forearm to muffle the scream, leaving teeth marks in her pale skin.

When Jerome finally lifted himself from between her legs – thirty-two minutes after he started, though neither of them was counting – Cassidy lay on the bed like something that had been through a storm. Her chest heaved. Her skin was flushed from forehead to navel. Her hair was a mess. Her eyes were glassy and unfocused and her lips were swollen from biting them.

She looked at Mark.

He stared back at her. His face was flushed too, a deep crimson that ran from his cheeks down his neck. His eyes were bright. Something in his expression had changed – some fundamental understanding had shifted behind his blue eyes – and Cassidy saw it happen in real time. He understood now. This wasn't a game. This wasn't dirty talk whispered in the safe dark of their bedroom. This was something that was going to reshape them both, and there was no going back.

Jerome stood. He unbuckled his belt.

The sound of the leather sliding through the loops filled the quiet room like a whisper made of thunder.


Chapter 3 – On All Fours

Jerome pushed his jeans down his thighs and stepped out of them. His boxer briefs were dark grey, and the outline of what they contained was obscene. Cassidy propped herself up on her elbows, still trembling from the aftermath of his mouth, and stared.

He was hard. The shape of him pressed against the fabric was thick and heavy, angling to the left, the head clearly defined through the cotton. A dark wet spot had formed where the tip strained against the material. He was big. She could see that through the fabric. But she didn't know how big until he hooked his thumbs into the waistband and pulled them down.

His cock sprang free and Cassidy's mouth fell open.

Oh my god.

It was magnificent. There was no other word. Thick as her wrist, curving slightly upward, the shaft dark brown and veined with ridges that she could see pulsing with his heartbeat. The head was broad and smooth, a shade darker than the shaft, flared like a helmet. He had to be nine inches – maybe more – and the girth was almost frightening. It stood at full attention against his carved lower abdomen, heavy enough that it bobbed slightly with each heartbeat.

His balls hung full and heavy beneath the shaft – smooth, dark, substantial. Everything about him was proportional to his massive frame and then some.

Cassidy looked at Mark. Mark looked at Jerome's cock. His jaw was clenched. His Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed. She watched her husband process what he was seeing – watched him understand, in a visceral and undeniable way, the difference between himself and the man standing naked at the foot of their bed.

Mark was average. Fine. Perfectly adequate. Five and a half inches, modest girth, reliably hard. It had always been enough. But looking at Jerome now – at this thick, dark, enormous piece of manhood – the word "enough" seemed quaint. Like comparing a candle to a bonfire and calling the candle sufficient.

He's going to ruin me, Cassidy thought. And I want him to.

"Roll over," Jerome said.

Cassidy obeyed instantly. She turned onto her stomach, then rose to her hands and knees. Her pale back curved in a deep arch, her shoulder blades sharp beneath her skin, her round ass lifted high. She looked back over her shoulder at Jerome and the hunger on her face was naked and unashamed.

Jerome tore open a condom wrapper – he'd placed one on the nightstand earlier, prepared and considerate – and rolled the latex down his length. Even sheathed, the size was staggering. He positioned himself behind Cassidy, one massive dark hand gripping her hip, the other guiding his tip to her entrance.

The head pressed against her. Cassidy was drenched – absolutely soaked from thirty minutes of oral worship – but even so, the stretch was immediate and intense. She felt herself opening around him, her body yielding to accommodate something far bigger than anything she'd taken before. Her fingers clawed at the sheets. Her mouth dropped open.

"Breathe," Jerome said, and pushed the first three inches inside.

"Ahhhh – oh fuck – oh fuck –" Cassidy's voice came out strangled. Her arms trembled. Her inner walls clenched and fluttered around the intrusion, trying to adjust, trying to figure out how to contain this much man.

Mark leaned forward in the armchair. He was directly in front of the bed now – he'd moved again without thinking, drawn like iron to a magnet. From this angle, he was face to face with his wife. Six feet away. Close enough to see every twitch and tremor on her face. Close enough to hear the wet sound of Jerome's cock working into her, inch by slow inch.

Jerome pulled back slightly, then pushed deeper. Another two inches. Cassidy's eyes went wide and her jaw dropped. The stretch burned and bloomed and blurred into pleasure so intense her vision tunneled.

"More," she breathed. "Give me more."

Jerome gripped both hips now. His dark fingers dimpled into her pale flesh – ten points of contrast, dark on white, like piano keys reversed. He pushed forward again, slow and relentless, and slid the rest of the way inside.

Cassidy felt him bottom out. Felt the broad head of him press against the deepest part of her, nudging her cervix, filling every inch of available space and then some. She was impaled. Completely and utterly impaled on the biggest cock she'd ever seen, let alone felt. Her body had stretched to accommodate him but the fullness was overwhelming – she could feel him everywhere, could feel her walls gripping and pulsing around his shaft, could feel her own heartbeat throbbing against the rigid intrusion.

"God," Jerome growled. "You're tight."

He pulled back slowly – and Cassidy felt every ridge, every vein drag against her inner walls on the outstroke. Then he pushed back in. Deeper this time. Harder.

"FUCK –" Cassidy nearly collapsed forward, catching herself on her elbows. Her face was inches from the edge of the mattress. Inches from Mark.

Jerome found his rhythm. Long, deep strokes – pulling almost all the way out before sinking back in to the hilt. Each thrust produced a wet, obscene sound and sent a ripple through Cassidy's pale body. Her breasts swung beneath her with every impact. Her ass rippled where Jerome's hips met her flesh. The bed rocked. The headboard tapped the wall – soft at first, then louder as Jerome increased his pace.

Mark watched his wife's face from six feet away and what he saw there undid something inside him.

Her eyes were half-closed. Her mouth hung open. A strand of saliva connected her lower lip to the sheet. Her expression was one of absolute, mindless, transcendent pleasure – the kind of pleasure that obliterates thought, that strips away pretense, that reduces a person to their most primitive core. She looked wrecked. She looked beautiful. She looked like a woman being fucked exactly the way she needed to be fucked.

Her eyes opened and found Mark's.

They stared at each other. Husband and wife. Eight years of marriage compressed into a gaze that said everything words couldn't. Cassidy's face twisted with each deep stroke – her brow furrowed, her lips pulled back, her nostrils flared – and she held Mark's eyes through all of it. She didn't look away. She wanted him to see. She wanted him to watch her face while another man's cock rearranged her insides.

She mouthed two words: Oh my god.

Mark's breath left his body.

Jerome's hands slid up Cassidy's back, gathering her hair into a loose ponytail, and pulled – gently but firmly, arching her spine deeper, changing the angle of penetration. Cassidy cried out. The new angle let him hit something inside her that sent sparks shooting behind her eyes. Her whole body stiffened.

"Right there – don't stop – don't you dare stop –"

Jerome didn't stop. He fucked her with the kind of steady, powerful rhythm that spoke of experience and stamina and complete control. His dark hips slapped against her pale ass with a meaty clap on every thrust. Sweat had begun to bead on his chest and shoulders, making his dark skin gleam like oiled bronze. His abdominals flexed and released with each stroke. He was a machine – tireless, precise, devastating.

Cassidy came on his cock with a scream that the neighbors definitely heard.

Her whole body locked up. Her back arched so hard she thought her spine might snap. Her inner walls clamped down on Jerome's shaft like a fist and he groaned – a deep, guttural sound that vibrated in his chest. She could feel herself pulsing around him, could feel the flood of wetness that leaked around his shaft and dripped onto the sheets below.

Jerome didn't slow down. He fucked her through the orgasm, keeping his rhythm, and before the first had fully subsided, a second one began building behind it like a wave stacking on a wave. Cassidy's elbows buckled. Her face hit the mattress. She turned her head to the side so she could breathe, her cheek pressed into the damp sheet, and moaned – long, low, broken.

"More," she begged. Her voice was hoarse. "More, more, more."

Mark sat frozen. His hands gripped his thighs. His chest rose and fell with shallow, rapid breaths. He watched Jerome's massive dark body driving into his wife's small pale frame and understood – truly understood, in his bones, in his blood – that he could never give her this. Not with toys, not with technique, not with love. This was physical. Biological. Jerome's body was simply built to do things to Cassidy's body that Mark's could not. And Cassidy – his beautiful, trembling, screaming wife – had needed this. Had needed it for years, maybe longer, maybe always.

I'll never compete with that, Mark thought. And I don't want to. I want to watch.

The realization settled into him like a key turning in a lock. Something opened. Something made sense that had never made sense before. He wasn't losing his wife. He was giving her something she deserved. And the act of giving – of watching her receive it – was the most intensely arousing experience of his entire life.

Jerome pulled Cassidy's hips back, seating himself fully inside her, and ground in slow circles. Cassidy wailed into the mattress. He was so deep she could feel him in her stomach, feel the pressure radiating outward through her entire pelvis. Her third orgasm hit like a freight train and she screamed his name – "JEROME – JEROME – OH GOD JEROME –" – her pale fingers ripping at the sheets, her body convulsing around the massive dark cock buried inside her.

Jerome held still and let her ride it out, his jaw clenched, veins standing out on his forearms. When she finally went limp beneath him, panting and shaking, he slowly withdrew. His cock slid out of her with a wet, lewd sound, and Cassidy whimpered at the sudden emptiness.

"Turn over," Jerome said. "I want to see your face."


Chapter 4 – Worship

But Cassidy didn't turn over. Not yet. She collapsed forward onto her stomach, caught her breath for three ragged seconds, then rolled onto her side and looked at Jerome's cock – still rock hard, still impossibly thick, glistening with her arousal even through the condom. She reached up and peeled the condom off him – slowly, carefully – and tossed it aside.

"I need to taste you," she said.

I need to taste him, she thought. I've been thinking about this for weeks. About what he'd feel like in my mouth. About whether I could even fit him.

She slid off the bed and onto her knees on the plush carpet. Jerome stood in front of her, his dark cock at her eye level, throbbing and slick. Up close it was even more impressive – the veins that traced along the shaft like rivers on a dark map, the weight of it as it bobbed in front of her face, the heat radiating off it. She wrapped both hands around the shaft and her fingers didn't meet. Not even close.

"Jesus," she whispered.

She leaned forward and ran her tongue along the underside from base to tip. Jerome's cock jumped in her hands. She tasted herself on him – musky, sharp – and beneath that, the taste of his skin. Salt and musk and something darker, earthier. She opened her mouth wide and took the head between her lips.

The stretch of her jaw was immediate. His cockhead alone filled her mouth, her lips straining around the girth, her tongue flattened beneath the smooth, heavy flesh. She sucked gently, hollowing her cheeks, and Jerome's hand came to rest on the back of her head – not pushing, just resting, his dark fingers threading through her blonde hair.

"That's it," he murmured. "Take your time."

Cassidy worked more of him into her mouth. Inch by inch. She breathed through her nose, relaxed her throat, and pushed forward until the head bumped the back of her throat. She'd taken maybe half of him. Half. Her jaw ached already. Saliva pooled around her stretched lips and leaked down the shaft in thick, glistening ropes.

She pulled back, gasping, a long string of spit connecting her lips to his tip. She stroked what she couldn't fit – both hands working in tandem, twisting slightly, spreading the slick mixture of saliva and arousal along his entire length.

Mark had moved to the floor. He knelt beside the bed, three feet from his wife, watching her worship Jerome's cock with her mouth and hands. From this angle he could see everything – the way her pink lips stretched around that dark shaft, the way her throat bulged slightly when she pushed too deep, the way her blue eyes watered with effort and desire. Her mascara had smudged. Her lipstick was ruined. She was the most beautiful thing he'd ever seen.

Cassidy pulled off Jerome's cock with a wet pop. She turned to look at Mark. Her lips were swollen and shining. A thick strand of spit hung from her chin.

"He's so much bigger than you," she said.

The words hit Mark like a slap wrapped in velvet. His whole body went rigid. His cock – neglected and straining in his slacks – pulsed hard enough that he gasped.

Cassidy held his gaze. Her expression was tender but honest – no cruelty in it, just truth. Raw, undeniable truth spoken aloud in a hotel room that smelled like sex and bourbon and sandalwood.

"So much bigger," she repeated, softer now. Her hand stroked Jerome's shaft as she spoke – lazy, possessive strokes, her small pale fingers tracing the dark veins. "So much thicker. I can barely fit him in my mouth, baby."

And I love it, she thought. I love the way he fills my hands. I love the way my jaw aches. I love every single inch of this beautiful dark cock.

She turned back to Jerome and took him in her mouth again. Deeper this time. She pushed past her gag reflex, her throat constricting and releasing around the head, and Jerome groaned – deep and rumbling, his dark chest expanding with a heavy breath. His fingers tightened in her hair. Cassidy's eyes watered and she didn't care. She worked him with a devotion that bordered on religious – her tongue swirling, her lips sealed, her hands stroking what her mouth couldn't reach.

She pulled off to breathe, took three panting breaths, and went back down. She was sloppy now – all spit and suction and urgency, her head bobbing fast, her blonde hair swinging. Jerome's cock was coated in a thick glaze of saliva that dripped from his balls onto the carpet. The sounds were obscene – wet, rhythmic, relentless.

"Fuck," Jerome said through clenched teeth. "That mouth."

Cassidy felt a surge of pride that lit her up from the inside. She'd made this beautiful, powerful man curse. She'd put that tension in his jaw, that strain in his voice. She pulled him from her mouth and kissed down the side of his shaft – slow, wet kisses along the length, her lips dragging over each vein, her tongue tracing the thick ridge that ran from base to tip. She reached his balls and took one into her mouth, sucking gently, her hand still working his shaft.

Jerome's thighs trembled. Just slightly. Just enough for her to notice and feel a rush of feminine power that made her dizzy.

She released him and looked up. Her face was a mess – mascara tracks, swollen lips, spit on her chin and cheeks. She smiled up at Jerome with an expression of pure, slutty, unapologetic bliss.

"I want you to fuck me again," she said. "I want you to fuck me until I can't walk."

Jerome looked down at her – this small, pale, beautiful woman kneeling at his feet – and smiled. He reached down, gripped her under the arms, and lifted her onto the bed like she was made of air.


Chapter 5 – Marathon

Jerome laid Cassidy on her back and spread her legs wide. He rolled on a fresh condom – the second of the night – and positioned himself at her entrance. Cassidy looked up at him towering over her and felt a wave of anticipation so intense she whimpered before he even touched her.

He entered her slowly. Face to face this time – eye to eye – and Cassidy watched his jaw clench as her body gripped him, watched his dark brow furrow with concentration and pleasure. She felt herself stretching open again, that impossible fullness that made her brain short-circuit, and when he bottomed out she wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled his face to hers.

They kissed. Deep, hungry, consuming. His massive dark body pressed down on her small pale frame, covering her completely. She could feel his weight – not crushing but encompassing, surrounding her, pinning her to the mattress with warm, dark, muscled flesh. Her nipples dragged against his hard chest. Her legs spread wider to accommodate his hips. He was inside her to the hilt and she could feel every heartbeat through his shaft.

He began to move.

Missionary – slow and grinding at first, his hips rolling in long, deep waves that made Cassidy's eyes roll back. He propped himself on one arm, his bicep flexed and straining beside her head, and used his other hand to grip her thigh – pulling her leg up, opening her further, sinking impossibly deeper.

"Look at me," Jerome said.

Cassidy forced her eyes open. She looked up into his dark face, sheened with sweat, jaw set, eyes burning with intensity. His gaze held her like hands. She couldn't look away.

"You feel incredible," he said, and each word was punctuated by a deep, slow thrust that made her whole body shift on the sheets.

"So do you," she breathed. "God – you feel so good inside me – you're so deep – I can feel you everywhere –"

Mark watched from the armchair. He hadn't moved back to it – he'd simply risen from the floor beside the bed and dropped into it, his legs unsteady. He could see the point of connection – Jerome's thick dark cock disappearing into his wife's pink, stretched, glistening flesh – and the visual was seared into his brain permanently. He would see this when he closed his eyes for the rest of his life. He knew that already.

Jerome picked up the pace. His hips snapped forward now – sharp, powerful thrusts that drove Cassidy into the mattress and made the entire bed frame creak. The headboard banged the wall in steady rhythm. Cassidy's breasts bounced with each impact, jiggling on her chest, her pink nipples tracing circles in the air. Her hands clawed at Jerome's broad back, her nails leaving red tracks on his dark skin.

"Yes – yes – yes – fuck me – fuck me harder –"

Jerome hooked both her legs over his shoulders. The position folded Cassidy nearly in half, her knees beside her ears, her pussy completely exposed and open. He drove down into her from above and the depth of penetration made Cassidy's vision white out. She screamed – not a moan, not a cry, a full-throated scream that cracked in the middle and dissolved into gasping sobs.

He held that position for a dozen brutal strokes, then pulled out, flipped her onto her side, and entered her from behind. Spooning position – her pale back pressed against his dark chest, his arm wrapped around her waist, his hips driving upward into her. She could feel his breath on her neck, hot and heavy. His free hand found her clit and rubbed in tight circles while he fucked her, and Cassidy came so hard she blacked out for half a second – literally lost consciousness, a momentary blink of darkness before the world slammed back into focus.

"I felt that one," Jerome murmured in her ear. "Give me another."

He pulled out again. Sat on the edge of the bed. Pulled Cassidy into his lap. She straddled him – her pale thighs on either side of his dark hips – and sank down onto his cock with a long, shuddering moan that came from somewhere deep in her chest. The new angle was incredible. She could control the depth and speed, could grind down and feel him hitting every spot that mattered. She braced her hands on his shoulders and rode him.

Mark watched his wife bounce on Jerome's lap. Her back was to him and the view was devastating – her narrow waist, the flare of her hips, the cleft of her ass where Jerome's dark shaft appeared and disappeared in a rhythmic, hypnotic cadence. Her shoulder blades worked beneath her skin. Her blonde hair swayed with the motion. The sound of skin on skin filled the room like applause.

Cassidy leaned back, arching her spine, and Jerome caught her – one arm behind her back, supporting her weight effortlessly. She let her head fall backward, her hair cascading, and in this position she could see Mark behind her – upside down, his face red, his eyes bright. She smiled at him. It was a dreamy, sex-drunk smile, lazy and satisfied and wild.

I love you, she thought, looking at her husband upside down while another man's cock filled her completely. I love you and I love this and I never want it to stop.

Jerome lifted her hips and brought her back down – hard. Cassidy yelped. He did it again. And again. He was using her like she weighed nothing, lifting and dropping her onto his shaft with his arms alone, and each impact drove the air from her lungs in a sharp burst. Her breasts bounced violently. Her thighs quaked. She was coming again – a continuous, rolling orgasm that crested and dipped but never fully subsided.

"Where do you want it?" Jerome asked, his voice strained for the first time. His jaw was clenched. The tendons in his neck stood out like cables. He was close.

"Inside me," Cassidy gasped immediately. "Please – inside me – I want to feel you –"

I want every drop, she thought. I want to feel him come inside me. I want to be full of him.

Jerome lifted her off, pulled the condom away, and she sank back down onto him bare. The difference was immediate and electric – the heat, the texture, the raw friction of skin on skin. Cassidy moaned like something had broken loose inside her. Jerome gripped her hips and thrust upward – hard, urgent, primal – his dark hips slamming against her pale ass.

"Wrap your legs around me," he commanded.

Cassidy locked her ankles behind his back. Her arms circled his thick neck. She pressed her body flush against his – pale chest against dark chest, her hard nipples dragging on his skin, her face buried in the curve of his neck. She could smell him – sweat and sandalwood and sex – and the scent alone nearly pushed her over the edge again.

Jerome's rhythm broke. His thrusts became erratic – short, sharp, desperate. His arms tightened around Cassidy's waist, pulling her down onto him as deep as she could go, and she felt him swell inside her – felt his cock grow impossibly harder, felt the veins pulse against her inner walls.

"I'm coming," he growled. "Fuck – Cassidy –"

He buried himself to the hilt and came.

Cassidy felt it. Felt the first hot pulse deep inside her – a thick, powerful jet that splashed against her cervix and flooded her. Then another. And another. Jerome came in heavy, rhythmic surges, his massive body shuddering beneath her, his arms locked around her like iron bands, his forehead pressed against her collarbone. She could feel the heat of it spreading inside her, filling her, overflowing.

"Oh god," Cassidy whispered, clinging to him. "Oh god, I can feel it – there's so much – oh my god –"

Jerome pumped his hips through the last spasms, working every drop from his body into hers. The wet sound of his release squelching around his shaft was obscene and beautiful and Cassidy never wanted it to end.

When the final pulse faded, Jerome went still. They held each other – his dark arms around her pale waist, her blonde head on his broad shoulder – and breathed together. Their hearts pounded against each other's chests, gradually slowing, gradually syncing.

Cassidy lifted her head and kissed Jerome. It was slow and tender – nothing like the frantic, hungry kisses of the last hour. It was gratitude. It was something close to reverence.

Jerome lifted Cassidy carefully and laid her on the bed. When his softening cock slid out of her, she felt the rush – a thick, warm flood of his release that spilled from her swollen, reddened entrance and pooled on the white sheets. She lay on her back, legs still parted, and looked down at herself. Her thighs were slick and glistening. A thick rivulet of white traced slowly down her inner thigh, stark against her flushed skin. She was swollen and puffy and utterly, thoroughly used.

I'm full of him, she thought, and the realization made her shiver with a satisfaction so deep it bordered on spiritual.

Mark stood from the armchair. His legs were unsteady. He crossed the room to the bed and stood at the edge, looking down at his wife – flushed, disheveled, leaking another man's release onto hotel sheets. Cassidy looked up at him. Her blue eyes were soft and wet and open.

"Thank you," Mark said.

He wasn't sure who he was saying it to. Both of them. Either of them. The words just came out – quiet and honest and stripped of everything except raw sincerity.

"Thank you," he said again, looking at Jerome. "For taking care of her."

Jerome sat on the edge of the bed, spent and gleaming, and nodded. "She deserved it."

Mark looked at Cassidy. She reached for his hand and he took it. Her fingers were trembling. Her grip was weak. She pulled his hand to her lips and kissed his knuckles.

"I love you," she said. "I love you so much."

"I love you too," Mark said.

He sat beside her on the bed. She curled into him, her body still radiating heat, Jerome's release still leaking from her and dampening the sheets against Mark's leg. He held her. She was trembling with aftershocks, small involuntary shivers that rippled through her body at random intervals. She smelled like sex and sweat and sandalwood – like Jerome, like herself, like something new and shared and irreversible.

Jerome stood and stretched, his dark body magnificent and unselfconscious. He gathered his clothes slowly, unhurried. There was no awkwardness. No rush to leave. The three of them existed in a strange, intimate pocket of honesty that most people never access.

"Same time next week?" Jerome asked, pulling on his jeans.

Cassidy looked at Mark. Mark looked at Cassidy.

She was already nodding before he could answer.

"Same time next week," Mark said.

Jerome smiled, pulled on his henley, and walked to the door. He paused with his hand on the handle and looked back at Cassidy – sprawled on the bed, glowing and wrecked and thoroughly satisfied, her husband's arm around her shoulders.

"You're something special," Jerome said to her.

The door closed behind him.

Cassidy pressed her face into Mark's chest and exhaled – a long, shuddering breath that carried the weight of three years of fantasy finally made real.

"That was –" she started.

"Yeah," Mark said. "It was."

They lay together in the quiet room, the city glittering beyond the window, the sheets damp and tangled, the air heavy with the scent of everything that had happened and everything that was going to happen next. Cassidy's hand drifted to her stomach – lower, to where she was still swollen and sensitive and full – and she pressed gently, feeling the warmth that lingered inside her.

Next week, she thought, and smiled against her husband's chest.

Next week, and the week after that, and the week after that.
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