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To all my readers, who make it possible to keep writing and growing this passion.


Eighty-nine days.

Eighty-nine days since I last felt the warmth of my wife’s skin against mine. Eighty-nine days since I last had sex. The words tumbled out of my mouth, heavy with melancholy and cheap whiskey, in the dim light of Tully's Bar.

"That's a hell of a long time, Nicholas. Even for a pathetic guy like you," Jack joked, taking a sip of his drink.

We were sitting in our favorite spot downtown, trying to wash away the exhaustion of a long workday. I could have worried about a dozen things—chasing a promotion, my stagnating salary, or how my friends were slowly drifting away as life moved on. But tonight, a heavier weight pressed on my chest.

My wife. My marriage.

Nine years. Maybe the routine had finally exhausted us both. We had stopped asking, stopped caring, and worst of all, stopped touching. I told myself it was just a phase. I’m a communicative guy; I’m open to talking. But the celibacy had become just another part of the gray furniture of our lives.

I loved Roxanne. Too much. We met fifteen years ago, college sweethearts. It was movie-perfect. We married, we tried for kids—but, pathetic as I am, I couldn't give them to her—and now, here we were. Running on empty.

"I don't know what to do," I admitted, toying with my still-full glass.

"You know what it is? You need to shake things up," Jack replied, trying to play the therapist.

"Change what?"

"The sex, brother. A woman is always happy if she’s getting properly fucked."

"I think the sex is good. I enjoy it," I countered defensively.

"You enjoy it. But does she? Have you tried new positions? New kinks?"

"Mmm." I sighed. He was right. Our sex had always been vanilla. Missionary. In and out. Five minutes and done. Maybe she was just bored of my mediocre performance.

I arrived home sober; the alcohol had lost its appeal. It was nine o'clock. Lately, that was when Roxanne started her "evening shift."

When I opened the door, there she was.

How could I describe my wife? At forty-two, time hadn't aged Roxanne; it had sculpted her. She was a woman made of dangerous curves and soft, heavy flesh. She possessed an intoxicating fullness, a heaviness in her thighs and breasts that invited a man to drown in her. Her skin was creamy, almost translucent, contrasting sharply with her crimson lips, always wet. She smelled of expensive vanilla and the natural chemistry of a woman in her sexual prime.

Her dark mahogany hair fell perfectly over pale, firm shoulders. Her eyes, framed by fine lines that only made her look more dangerous, watched you with the absolute certainty of a woman who knows her worth.

"You're late," she said seriously, turning her back to me as she adjusted her purse on the dining table.

"I was with Jack. I didn't think you'd mind," I replied, resigned. "Hey, we need to talk."

"Not now. I have a business dinner," she shot back firmly, applying a coat of blood-red lipstick in the mirror, her mouth slightly parted in concentration.

She wore a black silk slip dress that clung to her mature curves like a second skin, exposing the creamy expanse of her back. The fabric shimmered over her wide hips every time she moved—a silent reminder of the heat radiating off her. She looked expensive. She looked like a prize. And she wasn't looking at me at all.

In that moment, between her dismissive answers and her suffocating beauty, I knew the truth. I just felt it. And she didn't try very hard to hide it. She was cheating on me.

With whom? I didn't know. I didn't want to ask. Where? Which restaurant? Which hotel? I was so pathetic that I simply resigned myself to the fact that she was leaving, looking divine, to be fucked and used by another man.

Another man. More masculine. More well-endowed. He was going to fuck my wife, and I did nothing to stop it. The mere thought of Roxanne—the woman I vowed to cherish—being stretched open by a cock much thicker and bigger than mine... it sparked a heat in my stomach. And somewhere between the nausea and the jealousy, my small, useless penis twitched with an erection.

Am I getting turned on by this? God, I’m pathetic.

Roxanne didn't even say goodbye. She walked past me, leaving a trail of her perfume in the air—the one I bought her after working dozens of overtime hours.

"I'll be back in a few hours," she said.

And the door closed.

I ran to the bathroom, stomach churning. Images of Roxanne with him tormented me. I imagined her riding another cock. The stranger asking her, "Your husband doesn't fuck you like this, does he?" Her begging for his load on her face.

When I came back to reality, I was standing in front of the mirror, masturbating furiously. A cuckold. A failure. Jerking off while imagining his wife being claimed by a real man.

I deserved this. I was useless.

For the next few hours, I couldn’t do anything. I didn’t eat; my stomach was churning, ready to expel anything I tried to force down. I didn’t sleep; I just lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, dead inside.

I watched the red digits of the alarm clock mock me. 12:00 AM. 1:00 AM. It was torture. It was humiliating. I felt like I had lost everything I had built over a lifetime—the relationship I worked for, the woman I loved. How could I ever come back from this?

A terrifying idea, yet one with a faint aura of salvation, suddenly appeared in my head: I had to accept it.

I had to accept that I was a cuckold. Accept that my wife was fucking another guy, and simply let her. Let her do whatever she wants. Let her get fucked and used. Let her mock me with her friends and let the other guy laugh behind my back. Anything not to lose her. I would even apologize for driving her to this point, for forcing her to seek a real man elsewhere. If I let her do these things, maybe she would feel comfortable enough with me again that we wouldn't have to end the marriage.

She fucks another guy, but she stays married to me. Why couldn't that work?

I started to cry. I hadn't cried in years. It was pathetic, humiliating, and terrifying. But I would endure anything to keep my wife.

When I looked at the clock again, it was 3:00 AM. What could that woman possibly be doing out there for so long?

Suddenly, as if summoned by my despair, the front door opened. The scent of sweet perfume filled my nostrils. It was her. She was finally home. I ran immediately to greet her, and there she was: Her beautiful hair, messy and tangled. The makeup that drives me crazy, smeared across her face. She was walking a little wide, favoring her hips, and above all, she carried a distinct, undeniable smell.

The smell of sex.

Roxanne looked at me with a smile that was perhaps a little malicious.

"Have you been crying?" she asked. That question made me realize just how low I had sunk. How stupid I looked.

"Were you with him?" I answered with another question. With THAT question. Even though I already knew the answer, my pride deserved it to be direct.

"Yes. And it was incredible."

Short. Hard. Her answer blew a hole in my chest.

I fell to my knees. Pathetically, I broke down sobbing. Like a dam bursting. And when I looked up, there she was. So imposing, so dominant. She didn't flinch. She didn't show a single gesture of empathy. I disgusted her.

"I don't want to lose you, Roxanne," I begged.

"Nicholas, there isn't much you can do... much we can do..." she lamented, though I knew she pitied me more than she loved me.

"Roxanne." I shuffled forward on my knees and hugged her legs ridiculously. "Let me watch next time."

I thought that by showing false interest in her sexual relationship with a stranger, I might keep her. I could integrate myself into her "happiness." But there is nothing more painful for a man in love than to imagine the love of his life being penetrated by a foreign cock.

Roxanne started laughing. I don't know if it was out of pity or if she found my proposal ridiculous.

"Nicholas, I don't want someone to watch. I want someone to participate. I don't want to do it alone," she replied, inviting me.

And then I understood. She not only felt guilty doing what she did—or so I thought—but she had always been interested in doing it with me! I thought: It's completely normal. I mean, every man's fantasy is to do it with two women. Why couldn't a woman have the same fantasy but with two men?

"I'll do it," I said firmly. "If that's what you want, I can do it."

"Nicholas, can you get up? You’re being ridiculous."

I didn't realize I was still on the floor, clinging to a woman who seemed to be slipping away. I got up, wiped my tears. Roxanne made coffee, and we sat at the living room table in the dead of night. To talk about her desires, her fetish, and her interest.

"I want you to tell me about him. Who is he? What does he do? Why him?" I asked curiously. I needed to know my enemy.

"His name is Jax," Roxanne said, her gaze lost in memory, biting her lower lip. "And my God, Nicholas... he is a beast. He's nearly six-foot-seven. Pure muscle, skin dark as obsidian and hard as steel. When he stands up, he blocks out the sun. Next to him, you would look like a paper figure. His hands... his hands are so big they can wrap around my entire waist. He makes me feel small, fragile... he makes me feel protected in a way you never could."

Her words made my skin crawl. And while she recited how big and grand this 'Jax' was, I couldn't stop looking at my pale hands and my ridiculous crotch. It was true. Why would such a beautiful woman be with me? My penis was useless.

"And this Jax," I asked with more curiosity, "Would he be okay with a threesome?"

Roxanne took a sip of her coffee, black and bitter, never taking her eyes off mine.

"Nick..." she sighed. "Jax and you aren't going to share me as a trophy. You and I are going to share him."

"What do you mean?"

"What I mean is... I would love to have a threesome with another woman and Jax..."

"But I'm not a woman," I replied.

"I can turn you into one, Nicky..." she said with a wink.

A woman? Nicky? What is happening?! My wife, my beloved wife, not only makes me a cuckold and fucks a black guy she met God knows where, but now she wants that guy to fuck me too! But I am a heterosexual man, small and ridiculous. How could a guy like me be fucked by a guy like that? It’s inadmissible. I couldn't handle it. I would stop being straight. And what if someone found out? My wife wants to see me get fucked by another man? It's madness!

"B-but I'm not gay, Roxanne!" I responded, almost losing my mind.

"Why would it be gay if a woman fucks a man?" she retorted.

And, certainly, she had a point. Or at least, a twisted logic.

"No, impossible." I clung to my ideals and my sexuality.

"Fine. Have it your way." She put down her coffee and stood up.

Suddenly, thousands of images flashed before my eyes. Our days of friendship before dating, our courtship, our attempts to conceive children. Our wedding. Moments I treasured all my life, moments I didn't want to lose for anything in the world. My heart began to beat so fast it felt like it would escape my chest. And it was then that a small erection from my pathetic penis awakened. And it led me to make the decision.

"Okay! I'll do it," I said, standing up quickly from the chair. "I don't want to lose you."

Roxanne celebrated with a malicious smile.

"Tomorrow we start making you pretty, Nicky. I'm going to bed."

And she went to the bedroom.

I stood alone in the living room with the decision I had just made. I went from being a cuckold, to a possible voyeur, to finally... a whore? That idea, that simple idea of having a black cock inside me made my penis grow harder and harder.

How ridiculous...

The next morning, Roxanne woke up with incredible energy—a totally dominant energy. The kind of energy that could conquer worlds.

She sprang out of bed, ripped open the curtains, and clapped her hands twice, expecting me to rise with her.

"Up you go, little woman!" she called out, inviting me to wake up.

"...Little woman?" I repeated, my voice thick with sleep.

It was Saturday, so we didn't have work. It was the perfect day for whatever Roxanne had in mind. After breakfast, Roxanne asked me if I was ready.

"Ready for what?"

"Jax is coming tonight. And he wants us to be ready."

"What?!" I couldn't believe it. She should have asked me first! This is my house, and not only can I not do what I want now, but the person who fucks my wife is coming over—and worse, he's going to fuck me!

"Relax, silly. Today is going to be a girls' day. We're going to make you pretty. I want you to just let go."

Let go? It was so hard to accept these things so quickly. But she was different. She had a different energy, a different face. She seemed happy, content with what was happening. I couldn't say no to that beautiful face, but I couldn't lie and say I wasn't terrified. What could happen today would be a before and after in our relationship—and possibly in my life. I had never been with a man, never even considered it. I'm heterosexual. I love women. Pussy drives me crazy. A penis, on the other hand... disgusting.

"In the bathroom. Fifteen minutes," Roxanne ordered.

I didn't know what to expect. A shower? Or showering together... like we did years ago? It used to be so hot, feeling the water run down our wet bodies while pressed together in that small space. But I doubted that was what she wanted.

I took a deep breath and prepared to go upstairs. The bathroom was unrecognizable. Steam had fogged the mirrors, and the air was heavy, thick with the sweet, cloying scent of her favorite bath salts: lavender and honey. It was like stepping inside a poisonous flower.

Roxanne was leaning over the clawfoot tub, water running, testing the temperature with her hand. She had laid out her tools on the porcelain rim like a surgeon before an operation: a bottle of pink depilatory cream, a fresh razor, and a rough loofah.

"The water is hot, Nicholas," she said without looking at me, her voice muffled by the steam. "Just what we need to open those dirty pores."

Roxanne turned off the tap with a sharp twist. She turned to me, crossing her arms over her silk robe.

"Strip. And do it fast, I don't want the water to cool down."

I obeyed, feeling clumsy and exposed under the bright vanity lights. I felt small. Roxanne poured a pink liquid into the water, creating a mountain of dense, shimmering foam.

"Let's get rid of all that ridiculous hair," she murmured, picking up the razor and letting it glint under the light. "A hairy body is for men, Nick. And you’re not going to be one of those anymore. Today, I want you smooth. I want you smooth as a doll."

The moment I stepped into the water, an intense heat took over my body. It was too hot! But I couldn't get out; Roxanne wouldn't allow it. She insisted I endure the heat. And there I lay, the heat softening my skin and my will. This wasn't a shower or a waxing session. It was purgatory. Roxanne wanted to make sure Nicholas didn't leave this room.

Roxanne applied a thick layer of hot foam over my chest, covering the dark hair I had always considered my most masculine trait. With a delicacy she never used in bed, she slid the blade across my skin. Scrape, scrape. The sound was soft, hypnotic. She wasn't disgusted; she was focused. Her long fingers stretched my skin, pulling it taut so the blade passed without cutting, wiping away strips of masculinity with every stroke. She rinsed the razor in the water, watching the black hairs float away, then returned to me.

"Look at the pretty skin you were hiding under that dirty rug," she whispered, running her fingertip over the freshly shaved area, which was now pale, smooth, and terribly sensitive. "Much better. Now you look like someone worth touching."

She asked me to lift my leg and rest it on the edge of the tub. I did, trembling. Roxanne lathered my calf with circular motions, almost like a caress. When she started shaving me, she did it with extreme care, as if I were a porcelain doll that might break. She blew softly on the irritated skin and used the wet sponge to wipe away the hair and foam.

"Shhh, stay still, Nicky," she murmured sweetly when I flinched. "You have to be perfect. Us girls have to suffer a little to be beautiful, right? Let your girlfriend fix you up."

Girlfriend? I'm your husband! That's what I thought, but those words would never leave my mouth. The softness with which Roxanne tamed my skin, leaving layers of sweetness and femininity behind, was hypnotic. And certainly arousing. I was enjoying this—my wife, the woman I love most, grooming me. It was finally just her and me. And she was so happy with Nicky that I couldn't take that away from her.

When she reached my crotch, the air changed. Roxanne knelt beside the tub to be at eye level... and crotch level. With feather-light fingers, she pushed my flaccid penis aside to get better access. The cold blade touched the base of my testicles. I held my breath.

She looked me in the eyes and smiled—a slow, predatory smile—as she slid the blade upward.

"Say goodbye, Nicholas," she said softly, as a clump of pubic hair fell into the water. "Such a small penis doesn't need so much forest to hide in. Let's leave it bald and exposed... like a fresh little whore."

I stepped out of the water trembling. Without the protection of my body hair, the bathroom air felt icy, almost violent against my skin. I felt naked in a new way, vulnerable, like a newborn. Roxanne didn't give me a big towel to cover up; she patted me dry with a hand towel, pausing to admire her work.

"Look at you," she murmured, dragging her long nails down my smooth, pink chest. "So soft. Now your skin is screaming to be touched."

On the bed, Roxanne had laid out the "uniform": a black lace lingerie set that matched hers.

"Put the panties on first," she ordered.

A "man" like me... being ordered to put on panties. So humiliating and so pathetic... So... arousing.

I obeyed. The fabric was cold and silky. As I pulled them up, I expected to feel the discomfort of a lack of space, but to my shame, they fit perfectly.

"See what I told you?" she teased softly, adjusting the elastic on my hips. "There wasn't much to hide down there. Those panties fit you better than they fit me. You look completely flat, Nicky. Like a good little girl."

Then came the fishnet stockings. The nylon rubbing against my freshly shaved legs sent an electric shock straight to my crotch. I felt ridiculous, but my body reacted with a treacherous arousal.

I saw myself in the mirror, and something clicked in my brain. I could barely recognize myself, and I had to give Roxanne some credit. My panties could barely contain that small erection now. And Roxanne knew it.

She sat me in front of the vanity mirror. The painting began. It wasn't subtle makeup. Roxanne wanted to erase Nicholas. She applied a thick foundation that covered my five o'clock shadow and the bags under my eyes. She lined my eyes with charcoal black, making my sad gaze look mysterious and dirty. Finally, the lipstick.

"Open your mouth," she whispered.

I felt the waxy, wet stick paint my lips. Blood red. The same shade she used to suck cocks.

"Smack your lips. That's it."

She stepped back to let me see the result. The man in the mirror had vanished. In his place stood a grotesque but strangely exciting version of my wife. A lustful parody.

"You are no longer Nicholas," she sentenced. "Nicholas wouldn't dress like this to receive a black man in his house. You are Nicky. And Nicky is a slut."

"Nicky..." I repeated in a low voice.

"What?"

"Nicky... That's my name," I said, turning to look at my wife.

She smiled at me. And there I saw it—a smile so beautiful and so sweet. It was what I wanted, what I had been searching for after all this time. For my wife to be genuinely happy. And I was achieving it, but at what cost? With what face could I go to work now? Greet my friends? Interact with people? I could no longer even introduce myself as Nicholas. I am Nicky, Roxanne's slutty friend.

Roxanne, surprisingly, dabbed her perfume on my neck. That scent that hypnotized me and everyone around her.

"I want you to smell like me when you're with him."

The hours dragged on. It was almost 8:00 PM. We were sitting on the living room sofa, waiting—with agonizing anxiety—for Jax to knock on the door. Roxanne sat with a coquettish posture that invited any man of renown to devour her.

She looked like a dark goddess reclining on leather. She wore a one-piece black lace teddy that hugged her mature curves with dangerous tension. The neckline was deep, offering up her heavy, pale breasts like a sacrifice. She wore black silk stockings—not fishnets, hers were smooth and elegant—held up by gold garters that shimmered in the dim light. Over it all, a sheer silk robe floated around her like smoke. On her feet were four-inch stilettos, so sharp they looked like weapons. She looked expensive. She looked unattainable.

Next to her, I was the dirty, desperate version. My outfit, though matching hers, looked more like a cheap hooker's costume on my shaved body. The corset squeezed my ribs until I was breathless, forcing a waist I didn't have and pushing the little flesh on my chest upward to simulate a pathetic cleavage. The panties were tiny, a Brazilian cut designed to leave nothing to the imagination, exposing my pale, smooth buttocks against the rough texture of the large-diamond fishnets. Roxanne had put me in red patent leather heels—in contrast to her black ones—forcing me to arch my back and stick my ass out in a posture of permanent submission. I felt like a caricature. A flesh-and-blood blowup doll ready to be used.

Together on the couch, we looked like a twisted fantasy: The Wife and the Mistress. The Lady and the Whore. Roxanne with her natural elegance, crossing her legs with authority, and me beside her, legs spread, hands on my knees, displaying my flat crotch and red lips, trembling like a virgin before a sacrifice.

Suddenly, and almost without warning. The door.

Three sharp knocks—knock, knock, knock—that knocked the wind out of me. My pulse raced, and my heart felt like it was escaping through my mouth. Roxanne noticed my anxiety and calmed me with her hand over mine. She asked if I was ready, and I nodded.

"Go get the door, then," she ordered.

Receive him... Me? What do I say? How do I introduce myself?

I walked toward the door. The walk was short, just two or three steps, but it felt eternal. Every time I looked forward, the door seemed to move further away, my mind sowing doubts and fears about the experience I was about to live. I took courage. I was about to come face-to-face with the man who fucked my wife. The man who was about to finish ruining my relationship. A real man. If I were a man like him and this situation presented itself, I would open the door and punch him in the face. Yet here I was, dressed like a whore and ready to receive him like one. My life is a failure, and this day keeps going from bad to worse; it is so humiliating and so arousing that I can't get my brain to work.

I opened the door slowly, and there he was.

The hallway light vanished. Jax was immense. He filled the entire door frame, blocking out the world outside. I had to tilt my head back, straining my neck, just to see his face. He was nearly six-foot-seven of pure power. He wore a tight white t-shirt that struggled to contain his pecs and dark jeans. His skin was deep black, gleaming under the porch light—a violent contrast against my sickly pallor. I felt tiny. I felt like a little girl about to be crushed.

Jax didn't say hello. He didn't even look me in the eye at first. His dark eyes went straight to my legs, scanning the fishnets, traveling up my shaved thighs, pausing at the flat bulge in my panties, and finally rising to my red-painted mouth. A slow smile, showing very white teeth, spread across his face. It wasn't a kind smile. It was the smile of a wolf that just found a sheep lost far from the herd.

"Damn... You must be the husband, right?" he asked, letting out a dry laugh and stepping inside without asking, forcing me to stumble backward.

"I-I..." I stammered.

"This is Nikky," Roxanne intervened, saving me.

Jax stopped dead and stood in front of me. His scent filled my nostrils—tobacco, alcohol, and musk dilated my pupils. It was a masculine scent I could never possess. He looked me up and down and rested his rough hand on my smooth chin, tilting my gaze upward.

"What a pretty princess we have here..." he said, his voice so deep it rattled my ears.

Princess? I'm the husband of the woman you fuck, asshole! That's what I thought, but I didn't say it. I would never have the courage. However... Princess... That word made my knees buckle. Having a real man in front of you teaches you your place, and I had never felt in the right place—until now.

"Nikky, aren't you going to offer our man a drink?" Roxanne insisted, wanting to keep me servile.

I cleared my throat—ahem, ahem—and a high-pitched, feminine squeak came out instead of my neutral, boring voice.

"Can I offer you some water?"

Jax laughed and caressed my cheek softly, making my knees weaker than they already were. I saw Roxanne out of the corner of my eye; she was flushed and wore an annoyed expression, as if she were jealous. The idea of Roxanne being jealous of me drove me crazy and made me enjoy the moment. I had a hungry man and a jealous wife.

He ignored me completely and sat on the sofa, taking up almost the whole thing for himself.

"Nikky, sweetheart. Come suck my cock."

What?! Suck his cock? But I'm still a man! It can't be, I'm not gay, how can a man like me suck another man off?

Then I remembered what Roxanne told me: "It's not gay if a woman does it." I calmed down. And when I looked at Roxanne, I remembered why I was here. For her. I couldn't disappoint her.

I knelt between Jax's dirty boots. The smell of leather and male musk was overwhelming, hitting me in the face like a slap. When he unzipped and released the beast, I wanted to vomit. It was monstrous, dark, veiny, and pulsating with a heat I could feel on my cheeks. Jax didn't wait. He grabbed the back of my neck with his huge hand and shoved my face toward his crotch.

"Open up, slut," he growled.

I opened my mouth out of pure survival instinct. The head of his cock hit my tongue. It tasted like skin, like sweat, like man. I gagged violently. My eyes filled with tears. I felt dirty, humiliated. I was a heterosexual man, for God's sake, what was I doing with this piece of meat in my mouth? I did it mechanically, sucking with fear, praying for it to end quickly.

But then, something changed.

Jax pushed a little deeper, grazing my throat, and let out a low groan that vibrated in my mouth. That sound... that confirmation of power... triggered something dark in my brain. A drop of pre-cum slid down the tip. I expected it to be gross, but it was... sweet. Salty and electric. My tongue, treacherous thing, darted out to catch it. I stopped fighting the size and started accommodating it. My lips sealed around the thick shaft. My hands, previously rigid, moved up timidly to caress his steel thighs. I realized that my mouth—that mouth Roxanne said was useless for talking—was perfect for this. I liked feeling full. I liked being used. I started sucking hard, making wet, lewd noises I didn't even know I could make. I was enjoying it. I was hungry.

Jax groaned in pleasure and threw his head back. "Fuck... this little bitch knows what she's doing," he muttered.

That was the trigger. I felt a hand dig into my shoulder and shove me roughly aside.

"Hey!" Roxanne exclaimed, her voice thick with envy and lust. "Don't eat it all, slut. That cock is mine."

Roxanne dropped to the floor beside me. She didn't push me away completely; she joined me.

"Make room," she ordered.

And so, husband and wife, now converted into milk sisters, shared the load. I sucked the shaft and balls, while Roxanne took care of the head, looking me in the eyes with a twisted complicity. We were two whores kneeling on our own rug, competing to see who could drain more milk from the man who was now the master of the house.

It was incredible. It felt incredible. And a trace of complicity arrived from Roxanne's gaze. We started making eye contact while we sucked him off. I felt our bond strengthening; it was a perfect moment. I wanted it to last forever.

Jax got tired of playing with our mouths. With a grunt, he grabbed Roxanne by the waist and arranged her on the sofa, opening her up for himself. I stayed down on the rug, but I couldn't look away. When he entered her, burying himself to the hilt with a slow, brutal thrust, Roxanne let out a scream I had never heard before. It was the sound of total possession.

Seeing them join was devastating and, at the same time, hypnotic. The contrast was visually violent: Jax's dark, powerful skin disappearing inside the soft pallor of my wife. The rhythm began—clack, clack, clack—flesh against flesh, a sound that filled the room and my head.

I felt desperate, excluded from that magic. I needed to be part of it. I crawled on my knees until I was right under their union. Like a hungry dog, I brought my face close to where they connected. Tongue out, I tried to capture the motion, licking the base of his member every time it slid out shiny and wet, trying to chase it as it buried itself back inside her.

"Look at her..." Roxanne gasped, looking down at me with glassy eyes. "She wants a taste, Jax. She wants to taste what a real man feels like."

Jax let out a husky laugh without breaking his rhythm. "Hungry, little bitch?" he growled.

I tried to answer, but my tongue was busy worshipping the motion, licking the fluids escaping their encounter, savoring his musk mixed with her intimate scent. It was humiliating. It was the taste of my own defeat, and nothing had ever tasted so good.

Suddenly, Jax's body tensed like a steel bow. "I'm gonna cum," he warned, his voice strangled.

"Pull it out!" Roxanne ordered, gripping his hips. "Give it to her! Mark her!"

Jax obeyed instantly. He withdrew from her, leaving Roxanne empty and panting, and aimed his weapon directly at me. I didn't have time to think, nor did I want to. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth, throwing my head back in a silent plea.

The discharge was hot, heavy, and violent. I felt it hit my lips, my chin, splashing my eyelashes and ruining the makeup Roxanne had spent an hour perfecting. I didn't move. I received every drop as if it were a benediction, letting the essence of the man who had just possessed my wife cover me completely.

When it was over, silence returned to the living room, broken only by our ragged breathing. Jax slumped back onto the sofa, satisfied. I remained there, kneeling, sticky and marked, feeling the liquid slowly trickle down my neck.

Roxanne leaned toward me. She swiped her index finger across my cheek, collecting some of the white evidence, and brought it to her own lips to taste it. She smiled at me—a smile of absolute complicity.

"Good job, Nikky," she whispered. "Now you are truly one of us."
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