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Chapter 1

The clink of plates and running water filled the kitchen as I stood at the sink, sleeves rolled up, rinsing the last of the dinner dishes. Megan was drying behind me, humming something tuneless, the way she always did when she was half-distracted. It was one of those quiet, forgettable weekday evenings—no arguments, no tension, just the rhythm of married life. The kind of night that slips by unnoticed.

She reached past me for a glass, then said it casually, like she was commenting on the weather.

“Oh—funny thing happened today,” she said. “I ran into someone who knows you from college. Her name’s Rachel, I think?”

Recently my wife Megan ran into an old college friend of mine, actually a girl, and the two of them hit it off.

At first, it didn’t seem like a big deal—just one of those strange coincidences life throws at you. Megan had been out shopping when she bumped into her. They got to talking, realized the connection, and exchanged numbers. Later that night, Megan told me about it with a casual smile, like it was the most harmless thing in the world. But as soon as I heard the name, my stomach tightened.

It was like hearing a voice from a different life. A version of me I’d tried to leave behind.

There was a time when I would’ve laughed it off, chalked it up to the world being small. But as Megan rattled off the details of their conversation—how funny she was, how they’d made plans to meet up—I felt something coil inside me. Dread. Not the sharp, sudden kind, but the slow, creeping kind that settles in your chest and doesn’t let go.

Because this wasn’t just anyone. She knew things about me Megan didn’t. Things I’d never shared. Back in college, before I met Megan, before I knew who I really was, that girl had seen a side of me I wasn’t proud of—wild, reckless, too curious for my own good. And after Megan and I started dating, our paths had crossed more than once in ways that were... complicated.

While that in itself might not seem bad, I've tried to distance myself from college and some of the friends who knew my girlfriend and I at the time.

Beth and I started dating in the last semester at the University of Georgia and after graduation we both stayed in Atlanta.

We met in one of those oversized elective classes that no one really paid attention to—she sat two rows ahead of me in tight workout leggings and a sweatshirt that did little to hide the way her chest pushed forward, as if daring anyone not to stare. I noticed her long before she ever noticed me. Beth was the kind of girl who turned heads without trying—toned, confident, with the easy strength of someone who lived in the gym. She wasn’t just fit; she was sculpted. Her arms were lean, her ass looked incredible in anything she wore, and her breasts—full, natural, and almost too big for her petite frame—seemed to defy logic and gravity alike.

She had this casually flirty energy, but when we started talking, she surprised me. Beth wasn’t wild or bold or playing some kind of sex-kitten role. If anything, we were both kind of reserved back then. Cautious. Neither of us came into the relationship with a long list of partners or wild experiences. We clicked because it felt easy, natural. Comfortable.

But physically? That was something else.

Beth had these soft, perfect pink nipples that stood out even when she wasn’t turned on—and once you got your mouth on them, it was over. I don’t know how else to put it: her body was wired for sex. Sucking on her nipples would leave her absolutely drenched. It was like flipping a switch. One second she’d be curled against me, not even thinking about sex, and the next she’d be grinding her hips into my thigh, begging me to fuck her. Just a few slow kisses along her neck, a hand on her tits, and she was soaked. I loved that about her—it meant she never turned me down. She didn’t need convincing. She just needed the right kind of touch, and her body did the rest. Beth was so easy to get going.

She was from Savannah originally—Southern, sweet, with that faint coastal accent that curled around her words—and I’d grown up in Atlanta, so staying in the city after graduation made sense for both of us. Even back then, Beth had this girl-next-door warmth that made people open up to her instantly. But underneath that soft, honey-blonde exterior was a raw, physical hunger that only surfaced when we were alone. She stood about 5'6", all smooth curves and tight muscle, with piercing blue eyes that could go from playful to pleading in a second. And those tits—her 36Cs—sat so perfectly on her frame it was almost unfair. She knew how much I loved them, and sometimes I think she loved how easy it made things between us.

From the moment we met, I was instantly attracted to her.

We dated for the last semester of college and she and I took up separate apartments.

At first, we told ourselves it made sense—Beth had just started a demanding job, and I was trying to get a foothold in my field. Two places gave us space, let us ease into adulthood without rushing anything. But we were rarely apart. Most nights, I stayed at her place anyway. We cooked together, watched trashy TV in bed, fought over whose laundry was piling up on the chair. The separate leases felt more like a formality than anything real.

Then about a year into our relationship I moved in with her in an apartment complex not far from where she worked.

It felt natural, like the next step we were supposed to take. There wasn’t some big conversation about it. I started keeping a toothbrush in her bathroom, then a drawer of clothes, and eventually we just stopped pretending we lived separately. The apartment was nothing fancy—thin walls, dated carpet, an air conditioner that rattled like hell in the summer—but it was ours. We carved out a quiet little life together, one week at a time. Weekends were spent running errands, hosting friends for cheap wine and takeout, figuring out how to live as a couple when no one was watching.

We had been living in this apartment complex for about eight months and even hinted we might get married. Certainly both of our parents were pushing us to as they hated us living together.

It was about two months into our cohabiting routine when Paul showed up.

He was the new guy at my office—transferred from a regional branch across the country, still finding his footing. Quiet at first, polite. The kind of guy who said "sir" to the boss even when the rest of us had long since stopped. I’d noticed him in a few meetings—tall, Black, with a quiet kind of authority that made people pay attention when he spoke. He always wore a sharp, well-tailored suit that hugged his broad shoulders perfectly, making the rest of us look like we were still figuring out how to dress ourselves. He stood about 6'2", maybe 220 pounds, lean and muscular in a way that suggested regular early mornings at the gym. He wasn’t pretty, not in that polished Instagram-model way—his appeal was more rugged, worn in, masculine as hell. You could tell he didn’t need to say much to get noticed.

We hadn’t really talked beyond small nods in the hallway.

Then one morning, I walked into the gym before work like I always did, and there he was—already on the bench, headphones in, wiping down a set of dumbbells. We made eye contact. He nodded once, respectful but confident. I gave him the universal gym-bro chin lift. That was it, at first. But after a few more mornings of showing up at the same time, warming up on the same equipment, we started talking.

Just light stuff at first—routine, schedules, grip preferences. Then we spotted each other for a few sets. The conversations deepened without trying. He was easy to talk to—smart, laid-back, a little older than me at thirty-five, with that easy self-assurance that made everything he said sound measured. We both liked routine, both worked hard, and we both appreciated those early-morning sessions that made you feel like you were already winning before the day had started. Before long, we were gym buddies—there at the same time every morning, pushing each other just a bit harder each week.

One Friday after a good lift, I suggested we grab beers sometime. He mentioned he didn’t know many people in the area yet, so I invited him over that night.

Beth answered the door when he arrived, and I still remember the smile she gave him—friendly, curious. Paul was charming, as usual, all polite warmth and easy confidence. They chatted in the kitchen while I grabbed the drinks, and by the end of the night, the three of us were laughing over stories like old friends. After he left, Beth leaned over and kissed me on the cheek, then said, “He’s got great manners. You don’t usually bring work friends home.”

She wasn’t wrong. I didn’t. But Paul and I just clicked.

It was a Friday night, and Paul and I were posted up at a bar just a few blocks from the office—nothing fancy, just cold beer, dim lights, and the kind of loud crowd that made it easy to talk without being overheard. We were two beers in, unwinding after a long week, leaning against the high table near the back when she walked in.

Tall, blonde, stunning. Tight black dress hugging every curve, long legs, and a look in her eye like she was used to being watched. She scanned the bar, and then locked eyes with Paul. A slow smile spread across her lips as she walked toward us. Every guy in the room noticed her. She stopped right next to him, touched his arm lightly, and said, “Hi, you. I can’t wait for Friday.”

Then she winked and turned back toward her friends, hips swaying just a little more than necessary as she disappeared into the crowd of women clustered near the bar. Paul smiled faintly and took a sip of his drink like nothing had happened.

I waited a beat. “Friend of yours?”

He shrugged, not looking at me. “Something like that.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You didn’t say you were seeing anyone.”

He hesitated, watching the condensation slide down his beer glass. “Yeah... I’ve seen her a few times.”

I leaned in. “And by ‘seen,’ you mean—?”

Paul exhaled through his nose, almost amused. “You really want to know?”

“Of course I do. That woman looked like she walked out of a damn music video.”

He chuckled. “Her name’s Thea. We meet at hotels. Her husband likes to watch.”

I blinked. “Wait. What?”

Paul nodded slowly, like he’d been expecting the reaction. “Yeah. It’s a thing. Some couples are into it. Cuckolding, hotwifing... whatever you want to call it. I’ve been with a few women like that. Married. Their husbands just sit in the corner. Or film. Or sometimes they join in. Depends on the couple.”

I stared at him for a second, trying to read his expression. But he was calm, casual, like he was explaining his workout routine.

“And Thea’s husband just... watches?”

“Loves it,” Paul said. “Gets off on it. Sometimes he doesn’t even touch her after. Just watches her get wrecked, then takes her home.”

My beer was halfway to my lips when my phone buzzed. I ignored it. “That’s... something.”

Paul’s own phone buzzed, and he smirked. “Speaking of.”

He turned the screen toward me.

The text was from Thea. It read:

"Seeing you just now has my cunt dripping down my thighs. I need to taste that cock again. Tonight if you’ll let me."

I let out a low whistle. “Jesus.”

“She’s bold,” he said, slipping the phone back in his pocket. “They all are. Once they open that door, it’s like they don’t want to shut it again.”

I shook my head, half in disbelief, half fascinated. “So this is, what, normal for you?”

“More than you’d think.” He reached for his phone again, tapped, then handed it over to me. “Here. Scroll through the thread.”

I did. Photos. Blondes, brunettes, all kinds. All white. All filthy. Bent over hotel beds, kneeling in bathrooms, biting their lips as they spread themselves open in mirrors. The messages were even filthier. Graphic. Desperate. Women who couldn’t wait for their next fix, begging for it like they were addicted.

“Jesus Christ,” I muttered, handing it back.

Paul just sipped his drink. “It’s a whole world, man. Most people just don’t know it’s there.”

I nodded slowly, letting it sink in. “So... threesomes?”

Paul raised an eyebrow. “You asking?”

I laughed, but there was something in my chest—a flicker of heat, curiosity, something I didn’t want to name yet.

“Just wondering how it all works,” I said. “Beth and I talked about it once, but she shot it down fast. Said it wasn’t her thing.”

Paul’s gaze didn’t waver. “Maybe it’s not. Or maybe she just hasn’t had the right reason yet.”

I stammers slightly as I treied to explain, or maybe even convince him, that Beth wasn’t like that.

"Hey man, I get it," Paul said, his voice low and steady, like he wasn’t trying to provoke—just plant a seed. “But it’s not always about threesomes. What about just watching? I mean... have you ever thought about watching her have sex with someone other than yourself?”

The words hung in the air like smoke—slow, dense, impossible to wave away.

I blinked at him, caught somewhere between disbelief and something else I didn’t want to name. It wasn’t just the question. It was how casually he’d said it. Like it wasn’t outrageous. Like it wasn’t the most invasive thing anyone had ever asked me.

I looked down at my beer, then back at him. “Seriously?”

He didn’t flinch. “Yeah. I’m serious.”

I let out a breath and sat back, heart ticking faster than I wanted to admit. I tried to laugh it off, but it came out thin. “Man, that’s not exactly something you just bring up over drinks.”

Paul gave a small shrug. “Neither is half the shit we’ve talked about tonight. But I figured if anyone might get it, it’d be you.”

I didn’t know what to say. I’d never even let myself imagine it. Not really. Maybe a passing thought here or there—some lazy late-night fantasy, one of those dark corners of the mind you don’t admit to exploring. But I’d never put a face to it. Never pictured Beth with someone else. Not seriously. And yet now, the image flickered behind my eyes, uninvited but impossible to ignore.

Her legs spread, her face twisted in pleasure. Another man between her thighs. Not me.

And that’s when it hit me. Beneath the shock, beneath the awkwardness and confusion, there was something else I hadn’t expected to feel.

Pride.

Not the good kind. Not noble or clean. But something animal. Primal. Paul had just shown me the kind of women who begged for his cock—Thea, the others in his messages—stunning, wild, utterly uninhibited. And now he was looking at me, asking about my wife. About Beth. As if he could imagine her in that same role. As if she belonged in that world.

I was kind of floored he would even ask and was thinking of some response.

“Look, Luke, I’m not trying to offend you,” Paul said, his tone calm, steady. “I just thought... maybe you might be like some of the other guys I know. The husbands and boyfriends of the women you’ve seen in those messages. Most of them? They never thought they’d be into that shit either. Watching their girl with another man? Especially a Black dude?” He shook his head, almost smiling. “It messed with their heads at first. But then they saw it—really saw it—and something just clicked. It turned them on in a way they couldn’t explain. The power of it. The contrast. The way she moaned, the way her body reacted. The women too... a lot of them had no idea how much they’d love it until it happened.”

Paul pulled up another video and tilted the screen toward me without saying anything.

The clip started mid-motion. A woman—no, not just a woman, a knockout—was bent over the edge of a hotel bed, her arms trembling, nails digging into the sheets as she took a relentless pounding from behind. Her body was glistening with sweat, skin flushed pink, her long dark hair stuck to the sides of her face and back. She looked like she was just barely hanging on, hips rocking in rhythm with each deep thrust, moaning uncontrollably. You could hear the slap of skin, the low, ragged breathing from the man behind the camera.

Then she looked up. Right at him. Right into the lens.

Her eyes were wild, glazed over with lust, mouth parted as she cried out again. And then she came—full-body, raw, shaking. But even through it, she didn’t look away. She wanted him to see it. Wanted him to know exactly what she was feeling.

“That’s Mel,” Paul said. “And the guy holding the camera? That’s her husband, Mitch.”

I glanced over at him. He just took a sip of his beer, like this was any other conversation.

“Met them down at the gym back in San Diego,” he went on. “We hit it off fast. Mel’s a little reserved at first, but once she opened up...” He smirked. “Let’s just say she figured out real quick what she liked. Her and Mitch are deep into this now—sometimes it’s just me, sometimes there are two or three of us. Mitch loves it. The filming, the watching, the whole thing. And Mel...” He paused, watching the screen for a second longer. “Mel loves being the center of it all.”

I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t. I just kept staring at her face on the screen—wrecked, radiant, completely owned—and felt something twist deep in my chest.

“A lot of white guys are into that shit,” Paul said, his voice calm, almost casual as he took another sip of his beer. “I think you are too.”

I sat up straighter. “No. No, I’m not, man. And anyway... Beth would never go for that.”

My voice came out sharper than I intended. Defensive. A little too fast.

Paul didn’t argue. He just nodded, like he’d expected that response. “Alright,” he said. “I’ll drop it.”

Then he glanced at me again, that same unreadable expression on his face. “But let me ask you something... do you and Beth ever watch porn together?”

“Do you and Beth ever watch porn together?” Paul asked, eyes steady on mine.

I hesitated. “Sometimes,” I said. “Not a lot. She’s not really into it the way I am.”

He gave a knowing half-smile. “But you have watched together.”

“Yeah. A couple times.”

He leaned in a little. “What kind of stuff?”

I shrugged, suddenly aware of how warm the room felt. “Nothing crazy. One time it was this light bondage thing. The girl was tied to a headboard, getting spanked a little. Not hard or violent or anything—Beth actually liked that one. Said it surprised her.”

Paul nodded slowly. “Nice. What else?”

I took a sip of beer, avoiding his eyes for a second. “There was this other one... she was drunk, we’d both had a few. It was late. We ended up watching this threesome—married couple and their babysitter or something. The sitter was covered in tattoos, real aggressive. She took control of the wife, made her cum hard. Like, kept going even after the husband finished. Beth got really into that.”

Paul raised an eyebrow. “So she likes it when the woman loses control a little. Gets pushed past her limit.”

“I guess,” I said. “But she’d never admit that out loud.”

He chuckled. “She doesn’t have to. Her body already told you.”

I didn’t respond. My mind was still replaying that night—Beth biting her lip, cheeks flushed, eyes locked on the screen. The way she climbed on top of me before it even ended.

Then Paul shifted gears. “Ever watch interracial stuff?”

I blinked. “You mean...?”

“Yeah,” he said casually. “Black guy, white girl. Big category on Pornhub. Usually in the top five.”

I laughed awkwardly. “I’ve seen a few thumbnails.”

“You ever clicked one?”

I paused, then nodded once. “Maybe. On my own. Never with Beth.”

“You should,” he said, leaning back again. “You don’t even have to make it a thing. Just next time you’re scrolling, put it on. See what she does. Half the time, women are more curious than they admit. Especially when it’s taboo. Especially when it’s not their idea.”

I stared down at my glass.

“I’m not saying jump into anything,” Paul added. “Just... test the water. You already know she liked seeing one woman dominate another. What do you think would happen if she saw a girl get absolutely wrecked by a guy who looks like me?”

Paul glanced at his phone, then stood and stretched. “Alright, one more. This one’s probably too much. Might even fuck with your head a little.”

I gave a half-laugh, but I could feel the buzz of anticipation in my chest.

He tapped through a few files, then turned the screen toward me again. “Mel,” he said simply, as the video began to play.

It opened on her slouched back into a leather sofa, legs spread lazily, her chest rising and falling with each slow breath. She was a wreck—in the most obscene, carnal way imaginable. Her big tits were streaked with cum, thick globs clinging to the curves of her breasts and shining on her flushed skin. Her face was a mess too—mouth open slightly, cheeks glazed, mascara smudged around her dazed eyes. She looked completely used. Completely satisfied.

Someone offscreen handed her a glass of red wine, and with her free hand she lit a cigarette. She leaned back into the couch, her body still trembling faintly, and took a long drag, exhaling slowly through parted lips. Then, almost in a moan, she murmured, “God... I needed that. After what you boys just did to me...”

She didn’t even open her eyes.

The camera drifted downward. Her pussy—shaved smooth, pink, swollen—was still dripping cum, thick streams sliding down onto the couch cushions. Her thighs were slick with it. She didn’t even try to close her legs.

Then the camera panned slightly—and I saw Mitch.

At first, I thought it was one of the other guys—tall, broad, strong. But no. It was Mitch. Her husband. Naked. Standing between her legs as he lowered himself into position, about to bury his face in the mess left behind.

And that’s when I saw it.

His cock—big. Thick. Rock hard. Pointing straight up like he hadn’t just watched another man, maybe several, destroy his wife. This wasn’t the image I’d expected. I’d been picturing some soft, awkward beta in the background. But Mitch? Mitch looked like he could bench press me. Covered in muscle, cock proud and leaking, eyes locked on his wife’s pussy like it was the only thing in the world.

I felt something tighten in my chest.

“That one always gets a reaction,” Paul said, his voice low, casual. “Most guys expect the husband to be a weak little shell. But not Mitch. He wants to worship her after. No shame in it. Some men just... get off on giving up control.”

I didn’t say anything. I just stared at the screen.

And I wasn’t sure anymore what shocked me more—the sight of Mitch between Mel’s legs, or the thought that some part of me understood why he was there.

I tried to shake the image.

Tried to let it go. To laugh it off as some wild thing Paul had shown me, a line I’d never cross. Just porn. Just shock value. But it didn’t work.

The image of Mel stayed with me.

That look on her face—wrecked, radiant, utterly spent. Her tits glazed in cum, her body trembling, her pussy still dripping as she slumped back into the couch with a wine glass in one hand and a cigarette in the other like it was just another Tuesday. And Mitch... strong, hard, so far from the pathetic cuckold I’d imagined. It didn’t make sense. But that was what fucked with me the most.

He wasn’t weak.

He chose it. Worshipped her afterward like she was something holy. And watching him do that... it lodged somewhere deep in my brain and refused to leave.


Chapter 2

The next day I found myself searching for videos like it. Not just the usual stuff. I started looking up hotwife scenarios. Cuckold fantasies. Real amateur ones—grainy phone footage of pale wives with big tits and loose hair, moaning while a bigger, darker man pounded into them as their husband filmed, waited, sometimes begged.

I told myself I was just curious. Just exploring.

But it wasn’t casual anymore. It was every night. Sometimes twice. And always, in the background of my thoughts, was Beth.

Not Mel. Not Thea. Beth.

I imagined her stretched out like Mel, her legs wide, her cunt leaking cum from someone else. Her soft moans turning breathless, her body trembling the way it did when she was right on the edge. I imagined it was Paul. Or someone like him. Bigger. Stronger. Relentless.

And I imagined what it would be like to kneel down after. To taste her. To see her used. And still want her more than ever.

It should’ve disgusted me.

But it didn’t.

One night, I couldn’t stop myself.

Beth had had a couple glasses of wine, and we ended up fooling around in bed. I went down on her, as I often did—slow, steady, drawing out every reaction I could. Her thighs quivered around my head, her fingers dug into the sheets.

And as her moans started to rise, the image came back. So vivid I could almost see it behind my closed eyes.

Beth, dripping wet, her body a mess, moaning something filthy into the air while I licked the cum from between her legs. My breath caught in my chest. My cock was throbbing against the mattress. I couldn’t not think about it.

When she finally came, hard, gasping my name, I stayed there a moment longer—panting, shaken, a little dizzy from how badly I wanted it. All of it.

And when I crawled up beside her, heart pounding, I knew I couldn’t keep it in anymore.

“Beth,” I said quietly, still catching my breath. “Can I tell you something... weird?”

She turned to me, blinking sleepily, but smiled. “Weirder than usual?”

I hesitated, the words sticking in my throat. But they came anyway.

“I’ve been having these thoughts. Fantasies. About you. About... watching you with someone else.”

She didn’t move. Just looked at me, her smile fading into something unreadable.

“I don’t mean just a threesome,” I added quickly. “I mean... just you. With another man. And me watching.”

The silence stretched.

I braced myself. For laughter. For disgust. For anything.

But she didn’t say a word.

Not yet.

Beth didn’t say anything at first. She just lay there beside me, her breathing still slowing from her orgasm. I could feel her body against mine, warm and relaxed, but her mind was clearly elsewhere—processing.

Then, softly, she asked, “What exactly have you been thinking about?”

I hesitated, unsure how far to go.

“You said you’ve been having these fantasies,” she continued, her voice calm, almost curious. “So... what kind of stuff?”

I swallowed. “Stuff I’ve been watching online. Pornhub mostly. Real couples. Hotwives. Cuckolding.”

She turned her head toward me slightly, eyebrow raised. “You’ve actually been watching that?”

“Yeah,” I admitted. “More than I want to admit.”

She was quiet again, and I thought maybe that was it. But then she said, “Show me.”

I blinked. “You want to see it?”

She nodded, eyes steady. “Yeah. I mean... if this is what’s been on your mind, I want to understand.”

I reached for my phone, heart thudding as I opened one of the videos I’d gone back to again and again. Then I cast it to the TV.

The screen lit up.

The video opened with a blonde—gorgeous, tan, with long legs and perfectly styled hair—on her knees in front of a towering Black man. Her eyes were wide, mouth stretched around the thickest cock I’d ever seen. It was massive—long, dark, impossibly thick—and her hand barely fit around the base as she stroked what she couldn’t take in her mouth.

Beth sat up slightly, propping herself against the pillows, her eyes locked on the screen. When the camera zoomed in for a better angle, she let out a low breath.

“Jesus,” she whispered.

I glanced over.

Her eyes were wide, fixed on the man’s cock. “It’s... huge.”

She didn’t sound disgusted. More shocked. Intrigued. Like she couldn’t quite believe what she was seeing.

On screen, the blonde was being lifted onto the couch. The man bent her over the armrest, spread her open, and lined himself up. Her husband sat nearby, silent, watching. The blonde looked back at him—just once—and then moaned as the man pushed into her, inch by inch.

Beth’s breathing changed. Slower. Shallower.

I could feel the tension radiating off her. Her hand shifted slightly under the sheet, closer to her thigh. Her lips parted, but she didn’t say anything else.

I stayed quiet too.

We just lay there.

Watching.

Together.

Beth didn’t say anything as the video continued. She just watched.

The blonde on the screen was moaning now, her voice ragged and needy as the Black man drove into her from behind. Her body rocked forward with every thrust, her bare tits swaying, mouth open in shock or pleasure—it was hard to tell which. Her husband sat nearby, breathing heavily, just watching as his wife was slowly undone.

I felt Beth shift beside me.

She didn’t look at me. Her eyes stayed locked on the screen as she reached under the covers and wrapped her hand around my cock. I was already hard, aching. Her fingers curled around me and gave a slow, deliberate stroke. Then another. And another.

Without a word, she tossed the sheet back and slid out from under it. I watched her climb out of bed and stand at the edge, her t-shirt hanging loosely over her hips, no panties underneath. She bent forward at the waist, planting her hands on the mattress, presenting herself—mirroring the blonde onscreen.

She glanced over her shoulder at me, her hair falling in front of one eye.

“Well?” she said softly. “You going to fuck me or just watch like him?”

I didn’t hesitate.

I rolled off the bed, my briefs gone in a second, and moved behind her. She was already wet—soaked—her inner thighs glistening as I knelt down and ran my tongue along the seam of her pussy. She gasped and pushed back against my face.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered. “Watching her like that... I don’t know what’s wrong with me. It’s so dirty.”

I stood up, lined myself up behind her, and slid inside in one long, deep stroke. She moaned loudly, her head dropping forward, arms trembling.

On the screen, the blonde was being pounded into the couch, her cries of pleasure echoing through the room. Beth matched her rhythm, pushing her ass back into me as I thrust forward, the sound of our bodies slapping together building into its own tempo.

“Look at her,” Beth gasped. “She’s... God... she’s getting wrecked.”

My hands gripped her hips, pulling her back into me harder.

“You like that?” I asked through gritted teeth. “Watching her take him?”

Beth nodded, breathless. “She’s so pretty... and he’s so big. I didn’t think... but it’s turning me on so much.”

I could feel her pussy tightening around me, clenching in waves.

She reached up and grabbed the edge of the mattress, pulling herself forward only to push back against me harder. Her tits swung under her shirt, her legs shaking with the effort. I could hear her breathing start to hitch—those soft little whimpers she made right before she came.

And then she did.

Her whole body locked, her cunt squeezing me like a vice as she let out a cry, raw and unfiltered. “Oh my God!”

It wasn’t just an orgasm. It was a release. And it shook her.

She collapsed forward onto the bed, panting, her thighs still twitching. I climbed on after her, my cock still throbbing, slick from how soaked she was.

She turned toward me, eyes glazed. “Jesus,” she whispered. “That video... I’ve never felt that turned on watching something like that.”

I kissed her, then rolled onto my back, my chest heaving.

Beth slid her hand down between us, wrapping it around my cock again, still wet and stiff. She leaned in, kissing and licking my chest, then sucking one of my nipples into her mouth—slow, teasing, knowing exactly how sensitive they were.

Her hand stroked me steadily, pussy juices coating my shaft as she whispered, “I want you to cum for me. Just like that husband. Watching his wife get ruined.”

That image hit hard—too hard.

I groaned and came in her hand, long spurts coating my stomach and her fingers as she stroked me through it, her lips still wrapped around my nipple.

When I opened my eyes again, she was watching the screen.

And smiling.

Beth kissed me—deep, lingering—then gave a quiet little sigh as she sat up and swung her legs over the edge of the bed. “Be right back,” she murmured, her voice still husky from everything we’d just done.

I lay there, catching my breath, the air cooling on my skin as I watched her disappear into the bathroom. A moment later, she came back with a handful of tissues and a warm, damp washcloth.

“Messy boy,” she said softly, almost teasing as she knelt beside me and gently cleaned my stomach, scooping up the streaks of cum with practiced ease. Then she ran the cloth over me, slow and tender, wiping away the last of it.

“Thanks,” I said, brushing her hair back as she leaned over me. She kissed my chest once before standing and walking the cloth back to the bathroom.

While she was gone, I reached for the phone and closed down the video, switching the TV over to the news—something neutral to bring the room back to earth. A moment later, Beth reappeared, nipples still firm, her skin flushed faintly pink from the afterglow. She pulled her t-shirt back on and slipped under the covers beside me, settling into the warmth of the bed like nothing needed to be said.

But everything had changed.

And we both knew it.

The room was quiet now.

Beth had curled in close to me beneath the sheets, her breathing slow and steady, the occasional little twitch in her leg as sleep took hold. I stayed still, letting her rest against my shoulder, her hair splayed across my chest, her skin still warm from everything we’d just done.

But I couldn’t sleep.

Not yet.

My eyes were fixed on the ceiling, but my mind was somewhere else entirely—looping back to that video, to Mel. The way she looked after it all. Wrecked. Dripping. Sprawled on that leather couch with cum drying on her tits and face, glass of wine in one hand, cigarette in the other, whispering that she’d needed it.

And then Mitch. Getting between her legs like it was his reward. His privilege.

I swallowed, shifting slightly under Beth’s weight.

I tried not to imagine it. But the image came anyway.

Beth.

Bent over a hotel bed, hair a mess, lipstick smudged, mascara running slightly as her body trembled from a long, brutal fucking. Her tits streaked with cum, a dark handprint still on her ass. Her pussy raw and swollen and dripping with another man’s load.

My wife.

My beautiful, loyal, soft-spoken Beth... transformed. Fucked out. Eyes half-lidded, nipples hard, moaning something filthy as I knelt between her legs to taste the mess they left behind.

I felt myself getting hard again.

I turned my head slightly to look at her.

Peaceful. Still. Breathing softly through parted lips.

I wondered what she was dreaming about.

I wondered what I’d just awakened in her.

And I wondered, for the first time, if she might be dreaming about it too.


Chapter 3

Two days passed without a word between us.

Then, early Thursday morning, I walked into the gym and spotted Paul already finishing his warm-up set on the incline bench. He nodded in that casual way he always did—just two guys getting another workout in before the workday started.

Everything about the session was normal.

We kept the conversation light—talked about our workloads, how brutal Monday’s chest session had been, whether the gym’s new pre-workout shake was worth the ridiculous price. Paul didn’t bring anything up, and I didn’t either. We just moved from bench press to rows, to shoulder presses, counting off reps, spotting each other, joking between sets. Like always.

The sweat was real, and so was the burn. For most of the hour, it was almost easy to forget anything had ever shifted between us.

Almost.

As we wrapped up and headed toward the locker room, Paul peeled off his shirt and grabbed his towel. His body glistened with sweat—lean and hard, not a single wasted movement as he slung the towel over his shoulder.

Then he turned to me with that same unreadable smile and said, “So... you think about what I said?”

That was it. No wink. No smirk. Just that calm, steady tone—like he already knew the answer. Like he’d never really stopped thinking about it himself.

I didn’t say anything right away.

But my silence probably said enough.

Friday evening, I came home later than usual, kicking off my shoes at the door and heading up the stairs. I wasn’t expecting anything out of the ordinary.

Then I heard it.

Soft, rhythmic moans—feminine, breathy, unmistakable. The kind of sound you don’t mistake once you’ve heard it enough times. My heart skipped.

The bedroom door was open just enough to see her.

Beth was propped up against a stack of pillows at the headboard, completely naked, her legs spread wide. One hand was nestled between her thighs, fingers working her clit in slow, deliberate circles. Her phone rested on her stomach, the screen still glowing—Pornhub. I couldn’t hear the audio clearly, but I didn’t need to. I could see it in her face. She was deep into it.

Her pussy was glistening, wet and full, framed by the soft, natural curls she never bothered to shave. I’d always loved that about her—unapologetically real, textured, her. And the way her fingers moved, the way her hips gave the slightest involuntary pulse beneath them—I knew this wasn’t just a quick tease. She was really turned on.

I leaned against the doorframe, watching for a second longer, stunned and a little turned on myself.

“Having fun without me?” I said, finally.

She jumped slightly, caught in the act, but then smiled—flushed, unashamed, and still breathing hard.

She tilted her head toward me, eyes half-lidded and lips parted in a lazy smile. “Well... you get off watching them,” she said, her voice low and teasing. “I thought maybe I’d enjoy myself a little before you got home.”

I stood there for a second, watching her fingers slide slowly through the soft curls between her legs, gliding over her clit with practiced ease. Her pussy was already soaked—glossy with arousal, pink and swollen, framed by that wild, natural patch of hair I’d always loved burying my face in.

But something flickered behind her words.

Was she getting herself off for me? Or had I simply walked in on something I was never meant to see?

The question pulsed through me—but only for a second.

Whatever the reason, I wasn’t about to waste the moment.

I stepped forward, peeled my shirt off over my head, and knelt onto the bed without a word. She parted her thighs for me automatically, her legs falling open like it was instinct.

I kissed along her inner thigh, slow and deliberate, inhaling the faint, musky scent of her arousal. She was dripping. I could see it in the soft curls that clung to her skin, the glisten of wetness coating her folds.

And then I tasted her.

Her hips jerked at the first flick of my tongue, her breath catching as I dragged it slowly upward through her pussy, flattening it over her clit before drawing it into my mouth.

She moaned, her hand sliding from her stomach to my hair, fingers tangling in it as she rocked gently against my face.

I licked her slowly, deliberately—long, smooth strokes that let her ride the pleasure. I didn’t rush. I wanted to savor it. The way she tasted. The way she writhed. The way her legs tensed, the soft curls damp with sweat and slick, her body letting go without any hesitation.

And all the while, I couldn’t stop thinking about the video.

Some beautiful blonde on her knees. A thick, dark cock filling her mouth. Her husband watching, breathing heavy, stroking himself in the background.

And now here was Beth.

Open. Wet. Moaning softly above me.

Not running from the fantasy.

Leaning into it.

Letting me taste it on her.

Letting me feed on it.

And somewhere in my chest, between the ache of desire and the weight of disbelief, I realized I didn’t feel jealous.

I felt closer to her than I ever had.

And harder than I’d ever been.

Her moans were getting sharper now—shorter, tighter. Her hips rolled with more urgency against my mouth, thighs trembling as her fingers clutched at the sheets. I could feel it building in her, that pulsing, helpless kind of pressure that always came just before she let go.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered, voice breathless and shaky. “Oh fuck... right there...”

I flattened my tongue over her clit and sucked gently, circling it while my fingers slipped inside her—slick, hot, pulsing around me. She cried out, her back arching off the pillows, legs shaking violently as the orgasm tore through her.

It wasn’t quiet.

Beth came hard, loud, grinding into my face as her pussy clamped down around my fingers. She was soaking wet, her body twitching with aftershocks, hair clinging to her forehead, chest heaving with every ragged breath.

I gave her a moment, still trailing kisses along her inner thigh as she slowly came down.

Then I moved.

I crawled up over her, kissed her hard, messy and deep, tasting her on both our mouths. Her legs spread again without hesitation, welcoming me between them.

My cock was rock hard—aching from the buildup. I didn’t need to be teased. I didn’t need to be begged. I just needed in.

I pushed into her in one sharp, desperate thrust.

She gasped, her eyes fluttering open for a second before she wrapped her arms around my back and pulled me deeper.

There was no slow rhythm this time. No buildup.

I fucked her hard and fast, hips slamming into her with every stroke. Her pussy was still soaked from cumming, gripping me perfectly, that slick heat pulling me in until I was right at the edge.

I wasn’t going to last.

And I didn’t need to.

She’d already cum—hard. That thought burned in my head, pushed me over the edge, made it okay to lose control.

With a deep groan, I pulled out, wrapped my fist around my cock, and came in thick, hot spurts all over her stomach. My body clenched, the orgasm hitting with almost painful intensity. I watched her stare down at it—my cum smeared across her skin, just below the swell of her breasts—her expression somewhere between exhaustion and satisfaction.

She exhaled and smiled faintly, brushing her hair from her face. “I guess we’re really into this now, huh?”

I didn’t answer.

I just leaned in, kissed her again, and let the silence speak for us both.

Paul and I hit the gym together the following week—just like we always did. An hour of chest and triceps, nothing too heavy, just focused reps and half-distracted chatter between sets. The conversation stayed normal—work, sports, what protein bars weren’t complete garbage. Not a single word about that night, or the video, or Beth.

If you’d watched us from across the gym, you’d think nothing had changed.

Afterward, as we were toweling off and heading toward the exit, Paul casually asked what I was doing that evening. Before I could answer, I got a text from Beth:

“Firing up the grill if you’re hungry. Tell Paul he’s welcome too.”

I showed him the screen. He gave a small smile and nodded.

“Looks like I’m crashing dinner,” he said.

Back at the apartment, the scent of marinated chicken and vegetables hit us before we even got through the front door. Beth was outside on the patio, barefoot in cutoff shorts and a tank top, flipping skewers like she was born with tongs in her hand. She turned and waved when she saw us, her face flushed from the heat and the wine she was probably halfway through.

“Hey boys,” she called. “Hope you’re hungry.”

Paul smiled, and I could already feel something subtle shift in the air.

They hadn’t said a word to each other yet, but I saw the look she gave him—curious, friendly, just a little playful.

And I saw that he noticed.

We were sitting out on the back patio, eating burgers and drinking beers. It was one of those warm, laid-back evenings where everything felt easy—until Paul leaned back in his chair, wiped his mouth with a napkin, and dropped it casually.

“So... Beth mentioned you guys checked out one of the videos I suggested.”

I froze for half a second, barely keeping my expression in check.

“Videos?” I echoed. “We only watched one.”

Paul shrugged. “Yeah, that one. We were just chatting the other day—she said it got a reaction.”

I looked at Beth.

She glanced down at her plate, brushing a smudge of ketchup off her shorts. She didn’t say anything.

I hadn’t known they’d spoken about it. And now I was trying to imagine the conversation—the tone in her voice, what she’d admitted, what she hadn’t.

“Yeah,” I said, forcing a tight smile. “We enjoyed it. Thanks.”

Paul just nodded, took another sip of beer, and let the subject drop.

Later, as he stood to leave, he pulled his phone from his pocket and tapped the screen. “By the way,” he said, holding it out for me to see, “Thea’s been blowing me up all afternoon.”

I glanced down.

The latest message read:

"I’ve been wet all day thinking about your cock. Please come over and let me suck it. Just your cock in my mouth, nothing else, I promise. I need it."

My stomach tightened.

It wasn’t just the words. It was the normalcy in the way he showed me—like it was the most casual thing in the world. Like beautiful, married women begging to suck his cock was just Tuesday for him.

I nodded slowly, handed the phone back, but I couldn't stop thinking about it. Couldn’t stop picturing her. That blonde at the bar, dressed to kill, now on her knees, desperate just to taste him.

After Paul left, I turned to Beth.

“Why didn’t you tell me you two talked about that video?” I asked.

She looked mildly surprised, like she hadn’t expected it to come up. “I don’t know. I just... didn’t think anything of it.”

I stared at her. She seemed sincere. But I wasn’t sure if I believed her.

There was a part of me that felt off—like something had shifted, and I wasn’t entirely sure what it was yet. Maybe it was the way she’d lit up watching that video. Maybe it was hearing she’d talked about it with Paul before ever mentioning it to me.

But the truth was... I’d brought it into the house. I was the one who’d opened that door.

And now I wasn’t sure whether I wanted to close it—or watch what might happen if I left it wide open.


Chapter 4

I’d gone over to Paul’s place on a Saturday afternoon to help him move in a bunch of new stuff for his kitchen—some heavy boxes, new cabinets, tools, all of it. We spent a couple of hours lifting, assembling, sweating through t-shirts and bullshitting while we worked.

By the time we were done, both of us were starving and covered in sawdust, so Paul cracked open a couple of beers and tossed some leftover burgers on the grill out back.

One beer turned into two. Then three. Then four.

The sun started dipping behind the building, casting long shadows across the patio, and the conversation started to shift. It always did when enough alcohol mixed with just the right silence.

Inside, Paul had music on low, and the flat-screen across the room was still playing something from his favorite Pornhub playlist—muted, but visible. Another amateur scene. Another moaning woman lying on her back, legs high, getting pounded deep while her husband filmed from the side.

I caught myself watching for a few seconds too long.

Paul must’ve noticed. He took a sip from his beer, then glanced at me sideways.

“Beth really liked watching those videos, didn’t she?”

His voice was low. Not accusing. Just... curious. Like he already knew the answer.

I exhaled slowly and didn’t even try to deny it. “Yeah,” I said. “We enjoy them. I mean, I don’t think she’s looking to actually do anything. She’s not... into other guys or anything like that.”

Paul didn’t say anything. Just let the silence sit.

I took another swig, trying to stay steady. “She might fantasize about it. But that’s all it is. Just... fantasy.”

Even as I said it, I wasn’t sure who I was trying to convince—him, or myself.

Paul took another long sip of his beer and leaned back in his chair, watching the muted video still playing on the TV. The woman onscreen was bent over the edge of a couch, taking slow, deep strokes from a muscular Black guy while a man filmed from the side, breathing heavily.

Then, without looking at me, Paul said, “I probably shouldn’t even tell you this... and don’t get weird about it, alright?”

I glanced over, already on edge. “Tell me what?”

He shrugged like it was no big deal. “Earlier this week, I sent Beth a couple of new videos. Not ones with me in them—just some links. Stuff I thought she might like.”

I froze. “You sent them to her?”

“Yeah,” he said casually. “Over WhatsApp. Just a couple Pornhub links. She said she liked the last one, so I figured—why not?”

He tapped at his phone, then read it out loud like it was nothing.

“‘Make sure you reward Luke for letting you enjoy these,’” he said with a faint grin. “That’s what I told her. Just messing around.”

I didn’t say anything at first.

She hadn’t mentioned that to me. Not even a hint.

And now I was stuck somewhere between irritation... and something else I didn’t want to name. Something hot and uncomfortable that burned low in my gut.

Paul glanced at me, reading my silence, then looked back at the screen.

“Relax,” he said, smirking. “Just porn.”

“Really?” I asked, eyebrows raised. “She told you she watched them?”

Paul gave a slow nod, smirking like he knew something I didn’t. “Said she enjoyed them too.”

That caught me off guard. Beth hadn’t mentioned it. We hadn’t watched anything together in over a week, although now that I thought about it, she had been unusually fired up the past few days. Two nights ago she practically jumped me when I came out of the shower—didn’t even let me dry off before pulling me into bed.

“You’re not pissed, are you?” Paul asked, still watching my face.

“No,” I said quickly. “I mean... all you did was send her the links, right?”

He grinned. “Of course. Just shared some suggestions.”

I nodded, trying to stay relaxed, but I could feel a strange heat in my chest. Like my body knew something I didn’t. I shifted slightly in the chair, suddenly aware of the tightening in my shorts. I crossed one leg over the other, trying to hide it before it became too obvious.

Paul leaned forward a little, resting his elbows on his knees. “So,” he said, voice just a touch lower. “You thought about it anymore?”

“About what?”

“Beth. With another man.”

I met his eyes. He wasn’t pushing. Not exactly. But the question landed with weight.

“I told you. She wouldn’t do that,” I said, maybe a little too firmly. “She’s not into that kind of thing.”

Paul tilted his head, smiling like he didn’t quite believe me. “Maybe not out loud. But I think you are. I think you’re like a lot of white husbands I’ve met—curious. Turned on by the idea of watching your wife get fucked by someone who can really take her apart.”

I shifted again, blood rushing faster now, the awkward pressure in my shorts undeniable.

Paul’s voice softened slightly, more teasing now. “Not just any guy. You know what I mean. Someone bigger. Someone different. A Black man feeding her cock while you watch every inch of it go in.”

I swallowed hard, trying to keep my breathing steady.

He chuckled, leaned back, and took a sip of his beer like the conversation hadn’t just pushed a boundary.

But it had.

And the worst part?

I didn’t hate it.

“I think you know she wants it too,” Paul said, his tone light but edged with something sharper. “I’ve seen the way she looks at me. And she’s eating those videos up, isn’t she?”

I said nothing.

He leaned forward slightly, eyes on mine. “Yeah... that woman loves watching Black dick. You know it. I know it. It’s only a matter of time before you stop pretending otherwise. Before you give her what she wants—what she needs. What you want to see her do.”

I stood up, shaking my head like I was brushing him off, but inside I was a mess. My chest was tight. My skin too warm. And my cock had barely softened since the conversation started. I wasn’t angry—I just didn’t know how to respond. I felt like I was standing on the edge of something I wasn’t sure I could handle.

I mumbled something about needing to head out and left it there.

Three or four days later, Paul and I were back at the gym, working through a late-morning session. After we finished, we headed outside to the small court behind the building to shoot around and cool off. The sun was bright overhead, the air thick with humidity, and we were both drenched in sweat.

We passed the ball back and forth, talking shit, just like always.

Then Paul held the ball against his hip, grinning. “Hey,” he said. “Let’s make it interesting.”

I narrowed my eyes. “How so?”

He bounced the ball once. “If I win—one-on-one, game to eleven—you let me seduce Beth. No games. No pressure. Just... let me try.”

I blinked. “What?”

He smiled, calm and confident. “You win? I never bring it up again.”

I stared at him, shaking my head. “Paul, come on. I told you—Beth’s not going to do that.”

“You just said you’d be cool with it.”

My mouth opened, but nothing came out for a second.

He raised his eyebrows, amused. “Wait... you would be okay with it?”

I laughed nervously. “I mean... if she wanted it. Maybe. But that’s just not her.”

He held up the ball between us. “You sure about that?”

I wasn’t.

Not anymore.

“Doesn’t matter,” I laughed, shaking my head. “You’re not beating me—and Beth’s not having sex with you.”

Paul grinned, dribbling the ball lazily. “But if I did beat you—just if—you’d at least play along? I’m not going to push her into anything. I won’t even ask unless she wants it.”

I rolled my eyes. “Let’s just play the damn game, man.”

I told myself he wasn’t serious. That it was just Paul being Paul—cocky, messing around, always trying to get in my head. But the way he said it stuck with me. And once the ball went up, I saw something in him I hadn’t seen before.

He wanted this.

Badly.

We usually played close. I’d beaten him the last couple of times we’d gone head-to-head. But this time? I couldn’t hit a thing. Every shot felt off—flat, rushed, clumsy. I airballed twice, and when I missed a wide-open layup, I knew something was getting to me.

He, on the other hand, didn’t miss.

His footwork was tight. His jumper was clean. Every time I thought I was closing the gap, he pulled away with another smooth bucket and a half-smile like he already knew how it would end.

He beat me. Bad.

And when he sank the final shot, he didn’t gloat. He just caught the ball, wiped his brow with his forearm, and said, “Alright. Here’s the plan.”

I stared at him, breathless, still waiting for the punchline.

But he was already laying it out, calm as ever.

“You and Beth come down to my place. Nothing serious. Drinks. Music. A little nightcap. That’s all. We hang out, see what the vibe’s like.”

I laughed again, but it sounded hollow now. “You’re serious.”

He shrugged. “She likes the videos. She trusts me. You trust her. I’m not going to push. I’m just going to be... available.”

And somehow, the craziest part wasn’t that he’d said it.

It was the fact that I didn’t immediately say no.

As I slid into the car and shut the door, the weight of it all finally caught up with me.

The steering wheel felt slick in my hands. My shirt clung to my back with sweat. I sat there for a moment, engine off, staring through the windshield like I was trying to see the future through it.

I was in too deep. I knew that now.

This wasn’t just a game anymore. Not just teasing. Not just Paul being Paul.

Somewhere along the line, I’d let it slip from fantasy to possibility. And maybe—just maybe—I needed to know what Beth would actually say. I needed to hear it from her mouth. Whether it was a hard no, or something else. Something softer. Something curious.

I didn’t believe she’d ever go through with it. Not really.

Fantasies were one thing. She could get wet watching those videos, moan under me while imagining things we never spoke aloud—but actually doing it? Inviting another man into our life, into her?

No.

She wouldn’t.

Right?

I started the car, but my hands were still trembling.


Chapter 5

It was a Saturday night when Paul invited us down for drinks after dinner. Nothing unusual—by that point, it had become routine. Over the last few months, we’d spent more and more time together. Casual hangouts, workouts, dinners. The three of us had developed an easy chemistry that I couldn’t quite explain. Beth liked him. I knew she did. And not just in a polite, friendly way. She relaxed around Paul in a way that was different. Open. Loose.

And he was always so smooth with her. Not overt. Never inappropriate. Just comfortable. Confident in the kind of way that made you want to be around him—even when you were trying not to be jealous of how easily he commanded attention.

That night we ate at our place—nothing fancy. Grilled chicken and roasted potatoes, a couple glasses of wine. Then we walked down the block to Paul’s apartment, Beth in a fitted sundress that swayed around her legs as she walked. No bra, I realized. Her nipples shifted lightly under the fabric every time she laughed.

Paul met us at the door with that easy grin and a bottle of gin already open. The music was soft—some kind of lo-fi groove that filled the space without competing. He’d lit a few candles, dimmed the lights just enough. It wasn’t overtly romantic. But it was intentional.

We settled in—Beth on one end of the couch, Paul on the other, and me in the chair across from them. The conversation was typical at first. Work complaints. Dumb stuff we’d seen online. A debate over whether anyone actually likes gin or if it’s just a vibe.

It didn’t take long before the alcohol settled in. Beth was laughing more freely. Her legs were tucked beneath her, the hem of her dress sliding higher without her seeming to notice. Paul sat back with one arm stretched across the top of the couch, relaxed, his eyes occasionally flicking to her with that unreadable calm.

We were three or four gin and tonics in when Paul stood and glanced at the bar cart. “Damn. Out of tonic.”

Beth made a small disappointed noise. “No more?”

“Not unless we want it straight,” he said, holding up the bottle.

I stood up, a little too fast. “I can run and grab some. There’s that corner place still open.”

Paul nodded, casual as ever. “Appreciate it.”

I looked at Beth. “You good here?”

She smiled. “Of course.”

I turned to leave, but something about Paul’s posture caught my eye as I reached the door. He was already sliding back onto the couch, closer to where Beth had curled herself. The music had shifted—something deeper now. Slower.

As I stepped outside, I paused by the side of the window. He’d left it cracked—more out of habit than design, I guessed—but I could hear the muffled sound of their voices, and just barely, the low rhythm of laughter.

I lingered.

I told myself I was just catching my breath. That I wasn’t spying. But my body was tense, alert. I moved to the side, heart pounding, and carefully positioned myself near the edge of the window, out of sight.

Inside, Paul had turned toward Beth, a fresh drink in his hand. He said something I couldn’t hear, and she laughed again, head tilted back, her hand brushing against his knee.

That touch hit me like a jolt.

It wasn’t sexual. Not yet. But it was intimate. Natural. Like something unscripted was starting to unfold.

I watched him lean in slightly, speaking low—his lips close to her ear.

Beth’s expression shifted—still playful, but more focused now. Her eyes narrowed slightly as she bit her bottom lip and nodded.

He was doing it.

He was actually starting.

And I was standing outside, barely breathing, watching it begin.

And I didn’t move.

Not yet.

Because I needed to see what she would do.

The night air was cool against my skin as I crouched beneath the open window, heart still pounding from what I’d already seen. I told myself I should leave—go get the tonic, come back like nothing happened. But I stayed frozen in place, too far gone in whatever this was to stop now.

From inside, I heard Paul’s voice, calm and low. “I got something new in. Thought you might like to see it.”

There was a pause, then Beth’s voice—lighter, a little slurred but far from drunk. “Shouldn’t we wait for Luke?”

Her tone was polite. Hesitant, but not firm.

Paul’s answer was silence, followed by the quiet click of a remote.

The TV flickered to life, the room inside taking on a soft blue glow.

I shifted slightly to get a better angle, my pulse in my throat. Beth was sitting forward now, her eyes locked on the screen. I could see the tension in her body, not from discomfort—but anticipation.

And then I heard her small intake of breath.

She’d just realized it was Paul in the video.

Onscreen, he stood behind a slim blonde, her platinum hair splayed out across her back as she bent over the edge of a couch. Her face was turned toward the camera, mouth slack with pleasure. Her body was flushed and glistening, the unmistakable wet sound of sex filling the room as Paul drove into her with slow, deliberate force.

Beth didn’t speak. She didn’t look away.

Paul’s voice broke the quiet, smooth and measured. “That’s Emily,” he said. “Her husband, Phil—he’s the one holding the camera.”

Beth still didn’t move. Her body was frozen, gaze locked.

“A lot of guys really get off on this,” Paul continued, watching her more than the video now. “Watching their wives... their girlfriends... take it from a Black man.”

His words lingered, quiet but heavy.

“The women too,” he added. “Some of them don’t even know how much they want it. Until they get it.”

The video continued—Emily moaning louder now, the camera catching every twitch, every inch as Paul pulled out slowly, only to drive in deeper.

“You ever had a Black cock, babe?” he asked her, so soft I almost missed it.

Beth didn’t answer.

But she didn’t flinch either.

She didn’t pull back. Didn’t shift away. Didn’t say a word.

She just kept watching. Eyes wide. Lips parted. Her chest rising and falling, just a little faster now.

And from where I stood outside, hidden and helpless, I felt something in my stomach turn over.

She wasn’t pushing him away.

She wasn’t stopping this.

And I didn’t know what scared me more—the fact that I was letting it happen... or the fact that I wanted to see how far it would go.

Inside, the room felt wrapped in low flickering light and slow, pulsing sound. From my spot outside, I could just make out Paul’s silhouette—still seated beside Beth, who hadn’t moved an inch since the video started. Her body was angled slightly forward, her eyes fixed on the screen like she was under some kind of spell.

Paul’s voice was quiet, teasing, coaxing.

“I know you liked some of those other videos,” he murmured. “You really liked that one with the redhead, didn’t you? The one where she came so hard she couldn’t stop saying oh fuck over and over.”

He let that hang in the air for a second before dropping it.

“That was me fucking her, babe. Did you know that?”

Beth didn’t say a word.

“Did you know you were watching me on the screen?” he said again, softly. “That was my cock making her cum like that.”

Beth shifted slightly, her thighs pressing together. Her breathing was audible now, shallow and uneven.

Paul leaned in a little closer, his voice smoother than velvet. “Now look. Look at Emily. Look at her sucking my cock.”

He pointed toward the screen.

And Beth did.

She turned her head—just slightly—and stared, wide-eyed, as the blonde onscreen knelt between his legs, her hands on his thighs, lips stretched wide around his thick shaft. Emily’s eyes were glassy, her cheeks flushed as she devoured him eagerly, like it was the only thing that mattered in the world.

“She loves it,” Paul whispered. “She loves my big Black cock. You can see it in her eyes.”

Beth said nothing.

But she was still watching.

Not blinking. Not fidgeting. Not pulling away.

Just watching—spellbound, breath shallow, chest rising and falling beneath the thin straps of her dress.

And I stood outside in the dark, pulse hammering, the weight of everything crashing down on me as I realized:

Beth wasn’t just curious anymore.

She was captivated.

“You want to do that too, don’t you, baby?” Paul’s voice was low, intimate. Not loud enough to be aggressive—just close. “Suck my Black cock. I know you do.”

Beth didn’t move.

“I’ve seen the way you look at me,” he went on, soft but firm. “Don’t think I haven’t noticed.”

Beth finally turned her head toward him. Just for a moment. Her eyes flicked over his face—wide, uncertain, her lips parted like she wanted to speak but couldn’t find the words.

Then she turned back to the screen, as if afraid to hold his gaze too long.

From my place beneath the window, my gut twisted. I was gripping the brick ledge now, knuckles white, trying to tell myself it was just a game. Just a line. Just Paul testing her limits.

But the look on Beth’s face wasn’t lust.

It wasn’t resistance, either.

It was confusion. Concern. Like her body wanted something her mind hadn’t agreed to yet.

And I knew that expression better than anyone. She was at war with herself. Torn between what she felt and what she believed she shouldn’t feel.

And I didn’t know if I wanted to burst through the door... or keep watching.

That’s when Paul stood up and disappeared into the kitchen. A few seconds later, he came back, holding a nearly full bottle of tonic in one hand, his face unreadable.

“She’s going to need this,” he said to no one in particular.

Then his voice dropped again—silken, steady, deliberate.

“Beth,” he said, “Luke wanted this. He asked me to.”

Beth slowly turned her head. “What?”

“He said he couldn’t stay. Said he wanted to give you this—really give it to you—and then left.”

Paul sat down beside her again, calm as ever. “He’s not coming back tonight.”

Beth looked stunned. Her mouth opened slightly, but no words came. She searched his face for a lie and didn’t find one. Then she glanced at the door—just once—and back at the TV, where Emily was still moaning, still dripping.

I could feel my heart pounding through my chest.

She didn’t believe him.

Not really.

But she wanted to.

And that was somehow even worse.

“Paul and I talked about it, baby,” he said, his voice smooth, almost tender. “Why do you think he started sending you those Pornhub links in the first place?”

Beth didn’t answer. Her eyes were still on the screen across the room—where another woman moaned shamelessly around a thick Black cock, her hands gripping the couch cushions as her husband filmed from the side, breathing heavily. The room was filled with the soft wet sounds of sucking and gasping, and the tension between the two of them was unbearable.

Paul leaned in, lowering his voice, more intimate now. “He’s like all those other white boys... gets off watching his woman with a Black man. You know how many of them do? More than you’d believe.”

Beth gave a short breath—almost a laugh, almost a protest. But she didn’t say anything.

“There’s nothing wrong with that,” Paul murmured, “It just means he wants to see you lit up, completely free. And you...” He touched her thigh, light and deliberate. “You want it too. I can see it.”

She inhaled sharply at the contact. Her legs were bare—smooth and lightly tanned in her denim shorts. She had slipped off her sandals earlier and curled up on the couch, her white top riding up just slightly. When Paul’s fingers trailed along her skin, she flinched, then caught his hand in hers.

For a second, I thought that was it. She’d put an end to it. She’d say no.

But she didn’t shove his hand away.

She just held it. Tense. Hesitating.

Paul looked at her, gently reclaiming the moment. “Just one kiss,” he said softly. “That’s all. One kiss, and if it doesn’t feel right, I’ll stop. No pressure.”

Beth turned to look at him—truly look at him—for the first time since he touched her. Her lips were parted, her cheeks flushed. She didn’t nod. She didn’t speak.

But she didn’t move away either.

The room seemed to go silent, save for the soft moans coming from the TV. Her fingers relaxed just slightly against his.

And outside the window, I gripped the windowsill so tight it hurt.

She hadn’t kissed him yet.

But she wasn’t leaving, either.

Beth didn’t say a word.

She just leaned her head back slowly against the couch cushion, lips parted, her chest rising and falling in shallow, uneven breaths.

Paul moved closer.

He didn’t lunge, didn’t grab—just leaned in with the quiet confidence of a man who already knew the answer. His hand slid gently to the side of her face, brushing a strand of blonde hair back behind her ear. His lips hovered near hers—waiting, giving her one last chance to pull away.

She didn’t.

And then his mouth was on hers.

I felt something twist deep in my stomach—not just jealousy, not quite fear. Something darker. Something sharper. Something I didn’t want to name.

Beth kissed him back.

Not reluctantly. Not nervously. Her lips moved with his, slow at first... then deeper. I watched as his tongue traced the curve of her lower lip and, without hesitation, she opened her mouth and welcomed him in. Their kiss grew wet and hungry, her hands rising slightly, then hesitating on his chest like she didn’t know whether to stop him or pull him closer.

My cock was getting hard.

And I hated that it was.

Paul’s hand drifted down from her cheek to the hem of her white top, slipping beneath the fabric with a slow, practiced touch. Beth tensed for a second—but she didn’t stop him. Not even when his hand moved higher, cupping her breast through the thin lace of her bra, gently kneading it, thumb brushing over the nipple until I saw her back arch slightly from the couch.

He leaned back just enough to look at her, and with a single hand, unclasped the back of her bra beneath her shirt.

The movement was effortless.

In one slow, fluid motion, he pulled both her bra and her shirt up and over her head, revealing her bare chest beneath the dim light of the TV. Her nipples were already stiff. He didn’t comment. He didn’t need to.

I knew—we both knew—how sensitive they were. How quickly she melted under just a little attention. He bent down and took one into his mouth, sucking lightly, tongue swirling.

Beth gasped. Her hand gripped the couch cushion beside her.

I stayed crouched beneath the window, frozen.

Not moving.

Not interrupting.

Not stopping any of it.

My girlfriend—half-naked on another man’s couch, moaning under his tongue—and I did nothing. Except get harder.

I was frozen—half crouched outside the window, my knuckles white on the sill. Inside, the air was thick with heat, sex, and the low hum of the video still playing in the background. Paul stood over her now, completely relaxed, his cock out, heavy and dark, swaying slightly with each slow breath he took.

Beth was on her knees.

The sight alone made my pulse hammer. She wasn’t nervous. Or maybe she was—but it didn’t show in the way I expected. Her eyes weren’t darting. She wasn’t looking around for me. She was focused entirely on him.

I watched her fingers tremble slightly as she reached forward—slow, like she couldn’t believe she was doing it. She gripped the waistband of his trousers first, undoing the button, then dragging the zipper down tooth by tooth until the fabric parted. His boxers dropped with them.

And there it was.

His cock—thick, dark, almost too much to process in a single glance. It hung heavy, the head already slick, veined and obscene in the low light. Beth’s hand hovered over it like she wasn’t sure whether to grab it or just stare a little longer.

Then she reached for it.

Even through the glass, I could see her fingers spread wide as she wrapped one delicate hand around the shaft. She couldn’t close them. Not even close. There was a clear gap between her fingertips and her thumb. Her mouth opened slightly—like she hadn’t expected it to be that thick. That real.

And then she looked up at him.

Paul smiled, almost smug but calm, like he already knew she was his. One hand slid gently into her hair, not forcing, just resting there. Claiming. Waiting.

I felt a sharp twist of something in my chest—jealousy? Arousal? Shame?

Maybe all of it.

Beth leaned in slowly, deliberately, and kissed the base of his shaft. Just a kiss. Her lips barely grazed him.

Then another, halfway up.

Her breath hitched. Her eyes fluttered closed. And when she reached the head—large, swollen, impossibly thick—she opened her mouth and took it between her lips.

I nearly gasped out loud.

She sucked it gently at first. Testing. Getting used to the size. Her hand stroked what her mouth couldn’t reach, moving in slow, steady passes. Her lips were glossy, stretched around the head as she tried to take more of him. I could see her jaw flexing, struggling, her cheeks hollowing as she pulled back with a wet sound and then dove forward again.

Paul groaned above her, low and approving. “That’s it... take it slow, baby. Just like that. Fuck, you’ve got such a pretty mouth.”

Beth moaned around his cock in response. The sound was soft, desperate—and it made my cock throb.

This couldn’t be real.

Beth—my Beth—who used to roll her eyes when I hinted for a little morning head... was on her knees, sucking another man’s cock like she was starving for it. A cock so thick her hand looked small and fragile trying to grip it.

And I did nothing.

I didn’t burst through the door. I didn’t shout or pull her away.

I just watched.

And got harder.

“Yeah, suck on that cock,” Paul groaned. “I knew it that afternoon I was washing my car—you couldn’t stop staring. That was the moment I knew how bad you wanted this. You did, didn’t you, baby? All those nights, all those afternoons watching the brothers fuck on Pornhub... you’ve been aching for some real Black cock, haven’t you?”

Beth gave a small, breathy moan as she nodded, her mouth still full, her eyes hazy with lust.

“Tell me,” he coaxed, hand tightening gently in her hair. “Tell me how much you want it. Tell me how long you’ve needed a thick Black cock like mine.”

Beth pulled her lips from his cock with a wet gasp, her eyes glazed with lust. “I do,” she moaned. “I want to suck it... I want your cock.”

Then she took him back in—hungry now, her mouth stretching wide around the thick shaft, saliva already glistening on her chin as she slurped and moaned. Her soft white hands worked along the slick length, fingers sliding up and down, never quite able to wrap fully around him. Paul just smiled, brushing her blonde hair behind her ear so he could watch her mouth work.

Outside the window, I stood frozen.

My cock was rock hard in my jeans, straining against the zipper as I watched Beth—my Beth—suck his cock like she couldn’t get enough. Her lips were flushed, her cheeks hollowed as she tried to take him deeper, and every time she gagged slightly on his thickness, I twitched with arousal. It wasn’t just the shock of it—it was the intensity in her eyes, the way she was so completely focused on him. Not me. Him.

And the worst part?

I was turned on. Completely.

I wanted to pull my cock out right there by the window and stroke it as I watched. I wanted to cum to the sight of her swallowing another man’s cock. Not just any man—Paul. Confident, powerful, hung like something from a fucking porn studio.

He looked down at her, still calm, still in control. “Look at the screen, baby. Look at what I’m doing to Emily,” he said, his voice low and smooth.

Beth didn’t stop sucking, but her eyes flicked up toward the TV. I followed her gaze.

On the screen, Emily—another blonde, sprawled out with her legs spread wide—was getting fucked hard. Her tits bounced with every thrust, her moans loud and needy as Paul’s thick black cock pounded into her pussy. His strong, dark body moved with perfect rhythm, his hips slamming forward again and again as her hands clawed at the sheets.

Beth moaned around his cock, visibly reacting to the sight of the other woman taking it like that—and I realized something terrifying and thrilling all at once.

She wanted that too.

“I’m going to take you upstairs and fuck you now,” Paul growled, his voice deep and commanding. “That’s what you’ve been craving, isn’t it, baby? To feel this hard Black cock stretching that tight little pussy of yours. That’s what you’ve been dying for.”

Beth moaned, barely lifting her mouth from his slick shaft. “Yes... yes, I want it. I want your cock in my pussy. Please... fuck me,” she gasped, her lips glistening with spit, her voice raw with need.

Paul gripped her hair and made her look up at him. “Tell me what I want to hear. Say it.”

She didn’t hesitate. “I want you to fuck my little white pussy,” she panted. “Fuck me like you fuck those other women. Use me... please, use me.”

“You gonna be my little Black cock slut now?” Paul murmured, voice low but sharp with authority. “You gonna be like the others—begging to get fucked by the brothas? Craving it?”

His tone had shifted—rougher now, darker. There was an edge I hadn’t heard from him before, calling her a slut, a bitch. But Beth didn’t flinch. She didn’t protest. If anything, she seemed even more turned on. Her mouth stayed wrapped around his cock, her cheeks flushed, her eyes hazy with lust.

And me? I was hard as a rock—so hard it hurt—watching her give herself over like this.

“You know once I’m done with you, you’re not gonna be the same,” Paul continued, his hand fisted in her hair. “You’ll be hooked on Black cock. You’ll need it. You won’t be able to stop thinking about it. Once I stretch that sweet little pussy, it won’t belong to you anymore. It’ll belong to us. To Black cock. Is that what you want? You want your pussy owned?”

Beth let his cock slide from her lips just long enough to moan out, “Yes... I want it. I want you to ruin me.”

Then she went right back to sucking, spit dripping from her chin as she slurped greedily at his thick shaft, her fingers still unable to fully wrap around it. She looked possessed. Like she was already his.

And I couldn’t look away.

I thought I saw tears glistening on her cheeks—at first just a glimmer in the dim light, like sweat. But as she shifted, turning slightly in my direction, it was unmistakable. Her mascara had begun to run in dark trails, streaking her flushed skin. She was crying.

But not from pain.

Her voice trembled, breathless and aching. “Please... make me your slut,” she whispered. “I’ll do anything you want. Be with whoever you tell me. Just... please, fuck me with that cock. I need to feel it. I need it inside me.”

She sounded desperate. Like she wasn’t just saying it for him—but for herself too.

Paul looked down at her, his thick shaft still slick with her saliva. He lifted her gently off his cock and cupped her chin, tilting her face to his. “Come here,” he said, his voice deep and quiet now, a command wrapped in calm confidence.

Beth crawled up into his lap without hesitation. She straddled him on the couch, her thighs trembling, her body glistening with sweat. Her flushed chest rose and fell as she squatted above him, hovering.

“You know what this means when I put it in you, don’t you?” he asked, his tone low but weighty. His hand was wrapped around the base of his cock, guiding it toward the glistening heat between her legs.

Beth didn’t say a word. She just nodded and leaned forward, resting her forehead to his as if surrendering completely.

“Good girl,” Paul murmured. “Now move up a little.”

She lifted her hips, just an inch, and I saw his thick crown press to the lips of her pussy—pink and swollen and dripping. Her body gave a subtle shudder as she felt the pressure.

I could hardly breathe. My heart was pounding, my cock aching. Beth—my Beth—on the verge of being fucked by another man. And she looked like she wanted nothing more.

“I’m gonna fuck you now, baby,” Paul said, his voice low and thick with hunger. “That’s what you want, isn’t it? To feel this big Black cock stretch that tight little pussy open.”

Beth didn’t speak. She didn’t need to. She just nodded, eyes wide, lips parted, her breath shallow and quick. Her whole body was trembling, caught between hesitation and unstoppable need.

Paul held his thick cock in one hand, the head glistening as he rubbed it slowly up and down her dripping folds. Her pussy lips were swollen, flushed, slick with arousal. I could see how wet she was—more than I’d ever seen before.

“Settle down on me, baby,” he murmured. “Take it. Take my fucking cock.”

Beth’s hands braced against his chest as she began to lower herself. Inch by inch. Her thighs trembled as the blunt head pushed into her, parting her lips with visible resistance. She paused, wincing softly, sucking in a breath.

“Oh god,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “It’s so thick...”

Paul stroked her hips gently, encouraging her. “That’s it. You got it. Open up for me.”

She gasped as the head popped inside her. Her pussy stretched wide around it, her lips clinging to the girth. She stayed still for a moment, her body adjusting, eyes squeezed shut, then sank a little lower—another inch vanishing into her.

My chest was tight. My cock throbbed painfully in my jeans. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing—Beth, slowly, willingly taking every inch of him. Her small frame looked almost overwhelmed, her pussy stretched obscenely around his cock.

“Fuck...” she moaned, her hands gripping his shoulders. “It’s so deep...”

She kept going, bit by bit, lowering herself, impaling her cunt on that massive shaft until her ass finally met his lap. She sat there fully seated, completely filled, her legs quivering, her body tense and trembling around him.

I saw everything—her lips stretched wide around the base of his cock, her flushed face, the tears still streaked faintly down her cheeks, her mouth open in silent astonishment at the feeling inside her.

It was done.

Beth had taken him. All of him.

And I knew, deep down, we’d never be the same after this.

“Who’s that pussy belong to?” Paul whispered against her cheek, his voice thick with control and lust.

Beth’s breath caught. Her eyes fluttered open just enough to meet his gaze.

“You,” she said, barely above a whisper. “It’s your pussy now.”

Her voice trembled, not from fear—but from the overwhelming reality of what she was saying. Of what she had just done. And what she wanted more of.

Paul brushed a slow, deliberate kiss across her cheek, then pressed his lips to hers. She met him with hunger, no hesitation now, her mouth parting instinctively as he slipped his tongue inside. She moaned softly as their tongues tangled, their bodies completely still except for the occasional deep, almost unconscious roll of their hips.

They didn’t speak. They didn’t need to. He was buried inside her, and Beth clung to him with a slow, aching intensity. Every few seconds she’d shudder, her thighs tightening, her arms wrapping tighter around his shoulders as he held her steady, impaled on his cock.

Then, gradually, Beth leaned back. Her spine arched, tits lifting beautifully into his face—an offering, almost. Her nipples were dark, hard, glistening with a light sheen of sweat. Paul leaned down and sucked one deep into his mouth. She gasped, fingers tangling in his short hair as she held him to her chest, hips rocking again, this time with more purpose.

“Oh god...” she moaned, her voice thick with pleasure. “Don’t stop...”

He didn’t. He stayed buried inside her, moving slowly, filling her again and again, each thrust deeper than the last. Beth was trembling, completely surrendered, fucking him back with soft moans and bitten lips and wide, glassy eyes.

I couldn’t look away. I couldn’t breathe.

She was his now—at least in that moment. And I had never seen her look more alive.

He moved from one tit to the other, his lips greedy and wet, drawing Beth’s nipples between his teeth until she whimpered and pressed her chest harder against his mouth. Her back arched, her legs flexed, and her fingers dug into the couch cushions for balance as Paul cradled her ass and shifted his hips, staying buried deep inside her as her body trembled around his cock.

Watching it—watching her—I finally broke. My hand moved to my zipper without thought, and before I even knew it, I was stroking myself in the shadows outside the window, cock already stiff and slick with arousal.

The sight of her—my beautiful girlfriend, naked and flushed, riding him with slow, desperate need—pushed me right over the edge. I bit down hard on my lip to stop myself from groaning as I came, thick jets of cum landing against the brick wall, dripping to the ground between my feet.

Still inside her, Paul shifted upright and lifted Beth in one powerful motion, her arms clinging to his shoulders, her legs wrapping tightly around his waist without hesitation. Their bodies stayed joined, her pussy still full of him as he carried her effortlessly up the steps toward his bedroom. She kissed him hungrily the whole way, her tits pressed against his chest, her hands tangled in his hair.

I stood there, frozen, heart pounding. I knew what was coming next. He was going to fuck her hard now, take her completely, finish what he’d started on that couch—and I wouldn’t be there to witness it. I had done my part. Paul had told me exactly what to do.

So I turned, still shaken and breathless, and walked back to our apartment.


Chapter 6

The front door clicked open sometime past midnight.

I sat up straighter on the couch, the television murmuring in the background. My drink had gone untouched for the past hour. I’d barely moved. Just sat there... waiting.

Beth stepped inside and closed the door gently behind her. She didn’t say anything at first. Just walked in with that slow, casual grace I knew so well, like she wasn’t bringing the weight of something enormous with her. But she didn’t meet my eyes.

She looked different. Her face was slightly flushed, and her blonde hair had been pulled back hastily—wisps stuck to the sides of her neck. She wore the same white top and shorts she’d left in, but now her shirt clung to her skin and there were faint pink marks along her collarbone, maybe even lower. She wasn’t disheveled exactly, but she didn’t look untouched either.

“Hey,” she said softly, dropping her purse on the side table.

“Hey,” I managed, my voice dry.

She didn’t offer an explanation. Just disappeared into the bedroom. A few minutes later I heard the sound of the closet opening. Hangers rattling. Then the bathroom door closed. The tap ran briefly. No shower. No long, awkward conversation.

When she reappeared, she’d changed into one of my old t-shirts—worn thin from years of washing. Her legs were still bare, and she was holding a glass of water in one hand, walking like nothing had happened.

She sat beside me on the sofa and didn’t say a word for a long moment. I felt my whole body buzzing. My heart was thudding, my stomach a knot of dread and arousal and disbelief.

Then her hand moved.

Casual, slow—like it wasn’t the most loaded gesture in the world. She rested it on my thigh, her palm warm through the fabric of my sweats.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about you,” she said quietly, her voice just above a whisper.

I turned toward her, but before I could say anything, she leaned over and kissed my neck. Just once. Then her fingers moved to the waistband of my pants.

I froze.

She slipped her hand inside and found me already hard. I hadn’t even realized how aroused I was until she wrapped her fingers around my cock and gently pulled it free.

She looked down at it for a moment, not saying anything. Then she gave it a few strokes. I sucked in a sharp breath.

And without warning—without preamble—Beth leaned down and took me into her mouth.

I gasped.

It wasn’t like her. She never did this first, never this suddenly, and never with such hunger. She moaned softly as her lips stretched around my shaft, tongue sliding over the head like she’d been thinking about this moment all night.

My eyes widened. She was really sucking. Not lazily. Not for show. She was working my cock like it was her favorite thing in the world.

The wet, rhythmic sounds of her mouth filled the room. Her hand stroked what she couldn’t fit in her mouth, and it wasn’t long before she was bobbing her head in earnest, cheeks hollowing, eyes fluttering closed.

I couldn’t stop watching.

Her lips were slick, her hair falling in her face, her small hand working in time with her mouth. I felt myself swelling harder in her throat and her reaction—her moan—nearly pushed me over the edge.

I stared in disbelief. Beth never sucked cock like this. Not mine. Not anyone’s, as far as I knew. But now she was taking me in like she was making up for something. Or maybe claiming something. I didn’t know.

And the way she kept glancing up at me—that look—it was somewhere between apology and power.

When I groaned and warned her I was close, she didn’t stop. Instead, she pulled her mouth off with a wet gasp, her hand stroking fast and firm, and aimed my cock at her chest.

“Cum for me,” she whispered.

I exploded.

Thick streams shot across her chest and neck, pooling along her collarbone and soaking into the thin cotton of my old shirt. She didn’t flinch. Just kept stroking until every last twitch had passed.

Then she sat back, wiped a few drops from her chest with her fingers, and looked at me with a calm, satisfied smile. Her skin gleamed with fresh streaks of cum, and she looked utterly composed.

She took a long sip of her water. Then reclined into the corner of the sofa, one knee drawn up, legs parted slightly, the shirt still clinging wetly to her tits. And with that same knowing grin she said:

“Go make me a glass of wine.”

I stood without a word, cock still twitching, heart hammering. When I returned with the glass, she took it and sipped slowly, her eyes never leaving mine.

Then she leaned back, spread her legs a little wider, and whispered, “Now get down there and show me how grateful you are.”

I dropped to my knees without hesitation. The scent of her was overwhelming. And though she was cleaner than I had feared, I swore—I swore—there was still a faint taste of someone else on her. Not cum. Not sweat. Just something different.

I didn’t care. My tongue found her wetness and she gasped, rolling her hips forward. The night wasn’t over. Not by a long shot.

I lowered my head between her thighs, guided by the warm scent of her arousal and the memory of what I'd just watched from the doorway days earlier. She was already wet, her pussy flushed and glistening, and the moment my tongue touched her, Beth let out a soft gasp and leaned back deeper into the cushions.

I took my time.

Twenty minutes passed, maybe more, as I stayed down there like a man possessed—my tongue circling her clit, dipping inside her, teasing her, tasting her. Every now and then she’d reach for her wine and take a slow sip, sighing above me like some decadent goddess being worshipped.

She came the first time quickly. Her body shuddered and she let out a high, breathy moan, hips lifting into my mouth. But I didn’t stop. I licked through her orgasm, relishing the feel of her thighs tightening around my head. Then again, maybe five minutes later, her second orgasm hit—this one deeper, longer, her breath catching as she whispered my name and gripped the armrest beside her.

Her third took longer, more of a slow build. Her nipples were hard under the thin shirt soaked with my cum, and her legs trembled around my shoulders as she rode my tongue, guiding my pace with soft, insistent thrusts of her hips. Each time she came, I felt a strange pride. Like I was proving something. Reclaiming something. Or maybe just losing myself in her completely.

I looked up at her between her spread legs, her head tilted back, her hair a mess, her lips parted as she sipped her wine lazily, skin flushed and glowing. She looked so composed—so satisfied—it sent a strange jolt through me. That image, the contrast of elegance and filth, stirred something I didn’t want to name.

And I couldn’t help but think of Mel.

That video. The way she’d slumped back, cum dripping from her used pussy as her husband got on his knees. I thought of that moment as I gazed up at Beth now—my face buried in her, her scent all over my lips, her slick pussy twitching under my tongue.

But Beth’s pussy wasn’t dripping with another man’s cum.

Not yet.

Still... the image lingered. I started to imagine it—what it might look like. The way her lips might glisten if Paul had been there first. Would she taste different? Would she look more like Mel then?

That thought made my tongue move faster. I didn’t even realize how hard I was again, pressed against the couch, untouched, just consumed by her.

Beth moaned again, louder this time, and her thighs quivered around my face. She looked down at me as she came once more, wine glass trembling slightly in her hand.

I licked her through it all—my mouth full of the woman I loved, the woman I shared, even if only in my mind. And as she collapsed back against the couch, spent and glowing, I just kept licking... not knowing anymore where the fantasy ended and we began.

We didn’t say much after that.

Beth eventually set her wine glass down on the table beside the couch and stood, her body still flushed from the orgasms I’d given her. She didn’t look at me at first, just gathered up the shirt she’d been wearing—still stained with streaks of my cum—and pulled it over her head, smoothing it down absently like she was trying to make things neat again. Normal.

“Bed?” she asked softly, like it was any other night.

I nodded.

We walked upstairs in silence. Her hand brushed mine once on the stairs, and I instinctively reached for it—but she didn’t take it. Not fully. Just a light touch, and then she let go.

In the bedroom, she peeled off the cum-streaked shirt and slid into bed without saying anything. I went to the bathroom, splashed water on my face, and stared at myself in the mirror. My lips still tasted like her. My mind still replayed the image of her lounging back with her wine, flushed, used, sated.

When I joined her in bed, the lights were off. She lay on her side, facing away, and I climbed in quietly behind her. I could smell her hair, feel the heat radiating from her bare back, but neither of us reached out.

No mention of Paul. No questions. No confessions.

We just lay there in silence, pretending we were still who we’d been the day before. Trying not to think about how much everything had already changed.


Chapter 7

A few days later, I got the usual text from Paul: "You up for gym in the morning?" As if nothing had happened.

That was the strange part—between us, it didn’t really change anything. He didn’t act differently. Didn’t smirk or gloat. Just Paul, same as ever. Like it had all been part of some unspoken deal.

A couple of nights after that, we were hanging out at my place, just drinking a few beers and watching some late-night sports. The atmosphere was relaxed—comfortable, even. Whatever had happened with Beth, Paul didn’t bring it up, and neither did I.

Beth came home from shopping a little after ten. She stepped in with a few bags over her arm, smiled when she saw us sprawled on the couch with bottles in hand. She didn’t say much at first, just gave us that knowing look and headed upstairs.

A few minutes later she reappeared, barefoot, wearing tiny black shorts and a loose white top. The fabric clung softly to her chest, and her nipples were visibly hard beneath it. She walked into the kitchen like she didn’t notice—or like she knew exactly what she was doing.

She grabbed two fresh beers from the fridge, handed them to us, and poured herself a glass of wine. Paul gave a low, appreciative whistle. “Damn, Beth. Looking fine tonight.”

She just laughed, swatting his shoulder playfully as she sat down in the armchair opposite. “You boys behave.”

I didn’t feel jealous. I just watched her, suddenly aware of how openly she carried herself now. The way she moved. The way she didn’t seem to filter anything. It wasn’t just sexy—it was something new. Something bold.

And for the first time, I realized I wasn’t the only one seeing it.

Beth was curled into the corner of the armchair, legs tucked beneath her, lazily swirling the wine in her glass as we chatted about nothing in particular. She was flushed—not from alcohol, not entirely—but from something else. Her eyes kept drifting to Paul. And mine, to her. There was a tension thick in the air, a kind of heavy hum we were all dancing around.

Paul set his empty beer down with a quiet clink and looked over at her.

“You know,” he said casually, stretching one arm across the back of the couch, “when Luke and I first talked about the idea of you and me... I told him how much he’d enjoy watching us. How it might actually be better if he saw it for himself.”

Beth sipped her wine, eyes locked on his. “Mmhmm,” she hummed, but didn’t say more.

Paul leaned forward slightly. “Maybe it’s time we gave him that show.”

Beth exhaled slowly, not startled, not scandalized—just calm. She turned her head to look at me. Her eyes searched mine, waiting. I couldn’t say anything. I don’t know if I nodded or just didn’t look away. But whatever I gave her in that moment, it was enough.

She set her glass down and let Paul take her hand. He pulled her gently from the chair toward the couch, and she let him, her body moving like it was part of some slow, sensual dance. I didn’t stop her. I couldn’t.

They sank onto the cushions together, her nestled against him, his arm curling possessively around her waist. Then he tilted her chin up and kissed her. Not a quick kiss. A full, open-mouthed, claiming kiss. Her lips parted for him without hesitation, accepting his tongue, matching it.

Her hand came up to his shoulder, then around his neck, pulling him in tighter. Their kiss deepened, their bodies pressed close, and all I could do was sit there and watch, my heart pounding and cock thickening in my jeans.

It wasn’t just the kiss—it was what it meant. The way Beth melted into him. The quiet inevitability of it.

She hadn’t even taken her top off yet, but I already knew there was no turning back.

Beth looked at me for just a second—her cheeks slightly flushed, lips parted, pupils wide. Then she dropped her gaze and slowly slid off the couch, settling on her knees between Paul's legs like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Paul leaned in close, his voice low and deliberate but meant for both of us. “Show Luke what you like doing. He wants to see it. Show him how much you love sucking my cock.”

Her breath caught audibly in the quiet room. She didn’t say a word—she didn’t have to. The way she moved said everything. Her hands came to his thighs first, gently bracing herself, and then Paul reached down and tugged the white top over her head in one fluid motion. Her breasts spilled free—full, soft, flushed from arousal. Her nipples were already hard, and when Paul reached forward and pinched one between his fingers, she moaned—low and helpless.

Then, as though on cue, her hands went to the button of his shorts. She unsnapped them slowly, methodically, and Paul lifted his hips to let her tug them down. She peeled them away, exposing him completely. No boxers underneath. Just that thick, heavy cock resting against his thigh, already half-hard and growing.

I couldn’t stop staring.

Beth glanced up at me once more, her fingers wrapping around the base of his cock, trying to get a grip. But it was too thick—her fingertips didn’t meet. Her mouth hovered above it for a heartbeat... then she leaned in and pressed her lips to the tip.

And just like that, it began.

“Holy fuck, man, your girl really knows how to suck cock,” Paul grinned, glancing over at me with an expression halfway between admiration and possession.

It hit me like a wave—this was the first time they'd done this in front of me. The first time I wasn’t hiding outside a window, watching from the shadows. They knew I was there, and they were putting on a show. For me. For her. For him.

Beth’s blonde head bobbed slowly between Paul’s thighs, her pink lips gliding wetly over his thick shaft. Her cheeks hollowed each time she pulled back, and when she took him deeper, she moaned around him, eyes half-lidded in lust. Paul reached down and twisted her nipples between his fingers, making her flinch and gasp, but she didn’t stop. If anything, she seemed more desperate to please him.

“That’s right, baby,” he purred, fingers gripping the back of her head now, guiding her rhythm. “Lick it good... take it down. Get as much of it in that pretty mouth as you can.”

She gagged a little as he pushed her deeper, tears prickling in her eyes as his cock pressed against her throat. I watched in stunned silence, my own cock already painfully hard in my jeans. She didn’t even look at me anymore. She was completely focused on him—her lips glistening, spit running down her chin, hands pumping what her mouth couldn’t take.

“This is what you’ve been wanting to see, isn’t it, Luke?” Paul’s voice cut through, rougher now, more direct. “Beth sucking black cock. Really sucking it. You see how much she loves it? Look at her.”

Beth moaned around his cock, and I couldn’t tell if it was a reaction to his praise, or to the pleasure she was giving herself by doing this so brazenly in front of me.

“I guess she told you I fucked her the other night,” Paul went on, his tone smug and low. “Fucked that tight little cunt of hers good. She was amazing, man. Took every inch of me. You should’ve heard her.”

Beth responded by gripping his shaft harder, her fist stroking him in rhythm with her sucking. Her eyes closed briefly, then fluttered open to meet his, and for a moment it felt like I wasn’t even there.

She was completely his. And I was completely transfixed.

“Beth’s made for fucking. You’ve been holding her back, man,” Paul grinned, his hand sliding over her bare back as she knelt obediently between his thighs. “We need to get this filly out of the barn. Let her run a little.”

Beth moaned softly around his cock as he said it, her mouth working his thick shaft with a slow, wet rhythm that made my stomach clench. She looked up at him with glassy eyes, her lips stretched wide, saliva glistening on her chin, her breasts swaying slightly with each movement.

Then Paul turned his gaze toward me, that smug, amused smirk tugging at the corners of his mouth. “That turn you on, Luke? Watching your girlfriend suck my cock? Knowing I’ve already been inside her. That I’m gonna stretch that tight little hole of hers again tonight with this black dick?”

I didn’t answer. Couldn’t. I just stood there, frozen, throbbing in my jeans.

He narrowed his eyes and gave a knowing chuckle. “That make that little dick of yours hard, huh?”

I nodded before I even realized I was doing it. Slowly. Ashamed, but too far gone to lie. There was no pretending anymore. I was rock hard, straining against the denim, watching Beth slurp and drool all over his cock like she’d been waiting her whole life for it.

“Tell her,” Paul coaxed, running a hand through her hair and guiding her rhythm again. “Tell Beth how much you’ve wanted this. How we talked about it. Come on, man. You’re just like all those other white boys that get off watching their woman taken by a brother. You like watching it, don’t you?”

Beth pulled off him for a breath, her lips red and puffy, spit dripping onto her breasts as she turned to glance at me—curious, maybe even amused. Waiting to hear it.

My throat was dry. My voice cracked when I finally spoke. “I do. I’ve thought about it for a long time. About watching you... watching her.”

My voice trailed off, but Paul was already grinning. He turned back to Beth.

“Damn, you’re one hot slut. Motherfucker,” Paul groaned as Beth continued her assault on his balls, licking and sucking with a fevered hunger I’d never seen in her before. Her breasts swayed with each movement, and her nipples—rock hard and dark—jutted out, tighter than I’d ever seen them. She moaned with every wet pass of her tongue, lost in the act, her eyes fluttering closed like she was savoring every taste.

She took one of his balls into her mouth and sucked gently, then the other, her hands gripping his thighs as if anchoring herself. When she looked up at him, her cheeks were flushed, her lips shiny with spit. I couldn’t believe what I was seeing—Beth, my Beth, on her knees, gleefully worshiping another man's cock and balls like she was starved for it.

Paul slid lower on the couch and raised his legs slightly, exposing more of himself. Beth didn’t hesitate—she moaned again, deeper this time, and moved without being told, lifting his heavy balls with one hand and flicking her tongue beneath them. His groans grew louder, raw, while she licked insistently lower. My jaw clenched as I watched her tongue dart down, her moans vibrating against his skin.

She was panting now, breathing through her nose as she sloppily kissed around his taint, her flushed chest rising and falling. “God, I’m such a fucking slut,” she murmured breathlessly between licks, almost in disbelief, her voice thick with arousal. I saw her press her thighs together as if trying to ease the ache building between them.

Paul growled above her, threading his fingers into her hair. “That’s right, baby. Lick it all. Fuck, you love it down there, don’t you?”

Beth moaned again in response, louder this time, and began grinding herself against the couch cushion as she tongued him eagerly, shamelessly. Her body was trembling with excitement—this wasn’t a woman tolerating humiliation. This was a woman craving it, feeding on it, soaking in it.

And I couldn’t tear my eyes away. My cock was painfully hard, throbbing through my pants as I watched my girlfriend abandon herself completely to something darker, filthier, and more intoxicating than anything we’d ever dared speak of out loud.

“Fuck yeah,” Paul groaned, his voice low and ragged. “Yeah, that’s what I’m talking about. Lick my ass. Goddamn, you’re a dirty little bitch. Fuck.”

I sat frozen, my cock rock hard, watching the woman I thought I knew on her knees, her tongue working over his ass like she couldn’t get enough. Beth. My Beth. I’d struggled for years just to get her to give head, and here she was, down on all fours in front of Paul, her moans wet and desperate, licking and sucking his ass like it was something she craved.

She didn’t hesitate, not for a second. Her body moved with purpose—like she needed this. Her hands squeezed his thighs as she pressed her face in deeper, tongue flicking and circling, spit glistening on her lips and chin. She moaned again, the sound raw and breathless, and her nipples were as stiff as I’d ever seen them, poking like little bullets against her chest as her body rocked gently with each lick.

“That’s right, stick that tongue in there, slut. Lick my ass,” Paul growled. “You filthy little slut. God, you fucking love it, don’t you?”

Beth let out a muffled moan, her voice nearly a whimper of pleasure, and reached down with one hand to rub herself against the couch cushion—grinding slow and steady, completely overtaken by the act.

He kept going, his voice cruel and aroused. “You dirty little slut... look at you. Slobbering on my ass like you were made for it. You fucking love being my nasty little whore.”

And she did. I could see it in the way she squirmed, in the way she kept moaning, in the way her eyes fluttered shut like she was close to cumming just from licking him. This wasn’t some performance. She was into it—deeply, shamelessly turned on by every filthy thing he said and did to her.

She dove back in, licking and sucking with growing desperation until her whole face was slick, and Paul finally pushed her back by the shoulders, looking down at her with a satisfied smirk.

“It’s time,” he said, standing up. “I’m gonna tear that pussy up.”

Beth was panting, cheeks flushed, chest heaving, eyes glassy with arousal. And I just sat there—aching, speechless, turned on beyond belief—as I watched the woman I loved transform into someone else entirely.

"That's what you've been craving, isn’t it?" Paul growled, one hand gripping the base of his thick cock as he knelt behind her. Beth didn’t speak—she just gave a breathless, hungry nod, eyes wide, lips parted, her flushed face angled back at him. Then, more clearly, "Yes... I want it. I want all of it."

She dropped to all fours beside the couch, her back arched, ass lifted, blonde hair spilling over her shoulders. Her blue eyes found mine as Paul moved in behind her, and she held my gaze. Even as his hand grasped her hip and lined himself up, even as that thick, dark shaft pressed against her wet entrance—she looked at me. No shame. No hesitation. Just raw, electric anticipation.

I wanted to look away. I didn’t.

Paul slid the head in slowly, stretching her tight, glistening folds open with measured pressure. Her mouth fell open. “Oh—fuck...” she moaned, her voice trembling. She pushed back, hungry for more, even as her fingers curled into the carpet.

I felt it then—an almost sick twisting in my gut. Watching her body swallow him, inch by thick inch, was like watching her disappear into something primal. And I was hard. My cock ached, throbbing in my jeans, humiliated by how aroused I was just watching.

Paul leaned over her, one hand gripping her hair, the other wrapped around her waist, and drove in the rest of the way with a groan. Beth gasped, her back arching like a bow, her nipples like pebbles beneath her swaying breasts. She let out a broken, desperate cry as he bottomed out inside her.

“You feel that, baby?” he rasped, voice thick. “That’s what your little pussy’s been waiting for.”

She moaned again, louder this time—shameless, wrecked. “God, yes... yes... fuck, that feels so good...”

The slap of skin on skin started slowly, but fast built into a rhythm that echoed through the room. Paul was relentless. Beth met every thrust, her body slick with sweat, her moans rising in pitch. She was into it—not just taking it, but begging for it with every breath, every whimper, every twitch of her hips.

And I... I couldn’t deny it. My girlfriend—my Beth—was being fucked harder, deeper, more thoroughly than I’d ever managed. And I was rock hard. Watching. Needing.

When her head tipped forward and she started to moan uncontrollably—fingers clawing at the carpet, legs trembling—I knew she was close. Her cries were so raw, so overwhelmed with sensation, it was clear: she wasn’t just enjoying it. She was lost in it.

And all I could do was sit there and watch her unravel.

“Oh God... fuck, I love it. I love it so much,” Beth gasped, her voice thick with disbelief and lust. She glanced downward for a moment—at the place where Paul’s cock disappeared inside her—then looked straight at me again. Her eyes locked onto mine, wild and shining, and I felt something in my chest twist and tighten.

This was Beth. The woman I’d been with since college, the woman I shared a life and a bed with—now pinned beneath another man, and loving it. Every part of me screamed this should feel wrong... but all I felt was heat, pounding through my body, pooling hard and desperate in my cock.

Her legs wrapped tighter around Paul’s waist as he drove into her, the sharp slap of his dark hips against her pale thighs ringing in my ears. My breath caught. I was throbbing, straining, and before I even knew it, I had my zipper down. My hand slid into my pants, and I groaned softly as my slick palm stroked over the head of my cock, then slowly down the shaft. I was watching her take him—watching the woman I loved get fucked by someone else—and I was more turned on than I had ever been in my life.

Paul suddenly pulled out, and I thought for a moment it was over, that Beth would come to her senses, that we’d all snap out of this madness. But no—he just wanted a better view.

He shoved the coffee table out of the way, then helped Beth onto her back on the rug. She moved without hesitation, eyes burning, lips parted in anticipation. She lay down and lifted her legs high, spreading herself wide open for him, her heels dangling in the air.

Paul knelt between her thighs, his cock glistening, heavy and thick in his hand. He guided it to her soaked entrance, and I watched—really watched—as her pussy swallowed him all over again, inch by inch, until he was buried deep. Her back arched, a strangled cry tore from her throat, and she clutched at his arms as he began to thrust.

Her whole body responded—hips rising, thighs trembling, nipples stiff and flushed pink. And still, her eyes kept finding mine, like she wanted me to see it. To know this was happening. To feel every second of it.

And I did.

As my hand slid faster along my cock and her moans filled the room, I realized there was no going back.

“Oh fuck, yes... that’s it,” Beth panted, her voice ragged, breathless, desperate. “Fuck me with that big black cock. God, it feels so good—so fucking good. You’re filling my pussy like I’ve never been filled before. I love your cock... I love how deep it goes...”

The words hit me like a jolt to the chest. My stomach clenched, but my cock twitched violently in my hand. There was no pretending now—I was fully hard, throbbing, transfixed. Watching her say those things, mean those things, watching her fuck him like she needed him inside her—it had me on the edge of losing my mind.

Paul leaned down and kissed her, slow and deep, and to my shock she kissed him back just as hungrily. Their mouths slid over each other, lips parted, tongues curling together. I swallowed hard, torn between something like heartbreak and the kind of arousal that made my skin burn.

Then his mouth broke away and moved lower, his tongue trailing over her cheek, her neck, her collarbone. Beth tilted her head, letting him taste her, her fingers digging into his back as she gasped and writhed beneath him.

His cock kept driving into her, relentless and deep. Her pussy lips clung to his slick shaft each time he pulled back, a wet sheen of her arousal glistening on his dark skin. She was soaking for him—visibly, shamelessly soaked—and he was using every inch of her.

Beth moaned louder now, her body arching with every thrust, her thighs trembling as he fucked her harder. She wasn’t trying to hold back anymore. She was lost in it, overtaken, letting herself go. And as Paul collapsed over her, still moving with long, punishing strokes, his dark body pressing her pale form into the rug, the contrast was almost too much to process.

Beads of sweat ran down his sides, dripping onto her flushed chest. Her nipples were stiff, her hands tangled in his hair, her voice a blur of needy sounds muffled beneath his kisses.

Beth wrapped her legs tightly around Paul’s back, her bare feet locking behind him as his powerful hips drove forward with punishing force. Every thrust made a deep, wet sound that filled the room, each one making her gasp louder. Her head rolled back, mouth open, eyes fluttering with the raw pleasure she was receiving.

Paul turned to me with a smug grin, his deep voice taunting. “That’s it. Keep stroking that little dick while I show you what she really needs. I told you she’d love it, didn’t I? I told you she’d take every inch of my cock and beg for more.”

Beth didn’t flinch. She turned her head toward me, locking eyes, a wild, heated look on her face that was unlike anything I’d ever seen before. “You wanted this, didn’t you?” she moaned, her voice thick with lust. “You wanted to see me like this. Getting ruined. And now you can’t stop jerking off, can you? Watching me take him like I was made for it.”

I could barely respond. My cock throbbed in my fist, leaking as I jerked it in rhythm with Paul’s thrusts, my mind torn between humiliation and white-hot arousal.

“I’m a slut for this,” Beth gasped. “God, I didn’t know it would feel this good. He’s stretching me so deep. It’s like my pussy was waiting for this cock all along.”

Paul bent over her and bit her shoulder, grinding into her harder. “Say it again. Louder.”

Beth didn’t hesitate. “I’m a fucking black cock slut,” she moaned, her voice shaking. “Look at me, Luke. I love it. I love being fucked like this. I love being watched while I take him.”

My stomach turned with something between pain and ecstasy as I watched her, her body arching, tits jiggling from the force of his thrusts. She looked beautiful—wrecked, ecstatic, not mine anymore.

Beth let out a deep cry, her voice breaking as she came. Her whole body clenched around him, her arms wrapped around his neck as she pulled him into a ferocious kiss. He never stopped moving, his thrusts slower now, grinding into her as she twitched and whimpered beneath him, soaked and undone.

I couldn’t stop stroking. Couldn’t look away. And as they kissed—deep, wet, completely connected—I came hard, groaning helplessly as my cum splashed across my own stomach.

Beth saw it. She smiled at me while Paul kept fucking her. “That’s it,” she said softly, her voice almost tender despite the filth. “You just sit there and stroke. Let us finish.”

Paul was thrusting into her harder now, the slap of skin on skin echoing through the room. Beth’s hands gripped the back of the couch, knuckles white, her head thrown back in ecstasy. Her whole body jolted with each of his deep, punishing strokes. She was close—I could tell from the sound of her voice, the way it rose uncontrollably with every breathless moan.

“I’m gonna cum,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “Don’t stop... don’t you fucking stop—”

Paul growled low in his throat, and a second later, he slammed into her one last time, holding himself deep. Beth let out a helpless, broken sob as her body convulsed. I could see it happen—the way her pussy clenched around him, how her thighs quivered, how her orgasm rippled through her like a shockwave. And then Paul was cumming. Hard. His body jerked against hers as he emptied himself inside her with a grunt, his cock pulsing deep in my wife’s cunt.

Neither of them moved for a few long, unbearable seconds. Then Paul pulled out slowly, and a thick trail of cum immediately followed, spilling down the inside of Beth’s thigh. She whimpered softly but didn’t move.

He turned to me, still catching his breath, and casually zipped up his jeans.

“Cheers, bro,” he said with a half-smirk, brushing past me on his way to the door. I followed him numbly, my legs like stone. I opened the front door and watched him walk down the path, not looking back.


Chapter 8

When I turned around and stepped back into the living room, I froze.

Beth hadn’t moved from the couch. But now, she’d repositioned herself—slouched deep into the leather cushions, legs sprawled apart, her chest rising and falling in slow, heavy breaths. Her tits were streaked with cum, still glistening, and her flushed skin shimmered with sweat. Her face was a ruined masterpiece—mascara smudged, cheeks flushed, lips parted, her expression dazed and glowing. She looked wrecked. Used. And proud of it.

Then I noticed the wine glass. Sitting neatly in her hand.

And the cigarette.

Beth never smoked. Ever.

But now she held one between two cum-slick fingers, took a shaky drag, and exhaled slowly through parted lips like she’d been doing it her whole life. The scent hit me immediately—rich, smoky, almost sweet—and with it, the memory of the video. Mel’s video. The one that started everything.

Beth tilted her head back, eyes still closed, and in a low, throaty voice that was half-moan, half-mocking, she said, “God... I needed that. After what you boys just did to me...”

She didn’t even open her eyes.

I stood there, staring at my wife—legs still spread, pussy visibly leaking cum onto the couch cushions, thighs glistening. She hadn’t even tried to clean herself up.

She was giving me the show I’d fantasized about. Word for word. Scene for scene.

And it broke me.

My cock was throbbing. Every nerve in my body screamed to fuck her—just to bury myself in her and pretend none of it mattered, to pretend she was still mine. But something deeper, more primal, pulled me downward instead. My knees hit the carpet before I even knew what I was doing.

Just like Mitch.

I saw the flicker of recognition in Beth’s eyes. She didn’t flinch. Didn’t look surprised. She just shifted her hips and leaned back further, like a queen reclining on her throne, legs wide open, cunt dripping. The wine glass was still in her hand. The cigarette—still burning between two cum-smeared fingers—hovered at the corner of her lips as she took another slow drag, smoke curling upward as she gazed down at me.

Beth didn’t speak. She didn’t have to.

The scent hit me first—warm, sharp, unmistakably sexual. Then I looked at her cunt. It was absolutely wrecked. Flushed, swollen, glistening with fresh wetness and thick streaks of Paul’s cum still oozing from her. The inside of her thighs shimmered with it. And I knew what I was about to do. I knew exactly what she wanted—what I needed, even if I hated myself for it.

I leaned in and dragged my tongue through the mess.

The taste was revolting. Salty. Sour. The texture was worse than anything I’d imagined. Slippery and sticky and clotted in places, coating my tongue in a way that made my stomach turn. I gagged almost instantly, the back of my throat convulsing, but her sharp intake of breath—followed by a low, desperate moan—made me keep going.

She smoked as I licked.

That detail shattered me. It was so rude. So filthy. So wrong. And it turned me on in a way I didn’t understand. Watching her calmly puff on that cigarette while I knelt between her legs and sucked the cum from her pussy—my wife, soiled, relaxed, utterly in control—it was obscene. Dominant. Beautiful. Degrading. And I couldn’t stop.

My tongue circled her clit, lapped between her lips, traced around the slick, leaking opening that Paul had just filled. I could still feel his cum, thick and viscous, coating every inch of her. It got on my chin, my lips, my nose. I could smell it in my beard. I wanted to vomit. And I wanted to make her cum.

“Fuck...” she groaned. The wine glass clinked as she set it down, finally freeing both hands. She used one to ash the cigarette, then brought it back to her mouth and smoked again, head tilted back, eyes half-lidded.

Her free hand slid into my hair, not guiding me—just resting there, like a reminder. A symbol of ownership.

“You’re so fucking good at that,” she murmured, voice rough with pleasure. “So good at licking up his mess.”

I whimpered against her. I didn’t mean to—it just came out, pathetic and raw. My tongue was moving frantically now, working through the shame, through the filth, through the foulness that coated her. I hated it. I needed it.

Beth gasped, her hips jerking upward.

She came.

Her pussy pulsed against my mouth, and I kept licking, hungrily, greedily, as if the orgasm might make the taste tolerable. It didn’t. It just mixed with more slickness, more fluids, more of everything I should have found disgusting but couldn’t stop devouring.

I felt her shudder again. Her thighs closed around my head as her second orgasm rolled through her body, harder this time. She groaned low and deep, dragging hard on the cigarette as if it gave her strength, smoke spilling from her mouth in ragged bursts.

I didn’t stop. I couldn’t.

My whole body ached. My jaw throbbed. My stomach was in knots. But I licked her until she screamed.

Her third orgasm hit like a shockwave—violent, overwhelming. Her back arched, her heels dug into the cushions, and she cried out my name in a shattered voice, clutching my head with both hands as her whole body spasmed.

And then she collapsed.

Her limbs went slack. The cigarette finally dropped from her fingers and burned out in the ashtray. Her chest rose and fell in heavy, trembling breaths. Her pussy was glistening, freshly flooded with her own release, streaks of Paul’s cum still clinging to the edges.

I sat back on my heels, panting, dazed. My face was a mess. My mouth tasted like sex and shame and filth. I didn’t speak. I couldn’t. I just stared at her—my wife, glowing, ruined, radiant.

Beth didn’t look at me right away.

She just lay there, her body humming, a little smile playing on her lips.

And I waited.

Waited for her to recover.

Waited for whatever came next.

Beth stirred slowly, her breath evening out as her body relaxed into the cushions. She blinked, stretched her legs slightly, then turned her head lazily toward me. Her lips were parted, still swollen from all she'd moaned through, her hair wild around her face.

Then, without a word, she reached for me.

Her fingers closed around my cock like it was the most natural thing in the world—like she hadn’t just been fucked senseless by another man, hadn’t just smoked a cigarette while I licked his cum out of her. Her hand was warm and slick and confident. She didn’t even look at me at first. Just rested back on the couch, eyes drifting over the ceiling, idly stroking me as if she were petting a cat.

My breath caught.

For a moment, I thought—hoped—this was it. That now she’d kiss me, touch me, whisper something to make it okay. That she’d give herself back to me, even just a little. That the humiliation had reached its peak and this was where it would flip.

But it didn’t.

She didn’t even sit up.

Her hand moved with a lazy rhythm, slow and casual, like she wasn’t trying to get me off so much as just keeping me hard. Her eyes half-closed again, mouth barely curving into a small, distant smile.

I tried to stay quiet, but the ache in my balls was unbearable. I needed release. I needed her.

“Will you... will you suck it?” I asked, my voice rough, embarrassed by how desperate I sounded.

Beth turned her head and looked at me for the first time. Really looked at me.

Then she giggled. Softly. Almost kindly.

“Not tonight, babe,” she murmured, brushing her thumb over the head of my cock like it was nothing. “My jaw aches.”

She didn’t stop stroking.

That was it. No apology. No teasing. Just a gentle, matter-of-fact rejection as if I’d asked her to run out for milk. She turned her eyes back to the ceiling like she was already drifting off.

And that did it.

The heat surged up before I could stop it. My thighs tensed. My stomach twisted. I tried to hold it back, tried to wait for her to look at me again, to give me something. But her hand kept moving—smooth, indifferent, mechanical—and within seconds, I was cumming. Hard.

All over myself.

Thick, desperate ropes spilled across my stomach and chest. My whole body jerked like I’d been shocked. I didn’t even moan—I just gasped, humiliated, broken, and painfully relieved.

Beth didn’t even flinch. Didn’t comment. She just let go of my softening cock and reached lazily for the wine glass again, taking a slow sip like nothing had happened.

I sat there, panting, covered in my own cum.

And she didn’t say a word.

It didn’t happen all at once.

After that night—after Beth recreated Mel’s scene, after I licked Paul’s cum from her, after I came all over myself from nothing more than her hand—things didn’t explode. There was no grand confrontation, no collapse of the marriage. Just... a shift. Quiet at first. Subtle. But unmistakable.

Paul started coming over every couple of weeks. Sometimes they fucked. Sometimes they didn’t. Sometimes she’d just kneel in front of him and suck his cock while I sat on the other end of the couch, pretending not to stare. It wasn’t always planned. Beth never called it a routine. But eventually, that’s exactly what it became.

Once a week, more or less. Usually in the evening. Beth would dress in something slutty—never for me, not anymore. A loose tank with no bra. Tight shorts. Sometimes nothing but a robe. She’d kiss me on the cheek, pour a glass of wine, and when Paul showed up, the air would change. Not tense. Not awkward. Just... electric. Like we were all falling into roles we knew by heart now.

He might say something like “Evening, babe,” as he walked past me and sat on the couch like it was his. And Beth would giggle, drop to her knees, and take his cock out like she couldn’t wait a second longer. Sometimes I watched. Sometimes I told myself I wouldn’t. But I always did. Watching her mouth stretch around him, her eyes flutter closed, the messy, obscene sounds—she loved it. She didn’t hide it anymore.

Sometimes she swallowed. Sometimes she let him cum on her face, her chest, even once on the carpet. She never asked for a towel. Never looked embarrassed.

And when he left, she’d curl up next to me like nothing had happened. Sometimes she’d jerk me off absentmindedly. Sometimes not.

It was surreal how quickly it became normal.

And then, six months later, there was this night. The moment I realized just how much things had changed.

The three of us were watching the game—something casual on a Saturday night. Paul had brought over a six-pack. Beth made snacks. I told myself it was just a social evening. Just friends. Just football.

Beth was sitting between us on the couch, one leg tucked under her, the other stretched across my lap. She looked beautiful—hair tied up, lips glossy, wearing one of Paul’s old T-shirts that barely reached her thighs. No bra. No underwear.

We’d all had a few drinks. Nothing heavy. Just enough to let the silence stretch comfortably between us.

Then, as the third quarter started, I felt her hand.

It slid into my lap like it belonged there. Fingers curling around my cock, already half-hard just from her presence. She didn’t look at me. Didn’t say a word. Her other hand, I noticed, had drifted into Paul’s lap too.

I swallowed.

She stroked us both with that same slow, lazy rhythm—completely unfazed, like she was adjusting the volume on the TV. Paul smirked, never taking his eyes off the screen. My breath caught in my throat, blood rushing to my face and my cock at the same time.

And still, nothing was said.

Beth shifted a little, curling her fingers tighter around Paul’s shaft, stroking him fully now. He was hard. Thick. Her hand glided over his cock with practiced ease. Then, without a word, she slid off the couch and knelt between his legs.

It was so casual, it felt scripted.

She leaned in, pulled his shorts down just far enough, and took him in her mouth with a deep, satisfied hum. Her back arched slightly, hair falling forward, one hand bracing against his thigh, the other still pumping the base of his cock. I watched Paul’s jaw tighten slightly, his chest rising.

He still didn’t look at her. He didn’t need to.

I turned to look at her profile, the way her lips stretched around his shaft, how her head moved in slow, confident strokes. Her tongue knew him. Her pace was steady. Intimate. This wasn’t performance. This was something she knew how to do. Something she liked to do.

I was rock hard, throbbing under my jeans, her earlier touches having left me twitching and breathless.

She didn’t draw it out.

After a few minutes, Paul tensed—just slightly—and Beth moaned low in her throat, letting him finish in her mouth. I saw her swallow. Saw her lips stay pressed against him for a beat longer, almost affectionate.

Then she sat back on her heels, wiped her mouth, and stood.

She didn’t say a word.

Beth climbed right back up onto the couch, into the space between us like she’d never left, and pulled her leg across my lap again. Her hand returned to my cock immediately, slipping beneath the waistband of my boxers this time, fingers wrapping around me with just enough pressure to make my head spin.

She leaned into me, her breath warm against my neck. “Good game?” she asked casually, as if we were talking about the score.

I could barely nod.

Her hand moved in slow, agonizing strokes. Nothing urgent. Nothing needy. Just patient, steady pleasure. Her thumb circled the head. Her grip pulsed slightly as I started to twitch.

“You’re close,” she whispered, smiling, still looking at the screen. Not at me.

I didn’t answer. Couldn’t.

She kept stroking, slower now. Almost cruel. Her fingers slick with precum. My thighs were tensing. My breathing was shallow. And she just sat there beside me, freshly full of Paul’s cum, hand moving like she was waiting for her popcorn to finish popping in the microwave.

And then I came.

It wasn’t loud or dramatic. Just a deep, gut-level release that emptied me into her hand, my whole body convulsing. My cock twitched violently in her grip as I spilled all over myself—on my stomach, my shirt, my jeans.

She finally turned to look at me.

“Good boy,” she murmured with a little smirk, and wiped her hand on my thigh.

Then she turned back to the TV.

And we just... kept watching the game.

Like it was the most normal thing in the world.

“Oh—funny thing happened today,” Megan said, sliding her phone onto the table as she poured herself a glass of wine. “I ran into someone who knows you from college. Her name’s Rachel, I think?”

I froze.

I don’t know what I was expecting her to say, but it wasn’t that. Not her. Not Rachel.

“Rachel?” I repeated, my voice tight. “Rachel who?”

She took a sip of wine. “Rachel Barnes. You know her, right?”

My stomach dropped.

Rachel Barnes.

It hit me like a slap. I didn’t need to hear anything else. Rachel from college. Married to Paul. I’d seen it on Facebook years ago. I’d even stared at the photos, barely able to believe it. They’d gotten together a couple years after everything with Beth fell apart. I hadn’t seen either of them in over a decade, but I never forgot. You don’t forget people like them.

Megan laughed, oblivious to the blood draining from my face. “Anyway, we got talking and totally hit it off. She’s hilarious. She said we should all get together sometime—you know, for drinks or dinner or something. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

I couldn’t speak.

I could already see it unfolding. Rachel and Megan, bonding. Swapping stories. Becoming friends. And Paul—inevitably, unavoidably—back in my life. He was always so casual. So confident. So magnetic. And if Rachel had married him, then she knew. She had to. She probably knew everything. And if Megan and Rachel really did become close, if we actually sat across a dinner table from them... how long would it take before old habits returned? Before subtle glances became something more? Before the man who had once filled my wife’s cunt and my mouth with his cum was back under our roof?

I could barely breathe.

“Oh, and she asked about Beth,” Megan added, laughing. “I didn’t even know they knew each other.”

Of course they did.

The past wasn’t gone. It had just been waiting. Quiet. Patient. And now it was walking straight through the front door again, wearing a smile and holding a glass of wine.

Megan looked at me, confused. “You okay?”

I nodded.

But inside, I already knew.

Paul was coming back.

And this time... I wasn’t sure I’d survive it.
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