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Blame it on the cable! 


The last bites of dinner had been simple but satisfying—leftover jambalaya from the lake trip, eaten at the kitchen table with the kids already fed and giggling through their bedtime routine. Claire pushed her plate away with a contented sigh, stretching her arms overhead as the faint scent of spices still hung in the warm Louisiana evening air.

“Lord, I’m stuffed,” she said with a lazy smile. “You outdid yourself reheatin’ that, baby.”

Mike chuckled, gathering the plates. “Anything for my favorite wife. Go on upstairs if you want—I’ll get these rinsed real quick.”

Claire gave his shoulder a grateful squeeze as she passed, her fingers lingering just a second longer than necessary. A few minutes later he joined her, the dishwasher humming softly behind him. The house felt quiet now, the kind of deep, tired quiet that came after a full day of sun, laughter, and family chaos. Their two little ones were finally down, doors cracked just enough for the nightlight glow to spill into the hallway.

Upstairs in their bedroom, the ceiling fan spun lazily overhead, stirring the humid air. Claire had already changed into an old tank top and soft cotton shorts that hugged her curves. She flopped onto the bed with a groan of relief, patting the spot beside her.

Mike slid in next to her, savoring the familiar press of her body as she nestled her head against his chest. Her dirty-blonde hair still carried the faint coconut smell of sunscreen from the lake.

“God, there’s just nothin’ good on tonight,” Claire complained, flipping through the channels with the remote. “I can’t find a single thing worth watchin’.”

“I know it,” Mike replied, his arm draped around her shoulders. He loved this part of the evening—the simple weight of her against him, the way her sun-kissed skin still felt warm from the day. “Shows these days just keep gettin’ dumber and dumber. Remember when we were kids and there was actually stuff worth stayin’ up for?”

Claire was drop-dead gorgeous, even in her tired, post-lake state: thirty years old, five-foot-eight, with that sun-kissed tan and a curvy figure that always turned heads—especially that big, round ass of hers that swayed just enough to make other men look twice. Mike had never quite gotten used to it, that little twist of pride mixed with unease whenever he caught the stares. He was a more modest-looking guy himself—five-eleven, thirty-two, a hard-working professional with an easy charm and quick humor that had somehow won her heart back in college. Together they’d built what looked like the perfect life: two beautiful kids, a spacious home just outside New Orleans, and the kind of comfortable rhythm most couples dreamed about.

They’d both been ready to call it a night and turn off the TV when Claire paused, her thumb hovering over the remote.

“Okay now… what in the hell is this?” she said with a surprised laugh, pointing at the screen. She’d landed on some show called My Wife’s Crazy Fantasies! on a channel neither of them recognized.

Mike snorted, unable to hold back his own laughter. “Oh my god—who even comes up with this crap?”

The couple sat together laughing nonstop as they watched the silly show for the next thirty minutes. It featured several couples candidly discussing their wildest sex fantasies right there on camera, something Mike and Claire found both incredibly fascinating and hilarious at the same time. The production was low-budget and over-the-top, but the raw honesty of the participants kept them glued to the screen.

The first couple was a polished, professional-looking pair in their late thirties from Chicago. The wife, a confident redhead, described her growing obsession with pain play—how she loved the sharp sting of a flogger across her thighs and ass, the way the burn melted into heat that left her shaking and desperate. Her husband admitted he got off on being the one to give it to her, watching her eyes glaze over as she begged for more. Mike shifted slightly on the bed, eyebrows raised.

Next came a younger, playful Latino couple from Miami. They grinned at the camera like they were sharing the world’s best secret as they talked about incorporating food into their sex life—whipped cream licked slowly off nipples, warm chocolate drizzled along inner thighs, sticky strawberries crushed between bodies during slow, messy grinding. The wife laughed as she described how the sweetness mixed with the salt of sweat made everything feel dirtier and more intense. Claire let out a surprised giggle, her hand resting on Mike’s chest.

The third pair was an older, unapologetic couple from Texas. The wife, curvaceous and bold, spoke openly about her love for watersports—how the warm rush, the slight humiliation mixed with trust, turned her on in ways nothing else did. Her husband watched her with open adoration as she described the thrill of letting go in the shower or during foreplay, the way it deepened their intimacy. Some of the fantasies veered into territory so taboo that the mostly sheltered couple from Louisiana had never even heard of them before. Yet what was undeniable was how the show slowly unlocked something inside Mike and Claire. A low, unexpected warmth spread through them both as they watched—part embarrassment, part curiosity, and something sharper underneath.

“Sheesh, there are some really kinky people out there!” Mike said with a smile, though his voice had taken on a slightly huskier edge.

“I know!” Claire replied, laughing with her husband. “And I thought my fantasy was wild, but compared to these women I look like a saint!”

Suddenly, the room fell quiet. The laughter from the show faded, and Mike realized they had never really talked about their own sexual fantasies before—not once in eight years of marriage. Their sex life had always been pretty vanilla, the kind of comfortable, predictable lovemaking you’d expect from a traditional Southern couple who went to church on Sundays and kept things respectable. A slow, horny little grin crept across Mike’s face as he turned to look at his wife.

“Well… what’s your big fantasy, huh?” he asked, his voice a little rougher than usual.

Claire’s cheeks flushed pink. She shifted against his chest, suddenly unable to meet his eyes. “Oh, uhh… um, I don’t know if I should say it. It’s kind of embarrassin’, and… I’m not sure how you’ll take it.”

Mike raised an eyebrow, surprised by how shy she sounded. “Wait, seriously? After all that wild shit we just watched? Come on, babe, there’s no way yours could be anywhere near as crazy as that stuff. Now you’ve definitely got me curious. What’s this big secret fantasy of yours?”

Claire bit her lower lip, her gaze finally locking onto his. She let out a long, nervous sigh, the kind that came from years of keeping something locked away. Her fingers fidgeted with the edge of the sheet.

“Just… promise me you won’t judge me or freak out, okay?” she said softly. “It’s just… this fantasy I have is kinda, well it’s a bit inappropriate for a married woman and all that. And I’m not proud of it, but it does… I don’t know… it gets me excited, I guess.”

Mike’s heart picked up. He gave a nervous laugh, trying to play it cool even as warmth spread low in his belly. “Baby… I love you no matter what. Why are you makin’ this so dramatic?”

Claire hesitated, biting her lip harder. “It might make you jealous.”

That admission hung in the air between them. Mike swallowed, his curiosity now fully mixed with a strange, unexpected thrill.

“Baby, listen to me,” he said, his hand sliding down to rest on her hip. “I promise I won’t get upset. We share everything together, right? There’s no reason to keep this a secret. I’m just curious now, that’s all.” He paused, feeling himself getting harder at the mere idea of her opening up. “How about I go first with my fantasy? Would that make you feel better?”

Claire’s fingers started tracing slow circles on his chest, a little more seductive now, like she was testing the waters. “Okay… good idea. You go first.”

Mike took a breath, feeling strangely brave with her warm body pressed against him. “Alright, well… something I’ve always wanted to do, but sort of been too scared to actually try it. Urm…so I really like the idea…urm…of us… having sex on the beach, at night! I don’t know why but I think it would be so hot.”

“Oh my gosh, that’s like totally illegal, right?” Claire said with a bright, slightly nervous laugh. “What if we actually got caught out there on the beach?”

Mike’s eyes lit up, his hand drifting lower down her side as he answered. “That’s exactly what makes it hot, don’t ya think? The chance of gettin’ caught… the thrill of doin’ somethin’ we’re not supposed to. Naughty as hell.”

Claire’s laugh softened into something breathier. She traced a slow circle on his chest with her fingertip. “Yeah… you’re right. There’s just somethin’ about the taboo side of it. I don’t even know why it turns me on, but it does. It really does.”

There was a brief, heavy silence in the room, the ceiling fan the only sound cutting through the thick Louisiana night air. Mike shifted beside her, his voice gentle but eager.

“So… your turn,” he said, trying to keep his tone light even as his pulse quickened. “What’s your big fantasy? You’ve had me on a knife’s edge wonderin’ for so long now. I can’t hold back my curiosity any longer.”

Claire looked her husband dead in the eyes, her heart hammering so hard she was sure he could feel it against his chest. Her mouth felt dry. She opened it, then closed it again, cheeks burning hot. Her fingers twisted the edge of the sheet nervously.

“Well…” she started, her voice barely above a whisper. “It’s never gonna happen, okay? I mean… we’re married and you’re the love of my life, so… this is just… just a fantasy, right? It doesn’t mean anything about us…” She trailed off, biting her lip hard enough it almost hurt. Another long pause stretched between them as she fought to get the words out.

“I, um… my biggest fantasy is that… that I’ve always wanted to get fucked by a…” Her voice cracked. She looked away for a second, then forced herself to meet his gaze again, the confession tumbling out in a rushed, embarrassed breath. “By a big… strong Black man. With a… with a huge cock.”

The words hung in the air like a live wire.

“WAIT… WHAT?” Mike said, unable to believe what he had just heard.

“I knew it! I knew you’d react like that!” Claire said, her voice cracking with embarrassment. She rolled away from him abruptly, burying her face in the pillow as heat flooded her cheeks. “You promised you wouldn’t get upset…”

The silence that followed felt suffocating. Mike blinked hard, still reeling, but the sight of his wife curling in on herself hit him like a punch to the gut.

“Baby… oh goodness, I’m so sorry,” he breathed, quickly shifting closer and wrapping his arms around her from behind. He pulled her back against his chest, pressing soft, apologetic kisses to her cheek, then her temple, then the side of her neck—over and over, like he could kiss the hurt away. “I didn’t mean to… shit, I’m sorry.”

Claire stayed tense in his arms for a long moment, face still half-hidden. Mike rested his forehead gently against the back of her head, his heart racing for an entirely different reason now.

“I’m sorry I reacted like that,” he said more softly, his voice thick with guilt. “There ain’t nothin’ wrong with havin’ that fantasy. It’s just… damn, babe, I totally wasn’t expectin’ it, that’s all.” He let out a shaky little laugh, still trying to wrap his head around the words that were now looping in his mind. His hand rubbed slow circles on her stomach, holding her close as the weight of what she’d confessed settled over both of them.

The room went silent again, the weight of her confession still hanging thick in the humid air. The ceiling fan kept spinning lazily overhead, but neither of them seemed to notice. After a long moment, Claire finally spoke, her voice small and shaky.

“No… I’m sorry,” she whispered, the words tumbling out in a rush. “I shouldn’t have even said that. It’s completely inappropriate for a married woman to even think somethin’ like that, let alone say it out loud. I feel so guilty for even havin’ that fantasy. You’re my husband… you’re the man I love more than anything in this world. Please forgive me.” Her voice cracked toward the end, and she turned toward him, eyes glistening as she fought back tears. She leaned in and kissed him passionately on the lips, desperate and apologetic all at once, like she was trying to erase what she’d just admitted.

Mike held her close, kissing her back for a few heated seconds before gently pulling away just enough to look at her. His own heart was pounding, a confusing storm of emotions swirling inside him—guilt for his initial reaction, love for the woman in his arms, and something else, something hotter and stranger that he couldn’t quite push down.

“You just answered honestly, and I appreciate that so much,” he said softly, his thumb brushing a tear from her cheek. “Please don’t feel bad, baby. I’m actually… really curious now.” He swallowed, his voice dropping lower. “What turns you on about Black men?”

Claire hesitated, her face burning. She buried her head against his chest for a second, then peeked up at him, her words coming out in a shy, breathless rush. “Well… I just find Black men so… so damn sexy. Especially the big, strong, athletic types, you know? And… you know what they say about the size of their… their cocks.” She let out a nervous, embarrassed laugh and covered her face with her hand. “Oh my gosh… I can’t believe I’m actually tellin’ you this.”

It was an incredibly surreal moment for both of them—lying there in their own bed, talking about something so completely forbidden. The air between them felt electric, charged with guilt, love, and a new, dangerous kind of heat.

Mike sighed softly, listening to his wife — the mother of his two children and the love of his entire life — openly describe her fantasies about Black men. It should have made him feel jealous or angry, or at least unsettled. Instead, something strange twisted low in his stomach. He didn’t understand it, not really, but his body was responding anyway. His cock twitched and began to harden under the thin sheets, growing firmer with every shy word she spoke.

“Well, you know what they say, right?” Mike joked, his voice a little huskier than he intended. He reached over and tugged up the hem of her silk pajama dress, exposing her big, round white ass. “Black men love white women with big butts… and they’d absolutely love this big round ass of yours.” With that, he gave her firm, juicy cheeks a series of playful but solid spankings, the sharp smacks echoing softly in their quiet bedroom.

“Mmmhmm, you know what’s hot?” Mike murmured, his voice lower now, a little rough around the edges. He kept his hand on her ass, gently squeezing one full cheek as he spoke. “I’ve actually seen quite a few of ’em give you these long, hungry stares at this big ole booty of yours when we’re out in public. I know they want a piece of it.”

A strange rush of pride mixed with something darker and more electric twisted in his chest. His five inch white cock was rock-hard now under the sheets, throbbing with every word, and he didn’t fully understand why this was turning him on so much. He should have felt jealous. Instead, he couldn’t stop imagining it.

Claire couldn’t help the soft, breathy moan that slipped out as his palm connected with her ass again. The sting bloomed into warmth that spread between her thighs. She had noticed those glances before—plenty of them—but saying it out loud like this felt dangerous. Exciting. Wrong in the best way.

“You… you think so?” she asked, her voice shy and uncertain, cheeks burning hot. She shifted her hips back against his hand, almost unconsciously. “You know, I actually don’t mind them looking. In fact… I find it a bit flatterin’…”

Mike couldn’t believe how turned on he was getting from all this. The idea of his sweet, curvy Southern wife — his beautiful Claire — getting fucked by a big Black man, someone much larger and stronger than him, had unlocked something deep inside that he never even knew existed. His little white cock was now raging hard, throbbing almost painfully against the sheets, and he couldn’t control it any longer.

He reached over and gently tugged the thin strap of her silk pajama dress down her shoulder, his eyes slowly tracing the soft curves of her sun-kissed body in the dim glow of the bedside lamp.

“You’re so beautiful, baby,” Mike whispered, his voice thick with need. He leaned in and kissed the side of her neck softly, lingering there as his hand trailed down to her waist, caressing her gently. “It’s okay to have these fantasies. It doesn’t change how much I love you… not one bit.” He paused, breathing her in. “In fact… it’s actually so fuckin’ hot.”

His fingers kept moving in slow, tender circles on her skin as he held her close. After a moment, the words slipped out, husky and eager. “What else gets you so turned on about big, strong Black men? Please… tell me more.”

“Mike! Oh gosh, where do I even start?” Claire said, her voice a mix of embarrassment and building excitement. She shifted against him, cheeks still flushed. “I think it’s just somethin’ I’ve always been curious about, you know? The way they’re built… so tall and strong and confident. It just does somethin’ to me. And the way everyone always talks about their… well, their big dicks… it makes a woman wonder what that would feel like.” She gave him a shy, seductive little look, then quickly added, “Not that there’s anything wrong with your size, of course, baby. I love you just the way you are.”

“Oh fuck… that’s so fuckin’ hot,” Mike moaned, the words slipping out before he could stop them. A fresh wave of that strange, intense arousal flooded through him—confusing, thrilling, and impossible to ignore. He threw the covers off and practically pounced on her, his hands eager as he tugged her short silk pajama dress up and off her body in one hurried motion. His little white dick stood rock hard, throbbing with need as he hovered over her.

Claire was pleasantly surprised by how quickly Mike had gone from shock to this obvious, eager arousal. One second he’d looked stunned, and now here he was, practically panting over her. A little spark of happiness — and something playfully wicked — flickered in her chest. Was this a fantasy he’d had too? The thought made her feel bold in a way she never had before.

She glanced down between them at her husband’s little erection. It was the only cock she’d ever known since they started dating back in college — familiar, reliable… and right now, harder than she’d seen it in a long time. A soft, delighted smile spread across her face as she reached down and wrapped her fingers around him, stroking slowly from base to tip.

“Mike…” she purred, her voice warm and teasing, eyes sparkling with newfound confidence. “This is really turnin’ you on, isn’t it, baby?” She gave him a gentle squeeze, stroking a little faster. “Oh my goodness… look how hard you are.”

Mike’s eyes stayed glued to his wife’s big, full breasts and her stiff pink nipples as he nodded eagerly. “Yeah, baby… it is,” he breathed. “I never knew you felt this way about Black men. It’s so fuckin’ sexy hearin’ you say it.” His hand slid greedily up her thigh and hooked into her panties, yanking them down and off her body in one frantic motion. “But I can’t deny it… the thought of all this is drivin’ me crazy. You, my sweet wife, gettin’ fucked by a big Black cock?” He kissed her neck again, his breath hot and ragged against her skin. “Fuck… that would be crazy. And… you know they’re so much bigger than me.”

He couldn’t hold back any longer. Mike positioned his cock — harder than it had ever been in his life — at her entrance and pushed inside her warm, wet pussy in one desperate thrust. “Ohhhh fuuuuck,” he moaned, the sound raw and broken. “Ohhh, you feel so fuckin’ good.” He started slamming into her as hard as he could, his little dick driving in and out with a frantic rhythm fueled by the heat of the moment and the dirty images now flooding his mind.

Claire’s eyes rolled back in her head as Mike filled her as much as he could. The extreme taboo excitement of their shared BBC fantasies added a filthy new thrill that was pushing them both dangerously close to the edge.

“Oh, Mike… I love you!” Claire gasped, her voice breathy and full of affection. Soft little moans escaped her lips right against his ear. Even though he wasn’t big, the raw passion and urgency in his thrusts felt more intense than ever before. She could feel her own arousal building fast, her body responding to the filthy new energy crackling between them.

Mike was lost in her — the heat of her pussy, the way her big breasts bounced with every desperate thrust, the scent of her skin. But the images flashing through his mind were driving him wild. He tried to slow down, to savor it, but his hips kept snapping forward almost on their own. Don’t cum yet… fuck, don’t cum yet… he thought frantically, biting the inside of his cheek, fighting the rising pressure with everything he had. His little cock was throbbing violently inside her, already dangerously close.

Claire wrapped her legs around him tighter, her nails lightly dragging down his back. Right as she felt him start to lose control — his rhythm turning erratic, his breathing ragged — she leaned up and whispered hotly in his ear:

“Keep going, baby… Ohhh fuck! Just like that…” She paused, then delivered the killer line with a shy, wicked little smile in her voice. “Imagine if a big Black guy was fucking me right now…”

That was it. The words hit Mike like a lightning bolt. The vivid image exploded in his head — his beautiful wife stretched around a huge Black cock, moaning louder than she ever had for him. He couldn’t hold back another second.

“Oh… fuck…!” Mike groaned loudly, his whole body tensing hard as the orgasm slammed into him. He buried himself as deep as he could and came explosively inside her, pulse after powerful pulse, far more intense than anything he’d ever felt before. The fantasy, combined with her dirty words, completely overwhelmed him.

He collapsed onto Claire, face buried in the crook of her neck, panting heavily, his heart hammering against her chest. “Oh fuck… I’m sorry, baby,” he gasped, still twitching inside her. “I tried so hard to keep it going… I just couldn’t. The thought of you with… a Black man… it was too much. Oh fuck.”

Claire’s body trembled beneath him, a symphony of sensations washing over her. The raw admission of her deepest fantasy combined with Mike’s sudden, desperate aggression had pushed her right over the edge. As his little dick spasmed and pulsed inside her, she came hard, waves of pleasure rippling through her core.

“It’s okay, baby… it’s okay, really,” she whispered softly, stroking his hair. “You fucked me so good. Size isn’t everything.” She kissed his forehead tenderly, a strange, warm sense of liberation blooming in her chest. Sharing her darkest, naughtiest desires with the man she loved felt freeing in a way she hadn’t expected. “It felt really good to finally admit my fantasy to you. I’m glad that you, uhm… seem to understand it.”

“I love you too, baby,” Mike murmured, his voice still shaky. “This really was a crazy night, huh…” As the post-orgasm clarity hit him like a freight train, a wave of embarrassment washed over him. What in the world just happened?

“Mmhmm. That was so hot,” Claire said, smiling as she pulled the covers over them and snuggled closer, her body warm and soft against his. “But remember, baby, this is all just a fantasy. I mean… it’s never gonna happen for real.”

“I know, I know,” Mike replied, trying to sound casual even though his voice still trembled a little. “But damn… talkin’ about this stuff sure does spice things up around here, doesn’t it?” He let out a weak laugh.

“I agree, it really does,” Claire said with a playful snicker. “I mean, I’ve never seen you get so riled up before! Well… good night, baby.”

Mike’s mind raced even as he held her. He couldn’t shake the vivid image of Claire with a strong, well-hung Black man — her curvy body writhing in pleasure that his smaller white cock could never give her. It’s just a fantasy… just relax, he told himself, trying to push the thoughts away. But there was no denying it. Claire’s BBC fantasy had unlocked something deep inside him that he never knew existed — something that could never be put back in the box.


A Month To Grow 


It had been one month to the day since Claire confessed her BBC fantasies to Mike. Their lives had since slipped back into the usual routine — work, family, church on Sundays, and the quiet predictability of their safe but boring small-town life just outside New Orleans. Kids to soccer practice, dinner on the table by six, the occasional backyard barbecue with neighbors. On the surface, everything looked exactly the same.

But beneath that comfortable routine, the whispers of that dirty conversation refused to fade. To Mike’s quiet surprise, Claire hadn’t brought it up again even once. She’d gone back to being her usual warm, loving self — the devoted wife and mother — almost as if she felt a twinge of guilt for ever saying those words out loud. Maybe she regretted opening that door. Maybe she was embarrassed. Whatever it was, her silence only made the thoughts louder in Mike’s head.

He couldn’t shake them. Not even close. At night, after Claire had fallen asleep beside him, Mike found himself sneaking away more and more often. He’d slip downstairs to the den or into the bathroom with his phone, heart pounding with shame and excitement as he indulged in his newfound addiction to interracial cuckold porn. What started as curiosity had quickly become something he couldn’t control. The guilt ate at him with every video he watched — these white wives, many of them curvy Southern-looking women who reminded him of Claire, moaning and stretching around huge Black cocks in ways that made his stomach twist and his own dick throb.

He never knew something like this could turn him on so intensely, but he couldn’t resist. There were thousands upon thousands of BBC cuckold videos online, and Mike was now watching them almost every single night. As he stroked himself in the dim glow of the screen, Claire’s words from that night echoed relentlessly in his mind — her shy confession, the way her voice had trembled. He pictured her in those scenes, her big round ass bouncing, her sun-kissed body given over to someone else. The fantasy consumed him, leaving him spent and ashamed each time he finished… only to start the cycle again the next night.

Mike awoke just before 9 AM to a peacefully empty household. Claire had already risen early, gotten herself dressed, gently woken the children, fed them breakfast, and driven them off to daycare before heading out for breakfast with her friends. As a stay-at-home mom, she excelled at it all — making sure the kids had everything they needed, keeping the house spotless and welcoming, and planning their days so meticulously that Mike’s life as the sole breadwinner felt far smoother than it had any right to be.

He lay there for a long moment in their quiet bedroom, staring at the ceiling fan spinning lazily overhead, and felt a deep swell of love for his wife. Claire was incredible — the heart of their little family, the one who held everything together with such grace and quiet strength. A soft smile touched his lips as he thought of her sun-kissed smile and the way she hummed old country songs while making coffee. But right on the heels of that warmth came the familiar inkling of guilt, sharper now than ever. Those BBC fantasies that had taken root in his mind were spiraling completely out of control. He hated how much they occupied his thoughts, how they tainted this perfect life they’d built together.

Pushing the unease aside as best he could, Mike dragged himself out of bed, hopped into the shower, got dressed, and headed off to work in downtown New Orleans.

The drive across the bridge into the city was the usual mix of humid morning haze and bustling traffic. Mike pulled into the parking deck of his office building, killed the engine, and sat for a moment in the dim concrete silence, trying to clear his head before the workday swallowed him. He made a decent salary working as a marketer for a big sports brand. The company’s president, Steve — better known by the employees as “Big Steve” — was a towering 6’6” former NFL pro in his mid-forties with a commanding presence that filled every room he entered. He demanded excellence from his team, and while Mike usually rose to the challenge, working under such a powerful, intimidating figure could be undeniably stressful at times.

He knew he’d have to stay late again tonight. The company was deep in crunch mode, preparing to launch an entire new line of athletic sportswear, and deadlines were tightening like a noose. With only about a hundred employees, the office had that familiar buzz of collective pressure — phones ringing, keyboards clacking, and the low hum of stressed but determined conversations drifting through the open-plan areas.

Mike walked in and almost immediately ran into Big Steve near the main entrance. Steve had taken a chance and hired him straight out of college ten years ago, and over the years the two had developed a genuine, almost mentor-like closeness. Mike was consistently one of the strongest performers on the team, and everyone knew Steve had a real soft spot for him.

They shook hands firmly, Steve’s massive grip still carrying that ex-NFL power. “Mornin’, Mike. You ready to crush this launch?” Steve asked with his usual commanding grin.

“Absolutely, boss. We’ve got some strong ideas brewing,” Mike replied, forcing a smile. They chatted briefly about timelines and a couple of key campaign angles before Mike excused himself and headed to his modest corner office.

The next nine hours disappeared in a whirlwind of focused intensity. Mike led brainstorming sessions with the marketing team, sketching out bold strategies, debating taglines, reviewing mockups, and refining every detail until the group finally landed on a solid, cohesive plan. By early evening, with the ideas sharpened and ready, Mike gathered his notes and walked down the hall to Big Steve’s spacious corner office.

“You and your team have hit it out of the park once again, Mike,” Big Steve said warmly, leaning back in his sleek, high-end leather chair. Behind him, the floor-to-ceiling windows offered a sweeping, breathtaking view of the New Orleans skyline, the city lights beginning to twinkle against the deepening twilight. “You guys are a big reason our sales keep climbing every quarter.”

Mike felt a familiar flush of pride, the kind that still made him feel like that eager kid fresh out of college. A slight blush crept up his neck as he smiled. “We appreciate that, sir. It’s truly an honor to be part of this company.”

Although all the critical work was done, Mike knew Big Steve insisted that everyone remain in the office until the extended workday officially ended at 9:00 PM. It was just past 8:00 now, and Mike finished the last bites of the catered dinner that had been brought in for the team — some lukewarm pasta and salad that tasted like cardboard after so many hours under fluorescent lights.

He leaned back in his chair in the quieting office, letting his body relax for the first time all day. The distant hum of a vacuum cleaner echoed down the hallway, and most of the team had already powered down their computers. But Mike’s mind refused to rest. It wandered straight back into the dangerous territory that had consumed him for weeks now — his new, all-consuming obsession with interracial cuckold porn. Even here at work, the urge hit him hard. His hands grew clammy, his leg started a subtle, nervous bounce under the desk, and he felt his little cock twitch and thicken in his slacks as vivid images flooded his thoughts: curvy white wives like Claire, moaning and surrendering to big, powerful Black men.

The guilt gnawed at him instantly. What the hell is wrong with me? he thought, rubbing his face. This wasn’t who he was supposed to be — the devoted husband, the reliable father, the guy who had it all together.

Suddenly, his phone buzzed on the desk. He picked it up and saw a message from Claire.

“Working late again tonight, honey?” she’d written, followed by a sad face emoji.

Mike sighed heavily, a fresh wave of guilt crashing over him. He typed back quickly:

“Yes baby. I’m so sorry… I forgot to mention how hectic this week was going to be at work. But things will settle down soon. I’ll be home as soon as I can.”

Moments later, her reply appeared. “The kids are already asleep for the night… I can’t wait for you to get home. I just got out of the bath.” Attached was a breathtaking naked selfie of Claire fresh from the tub. Her damp hair clung to her glowing, sun-kissed skin, water droplets still tracing paths down her full, heavy breasts and over the soft curve of her belly. Her big, round ass was prominently displayed as she’d angled the mirror just right, looking every bit the irresistible Southern beauty he’d married.

Mike let out a low, involuntary growl at the sight of his naked wife, his cock surging painfully hard in his pants. “Ohhhh fuck… god damn!”

“Fuck… I told myself I’d never do this at work again…” Mike groaned under his breath, even as his hands moved with shameful purpose. But he knew he couldn’t resist. The urges had him completely. That naked photo of Claire had pushed him past the breaking point, and his interracial porn addiction now held him in a vice grip he couldn’t shake.

The office was quiet this late, but not empty — a few distant voices and the occasional footsteps down the hall reminded him how risky this was. Heart hammering, he slowly slid his work trousers down just enough to free his little dick through the fly of his boxers. It was already rock hard and leaking. He opened his phone with trembling fingers and scrolled quickly, searching for something to take the edge off.

One video in particular stopped him cold. It showed an attractive white couple in their early thirties playing with an older, extremely well-endowed Black bull. The wife — curvy, with dirty-blonde hair and a sun-kissed body — looked strikingly like Claire. The resemblance hit Mike like a dopamine hammer. He hit play before he could talk himself out of it.

“Mmmhmm… is that big Black cock treatin’ you good, baby?” the cuckold husband asked in the video, filming close up, just inches away as the hung bull thrust into his wife in missionary. The camera captured every filthy detail — her pink pussy lips stretched tight around the thick, midnight-black shaft sliding in and out of her.

“Ohhh baby, he’s fillin’ me up so good!” the wife moaned back to her husband, voice dripping with pleasure. “I love this Black cock… ohhh fuck!”

Mike wanted to be that husband. He wanted to watch his own wife lose herself like that. A sharp pang of envy twisted in his chest for all the men brave enough to make this fantasy real — something he still couldn’t imagine actually doing.

“My god, that’s a huge BBC…” Mike whispered hoarsely to himself, eyes glued to the screen. “I can’t believe how hung some of these Black men are.” His mind flooded with memories of Claire’s shy confession that night, her soft Southern voice admitting how much the idea turned her on. He stroked faster, his hand a frantic blur as the woman on screen took the monstrous cock deeper, her married pussy stretched obscenely, little rivulets of the bull’s precum leaking out with every thrust.

“Oh my god… I wonder if Claire could handle a Black cock that big?” The thought pushed him straight over the edge. “Ohhh fuuuck!!”

Mike came hard, his body jerking and spasming in the office chair as thick ropes of cum spilled over his hand. The orgasm was intense, almost dizzying, fueled entirely by the taboo images of his wife.

He leaned back, chest heaving, trying to compose himself as the video kept playing in the background. With shaky hands he tucked his spent little white dick back into his trousers and let out a long, defeated sigh. “I gotta stop doin’ this,” he muttered. “I need to get this under control… it’s gonna get me in trouble one day.”

He stood up on unsteady legs and walked over to the small cabinet to grab a paper towel, wiping the mess from his hands. He stood there for a long moment, staring at nothing, still trying to catch his breath as the weight of shame settled heavily over him.

“Hey Mike! I got good news for you, buddy,” Big Steve called out cheerfully as he approached Mike’s office door and pushed it open without waiting for an answer.

Mike barely had time to react. The door hadn’t been fully shut, and with one casual nudge of Steve’s large hand, it swung inward. The towering 6’6” man stepped inside, still smiling—until his eyes landed on the laptop screen.

“W-what in the hell is going on in here…” Big Steve’s voice trailed off, his jaw going slack. On the screen, a massive Black cock was sliding in and out of a married white woman’s stretched pink pussy in explicit close-up, the wet sounds and her loud, shameless moans filling the small office. Steve’s initial shock shifted quickly into disbelief, and then something else—his dark eyes lingered on the scene, a flicker of unmistakable arousal crossing his face as he couldn’t quite look away from the hardcore interracial cuckold video playing out in full view.

Mike’s heart nearly stopped. He spun around in his chair, still clutching the crumpled paper towel in his fist, his face draining of color before flushing bright red. Pure panic flooded him. Oh God. No. Not now. Not him. He was frozen in place, unable to move, unable to slam the laptop shut, his little dick still half-exposed in his lap. His boss — the man who had hired him, mentored him, and held his entire career in his hands — had just walked in on him jerking off to interracial cuckold porn at work. The darkest, most taboo fantasy he had.

His cheeks burned crimson, and his mind raced desperately for any explanation that wouldn’t get him fired on the spot. “S-sir… I, I uh… can explain…” he stuttered, his voice cracking with desperation. His legs felt like lead. He needed to close the laptop, needed to pull up his pants, needed to do something—but the shock had him completely paralyzed. The damage was already done.

On the screen, the video kept playing mercilessly. The wife’s moans grew louder and more frantic as the powerful Black bull started thrusting faster and deeper, clearly building toward his climax.

“Please sir, cum inside my wife… fill her up with your big Black dick seed,” the cuckold husband begged desperately on the video. Moments later, the hung Black bull let out a deep, guttural roar and erupted, pumping thick ropes of cum deep into the petite white wife’s stretched pink pussy. The camera lingered on the messy creampie as it started to leak out around his thick shaft.

The video only lasted another thirty seconds before it ended, but for Mike it felt like an eternity. He sat there mortified, completely frozen in his chair, unable to move a muscle. His heart hammered so hard he could hear it in his ears. The small office suddenly felt suffocatingly tiny, the air thick with shame and the faint, lingering scent of his own cum on the paper towel still clutched in his hand.

Big Steve stood there the whole time, watching the scene unfold with an unreadable expression on his powerful face — a mix of surprise, curiosity, and something darker that Mike couldn’t quite decipher. The towering man’s presence seemed to fill the entire room.

Steve took a long moment to process what he’d just witnessed. One of his favorite, hardest-working employees — the reliable family man he’d mentored for a decade — jerking off to interracial cuckold porn at the office? The initial shock slowly melted away, replaced by a giant, amused smirk that spread across his face. He let out a low chuckle, almost like he was enjoying Mike’s humiliation a little too much.

“Hey Mike, I think I get it, man,” Steve said, his deep voice casual but laced with amusement. “It’s been a long day at work and sometimes you just gotta take a little break to ease the stress, you know?” He leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed over his broad chest, clearly savoring the moment.

“But maybe next time, Mike, you lock the door before you watch some of your… interesting porn fantasies, you know?” Big Steve said with a low chuckle. He walked over and clapped one massive hand on Mike’s shoulder, the weight of it heavy and paternal.

Mike stood there like a deer caught in headlights, mouth dry, completely unable to form words. He had never felt so humiliated in his entire life. His face burned crimson, sweat prickling at his hairline, and the crumpled paper towel was still clutched uselessly in his fist. The scent of his own cum suddenly felt overpowering in the small office.

“But hey, I just came to tell you the final touches are all done,” Steve continued, unable to wipe the smirk off his face. “I’m letting the team go home early. You’ve earned it after all the hard work you’ve put in. Go on home to that lovely wife of yours, Mike.”

“I’m so sorry, sir,” Mike stuttered, his voice barely above a whisper. His face was literally sweating now, and he couldn’t bring himself to make eye contact with his boss. “I shouldn’t be watching that in the office. It’s just… my wife sent me a photo, and I got all excited and I… uh… it won’t happen again, sir. I swear.”

“Don’t worry about it, Mike,” Big Steve replied, his deep voice warm but clearly amused. The smile on his face grew even wider, almost approving. “We all get horny. We all have our fantasies…” He paused, letting the words hang in the air. “Again, we’ll discuss it tomorrow. Just don’t beat yourself up too much about it. Now go home… I know your wife misses you.” The way Steve said it carried a strange undertone, as if he not only understood but approved of what he’d seen. He gave Mike’s shoulder one final, firm squeeze before releasing him, that unmistakable smirk still plastered across his face, before turning and walking out of the office.

The door clicked shut behind him, leaving Mike alone in the heavy silence.

“God damnit!” Mike hissed under his breath, kicking the small trash can next to his desk in frustration. It toppled over with a loud clatter, spilling its contents across the floor. “I knew this could happen if I kept doing this at work! What the fuck is wrong with me?! This has gotten completely out of control… Fuck, man!”

He stood there for a long moment, breathing hard, trying to pull himself together. His hands were still shaking as he collected his things and headed toward the elevator, unable to comprehend that his boss — Big Steve — had just caught him watching interracial cuckold porn at work.

The walk to the elevator was a complete blur for Mike, his legs trembling with every step. The fluorescent lights overhead felt too bright, the hallway too long. Was he going to get in trouble? Maybe even lose his job over this? The questions hammered in his head. How the hell would he explain something like this to Claire? Or worse — what if Steve told someone else? But then another thought kept circling back: Big Steve hadn’t seemed angry. If anything, he’d looked… pleasantly surprised. Why the big smirk? Shouldn’t he have been furious? Disappointed? Instead, it almost felt like his boss had enjoyed catching him watching that kind of porn.

The drive home dragged on forever, the New Orleans traffic and humid night air doing nothing to clear his racing mind. Images from the video kept flashing behind his eyes — that thick Black cock stretching the wife, her moans, the creampie — mixing with the memory of Steve’s amused smirk and those strangely approving words. Maybe… just maybe… Big Steve is into the same thing? Mike couldn’t believe how cool his boss had been about the whole situation. He’d been sure he was about to be fired on the spot. The fact that Steve wasn’t mad somehow made the whole thing even more confusing. And, if he was honest with himself, a little exciting in a way that made his stomach twist with fresh guilt.

As he finally pulled into the driveway of their quiet suburban home, Mike took a long, shaky breath and tried to shake off the nerves. He knew Claire would be waiting for him. After that naked selfie she’d sent earlier, she was definitely in the mood. He stepped out of the car, letting the cool evening air wash over his flushed skin, and walked inside.

The house was dimly lit and peaceful, the kids already asleep. He could immediately smell Claire’s sweet perfume — that familiar vanilla and jasmine scent that always made him feel at home. It wrapped around him like a comforting embrace, calming some of the storm in his chest. He followed the trail of her scent through the house, his little cock growing harder and harder with every step, throbbing in his pants as anticipation mixed with the lingering shame from earlier.

Entering the living room, Mike’s eyes widened at the sight of Claire. She was lounging completely naked on the big sectional couch, lying on her stomach with her head resting on her folded arms. The soft glow of a single lamp cast warm golden light across her sun-kissed skin, highlighting every curve. She had clearly prepared this surprise just for him, hoping to melt away the stress of his long workday, completely unaware of the absolute chaos he’d just lived through at the office.

“Welcome home, baby… I missed you so much,” Claire said in the most seductive voice he’d ever heard from her — low, sweet, and dripping with invitation. She slowly raised her big, round ass into the air, arching her back and wiggling it playfully from side to side, the soft flesh jiggling enticingly.

Mike felt like the luckiest man in the world in that moment. The humiliating events at work — the panic, the shame, Big Steve’s smirk — all of it suddenly faded into the background. All he could focus on was his gorgeous wife offering herself to him so openly, so boldly. He had never seen her like this before — this confident, this hungry, this inviting. His heart swelled with love even as fresh heat rushed through his body, his little cock straining hard against his pants again.

As long as he had his wife Claire, he knew nothing else mattered.

“God, baby… you are the sexiest woman in the entire world,” Mike said, his voice low and full of genuine awe. He fumbled with his belt, eyes glued to the inviting curve of her big, round ass as he quickly stripped off the rest of his clothes. Shirt, pants, and boxers hit the floor in a careless pile. His little white cock stood at full attention — just under five inches and throbbing hard — begging to be inside her.

“Claire… you’re so fucking beautiful,” Mike breathed as he approached the couch, his voice rough with need. He leaned down and kissed the side of her neck tenderly, then more hungrily, as the head of his cock brushed against her slick, wet pussy. With a quiet, desperate moan, he pushed inside her, feeling her warm, welcoming heat envelop his small cock.

“Ohhh fuck, baby… you feel so good inside me,” Claire moaned softly, arching her back and pressing her big ass back against him. She truly meant it. Even though he wasn’t big, the intimacy of having her husband inside her — the man she loved — was what she craved most.

Claire’s pussy felt like pure heaven to Mike. The way she moaned and pushed back against him, her soft, round ass jiggling with every thrust, sent sparks through his body. But no matter how hard he tried to stay in the moment, his mind kept drifting back to the porn he’d watched at work — those powerful Black bulls stretching eager white wives. He couldn’t shake the vivid fantasy of Claire on her back, blue eyes wide with shock and pleasure as she took every thick inch of a huge Black cock.

His strokes grew faster, more urgent, his little white cock straining to match the relentless rhythm he’d seen in those videos. He knew he couldn’t fuck her like those well-hung men with their endless stamina could… but then he felt her body tighten around him, her walls clenching warmly, and for now, that was good enough.

The room filled with the rhythmic, wet sounds of their skin slapping together, Claire’s moans growing louder and breathier with every thrust. The scent of her perfume mixed with raw sex hung thick in the air. Mike knew he couldn’t hold out much longer — as usual. He always wanted to last longer, to really take his time and fuck her properly like he imagined a real man should. But like a lot of married white husbands down South, he often found himself racing toward the edge far too quickly.

The images from the porn he’d watched at work played on a relentless loop in his mind, pushing him closer and closer. As his small, frantic thrusts grew more desperate and uneven, a brand-new, shockingly vivid fantasy suddenly crashed into his head — one he had never dared imagine before.

It was Big Steve.

His towering, powerful Black boss pounding his massive cock deep into Claire’s tight white pussy. In Mike’s mind, Claire was moaning even louder, her big round ass rippling with every powerful thrust as Steve dominated her completely. Mike could almost see it: Steve’s dark, muscular body covering hers, that enormous Black shaft stretching her wide, claiming her in a way Mike never could.

Ohhh fuck… now THAT would be intense, Mike thought, the forbidden image sending a white-hot jolt straight through him.

“You’re mine now, baby. Your hubby can’t fuck you like this,” Mike imagined Big Steve growling in his deep voice, his massive Black cock stretching Claire in ways Mike’s smaller size never could.

“Ahhh fuck, that’s so hot…” Mike groaned out loud as the fantasy overwhelmed him. He couldn’t hold back any longer. His little cock pulsed hard, and he came across his wife’s big, jiggly ass cheeks in thick spurts, once again finishing far quicker than Claire deserved.

Mike collapsed onto the couch beside her, chest heaving, his mind reeling. He couldn’t believe the thoughts that had just raced through his head — his own boss fucking his wife. The image felt dangerously real. How the hell would she react if I actually told her? “Hey babe, I just came so hard because I was picturing my Black boss pounding you…” The absurd thought made him chuckle weakly to himself, a desperate attempt at finding humor in the chaos.

Claire turned toward him, her eyes soft and sleepy but shining with love. She snuggled closer, pressing her warm, naked body against his. “Thank you, baby,” she whispered, kissing his chest. “You always know just what I need.”

Mike wrapped his arm around her, pulling her tight. “Good night, baby. I love you so much more than you’ll ever know,” he murmured, kissing her forehead gently. “No matter what happens this week, I know it’ll all be okay… as long as I have you by my side.”

“Awhhh baby, that was so sweet,” Claire said, lifting her head to look at him with a tender smile. “What was all that for? Oh goodness, I love you!” She leaned up and kissed him passionately on the lips, slow and full of affection.

Mike kissed her back, savoring the moment, then pulled away just enough to speak. “Oh, it’s nothing really… but, uhm, something kind of crazy did happen at work today. I can’t really tell you much right now, but I hope everything works out. That’s all.” He engulfed her in his arms again, holding her close as they both drifted off to sleep on the couch, tangled together in the quiet glow of the living room.


The Morning After

Mike woke up calm and relaxed, the early morning light filtering softly through the living room curtains. He could feel Claire’s warmth pressed against him, her beautiful curvy naked body molded perfectly to his side. He reached down and gave her bare, plump ass a couple of playful spanks, the soft flesh jiggling under his palm. For a brief, perfect moment, everything felt right with the world. Just him and his wife, safe and close.

Then — BAM — reality crashed back in. The memory of last night’s office disaster hit him like a freight train. “Oh fuck… that really did happen,” he whispered to himself, eyes widening.

He had to face Big Steve today, and he had no idea what to expect. Would he even be able to look the man in the eyes? Only time would tell.

Mike leaned over and kissed Claire gently on the forehead, then quietly slid off the couch so as not to wake her. He took a long, hot shower, hoping the steam would wash away the knot of anxiety in his chest. It didn’t help much. He dressed quickly and snuck out of the house, heart already racing with dread about what awaited him at work.

As he pulled into the parking deck, Mike took a deep, steadying breath and gave himself a firm pep talk. “Today is just another day. You can do this. You’ve known Big Steve for ten years — he’s a good man, he likes you, he knows you’re a hard-working employee. He is not going to fire you. Keep good vibes today. Let’s do this!” It was one of the best pep talks he’d ever given himself. He finally stepped out of the car, trying to project confidence.

Mike walked into the office doing his best to look normal, but he couldn’t shake the paranoid feeling that everyone somehow knew his secret. Every glance in his direction felt loaded, every conversation near him made his stomach twist. He made it to his office — the scene of the crime — closed the door firmly this time, and sat down at his desk, trying to breathe.

The day passed with surprising normalcy. Big Steve was his usual self: barking orders one minute, cracking loud jokes the next, switching between intimidating boss and big personality in the blink of an eye. He kept the whole floor on edge, the way he always did.

The longer the hours dragged on without incident, the more Mike’s confidence grew. Nothing is going to happen, he told himself. It was all just a big laugh for him — catching a white guy watching interracial cuckold porn. I’m sure that’s funny to him. I’m going to be fine.

The office gradually grew quieter as employees packed up and headed home for the evening. It was nearing 8 PM now, and Mike was 100% confident he would make it home to Claire without any penalty.

Right as Mike propped his legs up on his desk and lounged back in his chair, finally starting to relax, he heard the sharp, commanding knock on his office door. His stomach dropped.

“Ohhh… fuck…” he sighed, all the hard-won confidence draining from his body in an instant.

“Hey, Mike!” Big Steve’s deep voice boomed through the door, laced with amusement. “I knocked this time… just in case you were watching some of those, uh, videos you like.” He let out a low, hearty laugh, the teasing unmistakable.

Mike’s face burned. Steve pushed the door open fully. “Now come with me, son. Let’s have a chat in my office. Just me and you.” The towering man could barely contain the strange excitement in his tone.

Mike looked up at his boss and noticed an unfamiliar expression on Steve’s face — something unreadable that sent a fresh wave of anxiety crawling up his spine. Was he mad? Disappointed? Turned on by what he’d seen? Curious? Was this the moment he was going to be fired? Mike couldn’t tell, and that uncertainty only made him more tense.

“Yes sir, right away,” Mike said, his voice quieter than he wanted. He rose slowly from his chair on shaky legs and followed Big Steve down the hall toward the corner office.

Shit… this is it. This is really happening… The thought echoed in his head like a drumbeat. Even after an entire day to mentally prepare, Mike felt like a total nervous wreck. His legs wobbled slightly as he stepped into Steve’s spacious office and lowered himself into the chair across from the big desk.

The contrast between the two men couldn’t have been more stark. Big Steve settled into his high-end leather chair with total confidence and control, looking relaxed, almost entertained, like he was thoroughly enjoying the moment. Meanwhile, Mike sat completely still, rigid in his seat, feeling more like a scared little boy in the principal’s office than a 32-year-old married professional. His hands were clammy, his mouth dry, and every second of silence stretched painfully.

“I wanted to talk to you, man to man,” Big Steve said, his deep voice low and even as he leaned back in his chair. “We both know what about.”

Mike’s stomach tightened.

“You know, I’ve got a pretty open mind,” Steve continued, a big smirk playing on his lips. “I’ve seen my fair share of wild shit in my time working here, but I have to admit… I’ve never walked in on one of my employees watching porn before.” He let the words hang in the air, clearly savoring Mike’s discomfort.

“Here’s the deal, Mike,” Steve said, his tone turning more serious, though the smirk never fully faded. “As long as you’re completely honest with me and answer all my questions, I won’t make a big deal out of what happened last night. But if you’re dishonest with me in any way… we might have a problem.” His voice rose noticeably at the end, carrying the full weight of his authority. “Is that understood?”

“Yes sir,” Mike replied immediately, almost without thinking.

“Good.” Steve’s smile widened, stretching ear to ear. He was clearly enjoying this — Mike’s obedient demeanor, the way he squirmed in the chair. “And who knows… maybe after this meeting is over, we’ll find out we have a lot more in common than we ever could have imagined.”

“I understand, sir,” Mike said quietly. His palms were sweating so badly he could barely keep them still on his thighs.

The way his boss spoke sent shivers running down Mike’s spine. It felt like Big Steve could see straight through him, like he was toying with his deepest, darkest secrets for fun. Mike had known this man for ten years — as a mentor, a boss, someone he respected. Now everything felt different. The power dynamic between them was shifting in a permanent, dangerous way, and to Mike’s horror, a curious, submissive thrill stirred low in his belly at the thought of confessing his cuckold fantasies to the man who controlled his paycheck.

“Please, refresh my memory, Mike,” Big Steve said casually, clearly reveling in the situation. “I have a lot of employees, so it’s hard to keep up with everyone’s personal lives… but I believe you have a wife, and two small children, and you live just outside the city? Is that all correct?”

Mike nodded slowly, his throat tight. “Correct, sir. My wife Claire and I have been married for eight years now. We have two beautiful children together.” His voice quivered slightly as the weight of the conversation settled over him. “We met as freshmen at LSU. She was a popular sorority girl, and I was in a frat. I might not have been the best-looking guy in the house, but I was definitely the funniest… and that’s what won her over. She’s the love of my life, sir. I’m the luckiest man in the world being married to her.”

The words felt strangely heavy in the quiet, luxurious office. Saying them out loud while sitting across from Big Steve made the situation feel even more surreal — and dangerous.

“Ah, a real family man,” Big Steve said, leaning forward slightly, his deep voice smooth but pointed. A knowing smirk tugged at the corner of his mouth. “But please tell me, Mike… how does that deep love for Claire and your family coincide with this… certain porn you were watching? It seems to contradict itself, doesn’t it?”

Mike’s heart hammered in his chest. He took a deep breath, trying to steady himself as he gathered the courage to speak his truth. He knew exactly where this was going. He swallowed hard, his mouth dry.

“It’s just… a fantasy, sir,” Mike mumbled, staring down at his hands. “Something I’ve been curious about lately. It just… excites me, I guess. I know it isn’t right, but it’s so… taboo and naughty. Nothing else really gets me going like that kind of stuff anymore.”

He risked a quick glance up at Big Steve, hoping to see disapproval or anger. Instead, Steve just watched him with that calm, interested look that somehow made everything worse.

“Interesting,” Steve said after a long beat. “Now… what type of porn was it exactly? Looked pretty intense. I’m curious.”

Mike’s face burned. He swallowed hard, wishing the floor would swallow him instead. The silence stretched painfully.

“It was, uhm…” His voice cracked. He cleared his throat. “It was… interracial cuckold porn, sir.”

There was a heavy pause.

“Ahhhh,” Big Steve leaned forward slightly, nodding slowly. “So… that’s the stuff where Black men fuck married white women right in front of their husbands, right? That’s how it works?”

“T-that is correct… sir,” Mike said, dropping his face into his hands in shame. The heat in his cheeks was unbearable.

Big Steve let the silence stretch for a moment before leaning forward. “Now… does Claire know you’re watching interracial cuckolding videos, Mike?”

Mike shook his head quickly, still avoiding eye contact. “No sir, she doesn’t know. It’s just… something I’ve started looking at on my own recently. I don’t know how she’d react if she found out.”

“Don’t worry about it, son,” Big Steve said, surprisingly calm and understanding. He paused, studying Mike carefully. “We all have our different fantasies. Even the people you’d least expect have some dirty thoughts and fetishes. We’re all human. It’s natural.”

Mike shifted uncomfortably in his chair.

“Some guys like watching lesbians,” Steve continued, his tone almost conversational. “Others get off on BDSM or MILFs… and some guys like watching horny white wives getting fucked by big Black bulls.” He let out a low chuckle. “It’s perfectly natural to have these kinds of fantasies. And let me tell you, Mike — you’re not the first or the last white man to get turned on by it. So don’t feel too bad.”

Mike stayed quiet, his heart pounding. His cock twitched traitorously in his pants.

Steve tilted his head slightly, a small smile playing on his lips. “So… be honest with me. When you watch that stuff… have you ever pictured Claire in those scenes? You know — with another man?”

Mike froze. The question hit like a punch. After a long, painful pause, he finally muttered, barely audible, “Y-yes, sir… I have. A few times.”

Big Steve’s smile widened just a fraction. Mike felt completely exposed now, vulnerable in a way that made his stomach twist — and his cock stir even more.

There was a long, heavy pause in the room. It felt like an eternity. Big Steve sat back in his chair, rocking slowly, his enormous 6’6” frame seeming to fill the entire office as he held complete control. The tension thickened until Steve finally broke it, his deep voice confident and smooth.

“Well, you see, Mike…” he began, a knowing smile spreading across his face. “I know a thing or two about being a Black bull.”

Steve let the words settle before continuing, clearly enjoying the moment.

“I’ve been doing it since my college football days. Back then, frat boys would actually pay me to come over to their dorm rooms and fuck — and cum inside — their hot little blonde girlfriends.” He chuckled low. “And now? I’ve had more married white women craving something big and Black than you could ever imagine. I know this lifestyle inside and out, Mike. I know exactly why so many white wives seek out something more primal than what their little white husbands can give them. I know what they need… and I give it to them. Their husbands usually watch. And when I’m done, they always thank me. Everybody walks away satisfied.”

Steve’s eyes gleamed with pride as he finished, clearly relishing the big reveal.

Mike felt a strange, powerful rush of arousal flood through him at his boss’s words. It all suddenly made sense — Steve’s smirk yesterday, his calm reaction, the way he seemed to understand everything. Of course his boss was into this. Mike now knew exactly where this conversation was heading, and the realization sent a confusing mix of fear, shame, and forbidden excitement twisting through his body.

“O-oh sir, that is… uhm, interesting to hear,” Mike stammered, his voice cracking slightly. He shifted in his seat, trying to process everything. “I guess I just didn’t know… how widespread all of this was, sir.”

Big Steve leaned back further in his chair, looking completely at ease. “It’s way more common than most people can even comprehend, Mike,” he said with a low chuckle. “Back in my NFL days, I had quite the reputation. You’d be surprised by how many white men would pay me a pretty penny just to sit there and watch me give their wives what they couldn’t. And they’d thank me afterward, every single time.” He paused, letting it sink in. “It’s widespread all over America, between white couples and Black men. A unique form of racial unity, you could say.”

Mike’s mind was racing. His fantasy wasn’t just some dirty little secret on a screen anymore — it was real. Real men actually paid for this. His own boss had been one of those Black bulls, getting paid to fuck other men’s wives while they watched. The idea that Big Steve could step right into the fantasies he’d been furiously jerking off to for weeks was exhilarating in the most terrifying way. His little white cock was now rock hard, straining painfully against his briefs and begging for release.

“I had no idea, sir,” Mike finally managed to say. He paused for a long moment, his heart hammering so hard he could feel it in his throat. “Is… is this something you still do, sir?”

Big Steve’s smile widened, slow and confident. “You bet I do, son. I still have white men paying me to fuck their wives to this day.” He paused, letting the words land. “But here’s the kicker… my services are completely free to all my employees.”

Mike’s eyes widened, his breath catching in his chest. He thought back to last night — the way he’d lost control while imagining exactly this: Big Steve on top of Claire, stretching her, filling her. The fantasy that had pushed him over the edge was suddenly sitting right in front of him, offering itself so casually.

“It’s… a lot to take in, sir,” Mike said, his voice barely above a whisper. His face burned with shame even as the desire inside him surged. “But… I can’t say I haven’t thought about it before.”

He swallowed hard, the words tumbling out before he could stop them.

“The thought of my wife with someone like you, sir… it’s… it’s overwhelming.” His voice cracked. “I want to give in to this. I want to see her with a man like you. Nothing turns me on more. I’d love to see you fuck my wife…”

The biggest adrenaline rush of his entire life surged through Mike’s body as the confession left his lips. His little cock throbbed painfully in his pants, and a strange, exhilarating mix of terror and relief washed over him.

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of, Mike, and I’m not surprised to hear you say that,” Big Steve said smoothly. “You’ve always given me the vibe of one of those white guys who gets off on this kind of fantasy.”

He could clearly see the desperate hunger in Mike’s eyes — the raw, aching desire to have his wife claimed by a real Black bull. Steve leaned forward slightly. “Now help me refresh my memory. I believe I’ve only seen your wife a handful of times at some work parties. I remember her being a very attractive woman with blonde hair and a damn nice body. That ass of hers is something a man doesn’t forget… but it has been a while. You must have something more recent to show me, right Mike?”

“Yes sir, of course I do,” Mike replied, nodding frantically. A shameful rush of excitement shot through him at hearing his boss openly comment on Claire’s ass. His hands trembled as he unlocked his phone and started scrolling through his gallery, searching for the most revealing pictures he could find of his wife.

“Here’s some photos from when my wife and I went on vacation in Bermuda, sir.”

“Ah, Bermuda. That’s a beautiful place,” Big Steve said, his voice warm but clearly amused. “I’ve been there plenty of times. Now come over here and let’s see that lovely wife of yours.”

Mike didn’t hesitate. He stood up, his small erection painfully obvious, straining against the front of his pants. Big Steve noticed immediately and smirked. Mike dragged his chair closer and sat right next to his boss, their knees practically touching — Steve’s thick, muscular thighs dwarfing his own. With shaky hands, he handed over his phone, opening an album full of intimate vacation photos of Claire.

The first photo showed her lying on her stomach on a lounge chair, sunbathing. Her big, juicy white ass was barely covered by a skimpy bikini bottom, the thin fabric stretched tight across her full cheeks.

Big Steve let out a deep, primal growl the moment his eyes landed on the photo of Claire. He used two thick fingers to zoom in until the entire screen was filled with nothing but her round, pale white ass. He brought the phone even closer to his face, studying every curve with obvious hunger.

Mike sat there in stunned silence, watching his powerful boss openly ogle pictures of his wife in a skimpy bikini. He couldn’t believe how fast this had escalated — from a humiliating confession to this. Yet what shocked him most was how incredibly aroused he felt seeing the raw effect Claire’s body had on Big Steve. The man looked almost mesmerized, like he could barely believe how perfect she was… and there was no doubt in Mike’s mind how badly Steve wanted to fuck her.

“Mike, I don’t know if you realize this,” Big Steve said, licking his lips slowly, “but I’ll tell you straight up — your wife’s ass was made to be handled by a Black man.” There wasn’t a trace of shame in his deep voice as he continued scrolling through the album, devouring photo after photo of Claire in her tiny red bikini.

“I, uhm… I understand, sir,” Mike replied, his voice shaky and weak. His heart was pounding so violently he felt like he might pass out. The way Steve talked about Claire — like she was already his to claim — was terrifying. But it also sent a dark, electric thrill straight through Mike’s body. His little dick raged painfully hard in his pants, leaking steadily.

Mike glanced down for a moment and nearly gasped out loud. Big Steve had a massive erection straining obscenely against the front of his work trousers. Unlike Mike’s own barely noticeable bulge, Steve’s cock was enormous — thick and long, pressing so hard against the fabric it looked like it might rip right through at any second.

“Mhmmm, oh Mike… you really had to go and show me this one, didn’t you?” Big Steve said with a low, appreciative growl as he stopped on the image of Claire’s naked body sprawled out on the hotel bed, posing seductively like a model. “Claire is one of the most gorgeous housewives I have ever seen. I completely understand why you’d want to see her fully satisfied, Mike… in ways you might not be able to provide… by a man who looks nothing like you.”

The blood drained from Mike’s face. “I, uh… I forgot those pictures were on there, sir,” he stammered, mortified.

Big Steve’s eyes widened with hunger as he stared at the naked image of his employee’s wife. He took his time, studying every inch — zooming in slowly on her face, then her full breasts, and finally lingering on her smooth, pink pussy. “Look at that… your wife is a true Southern belle, isn’t she?” he asked, his voice thick.

“Yes sir,” Mike admitted quietly, his voice shaky. “She’s a true Southern belle… that’s what makes fantasizing about this stuff even hotter. You know… because it’s still sort of forbidden.”

After what felt like an eternity, Big Steve scrolled to the final file in the album. This time it wasn’t a photo — it was a video. The footage showed Mike holding the camera, filming from behind as he tried to fuck Claire doggystyle. His slim, pale cock moved in and out in slow, awkward thrusts while her big, full ass cheeks jiggled and clapped back against him.

Big Steve couldn’t contain himself. A deep, booming laugh erupted from his chest as he watched Mike’s embarrassingly poor performance on the screen.

Mike’s entire face burned bright red with humiliation. “Oh my fucking god! I totally forgot about that drunk sex video we took! Ohh jeez…” Sweat beaded on his forehead as he squirmed in his seat.

Despite Mike’s overwhelming shame, Big Steve kept watching until the very end. On the video, Mike struggled mightily, his rhythm faltering, Claire’s moans soft and faint, until he finally tapped out after barely two minutes and came all over her big, jiggling ass.

“Look at that, Mike,” Big Steve said, his voice low and taunting. “Your wife’s ass is way too big for you to handle, isn’t it? You can’t fuck her properly at all, and we both know it. She needs something bigger… something Blacker.” He leaned in closer. “Go ahead and admit it.”

Mike’s throat tightened. The words came out shaky but honest. “Yes sir… I’ve never been able to satisfy my wife in bed, sir. That’s why I need a real man to do it. A Black man.”

“That’s right,” Steve said, nodding slowly with clear satisfaction. “I’m glad you understand that, Mike. Most small-dicked husbands are too stubborn to admit what their wives really need. But you… you really get it, don’t you?”

He finally handed the phone back. Then, raising his voice with commanding authority, he asked, “What does your wife need, Mike?”

Mike’s face burned with shame even as his little cock throbbed harder than ever. “My wife needs BBC, sir,” he admitted, voice barely above a whisper. “Something I’m not able to give her. Which is why I watch those cuckold videos. She needs a man like you, sir.”

“Good boy,” Big Steve said, completely satisfied with Mike’s docile, submissive answers. A dark smile spread across his face. “Here’s what’s going to happen now, Mike. You are going to invite me over to your house this weekend, and I am going to fuck your wife. When I’m with her, I’m in charge the entire time. She’ll be mine to use however I want, and you’ll be allowed only to watch. And when I’m finished with your wife, I’m going to leave my seed dripping out of her tight married pussy… for you to lick up. Is that understood?”

“Yes, sir. Whatever you say, sir,” Mike replied, his voice barely above a whisper. If he hadn’t been sitting down, his knees would have given out completely. His boss had always been domineering, but this was something else entirely — primal, commanding, unstoppable. In that moment, Mike fully accepted his fate. He no longer had any say in the matter. Big Steve was going to fuck his wife soon, and it was now his job to make it happen.

“Now get home to that sexy wife of yours,” Big Steve ordered, his tone leaving no room for discussion. “Tell her she’s going to have a surprise visitor this weekend… but don’t you dare breathe a word about who it is. I want it to be a complete surprise when I walk in and see her.” He smiled darkly, fully aware he held total control.

“Yes sir,” Mike said, his body visibly shaking. “I’ll have everything prepared for your arrival this weekend, sir.” He couldn’t believe the words coming out of his own mouth — he was actually arranging for his boss to have sex with his wife. But there was no stopping this now. All because he’d been caught watching BBC cuckold porn at work.

“Good boy, Mike,” Big Steve said approvingly. He reached into a drawer in his desk and pulled out a small USB stick, holding it out. “Take this home with you and watch the videos. It’s got some of my… best work on it. It’ll help you understand exactly what your life is going to be like soon, and how I expect you to behave when I’m fucking your wife. Learn from the other cuck husbands in the videos. You should be fine if you do. Got it?”

Mike took the USB stick with trembling hands, his eyes involuntarily flicking back to the massive, still-obvious bulge in Steve’s trousers. “Yes sir… I’ll watch it and learn,” he said softly. “I won’t disappoint you.”

With one last lingering look at Big Steve’s enormous cock, Mike got up from the chair on unsteady legs and left the office, barely able to walk straight as the full weight of everything that had just happened crashed over him.


Needing A Moment

Mike got home later than usual. He was praying Claire was already asleep — he didn’t have it in him right now to face her or explain why he looked so shaken. The house was completely dark, a good sign. It was already past 10 PM when he quietly let himself in, his legs still feeling unsteady beneath him.

He moved through his own home like a ghost, careful not to wake Claire or the kids. The last thing he needed was anyone seeing him like this. He slipped into the small home office, closed the door behind him, and settled down in front of the computer. The screen’s cold glow lit up his face in the dark room as he plugged the USB stick into the port. Adrenaline surged through his veins. He couldn’t believe how painfully turned on he was at the thought of watching videos of Big Steve fucking other men’s wives… knowing that Claire would soon be next.

There were well over a hundred videos on the drive — filmed encounters of Big Steve with various white men’s wives. Mike scrolled through the thumbnails in disbelief, finally getting his first real look at his boss’s massive Black cock. It was even bigger than he had imagined when it was straining against Steve’s trousers earlier that day.

“My god… how many wives has this man fucked?” Mike gasped under his breath, completely overwhelmed.

He kept scrolling, unable to decide which one to watch first, until one thumbnail stopped him cold. He leaned in closer to the monitor, squinting. There was no mistake. In the corner of the frame stood someone unmistakable — his work acquaintance, Rob.

“Wh-what the fuck…? Big Steve cucked Rob and fucked his wife? No way. No fucking way…” Mike whispered in total shock. But he didn’t hesitate. He moved the cursor and clicked on the video.

It started with a hot Southern blonde in her early thirties sitting on a couch, legs spread wide, her shaved pink pussy on full display. Her husband Rob was kneeling in front of her, wearing a small chastity device locked over his tiny pale cock. His face was buried between her thighs, tongue working feverishly. Then Big Steve stepped into the frame, his powerful muscular body and enormous Black cock instantly dominating the entire room.

“Did you get her nice and wet for me, cuckboy?” Steve asked loudly.

“Yes sir, she’s ready for you, sir,” Rob said in a soft, submissive voice, staying on his knees and looking up at the dominant Black man with a mixture of fear and reverence, ready to obey anything.

Big Steve reached down and roughly grabbed a fistful of Rob’s hair, yanking him away from his wife like a discarded toy and dragging him over to the corner of the room. Rob sat there obediently, watching. Mike stared in stunned disbelief at the screen. Seeing a grown man — someone he knew — treated like that was shocking. Yet the sight made his own little cock throb even harder. He squeezed more lotion into his palm, wrapped his slick hand around himself, and began stroking faster, breathing heavily in the dark room.

“Look at your wife, whiteboy,” Big Steve’s deep, commanding voice filled the speakers. “Look at how wet she gets for a real Black man.”

Mike’s stomach twisted with a sick, exhilarating churn as he watched Rob’s wife’s eyes light up with raw excitement. Big Steve’s large, dark hand slid possessively up her pale white thigh, and she trembled visibly, practically dripping with anticipation for the BBC she was about to take — a sight Mike had seen in dozens of videos, but never this close to home.

Big Steve’s cock was an absolute monster — thick, long, and heavy — a brutal contrast to Rob’s tiny, pale member locked helplessly in its small chastity cage, straining uselessly against the plastic. On screen, Rob’s wife eagerly leaned forward and took Big Steve’s magnificent Black cock into her mouth, her eyes watering as she struggled to handle his size.

Mike could barely process it. This was Rob — a friend, a guy he’d always seen as tough and alpha — now naked, caged, and reduced to watching helplessly while his wife worshipped a superior Black bull.

“Damn… poor Rob,” Mike whispered, even as a dark part of him knew he had fantasized about being in that exact position himself. The scene quickly grew far more intense. Big Steve began fucking Rob’s wife with a raw, powerful force Mike had never witnessed in any porn video before. The blonde woman’s screams and moans filled the speakers — loud, unrestrained, almost terrifying in their intensity. She was facing the camera as Steve took her from behind, her face twisted in pure ecstasy, eyes rolling back with every deep thrust.

Rob’s expression was a heartbreaking mix of humiliation, lingering anger, and helpless arousal. Mike could only imagine how brutal it must have felt to be in that room, watching it all happen live. This was more extreme than anything else he had ever seen, and it left him desperately craving more.

Throughout the video, Big Steve relentlessly taunted Rob, who could do nothing but sit in the corner and take it. Mike felt a strange pang of sympathy for his acquaintance… but he was also undeniably turned on by how utterly humiliated and broken Rob looked.

“Does little Robbie ever fuck you like this?” Big Steve taunted the wife in a mocking tone, knowing the answer full well.

“No! Never!” she cried out, clearly loving every second of it. “He can’t fuck at all with that little dicklet of his! That’s why he’s locked up and watching!”

Rob said nothing. He just sat there, fully accepting his role as the emasculated cuck.

Big Steve’s deep laughter boomed through the room as he pounded the blonde housewife even harder. “Look at her, Robbie. Your wife is a total slut for big Black dick. And for the rest of your life, you’ll be watching her get fucked exclusively by Black men.” He made direct eye contact with Rob while saying it, driving the humiliation home as the defeated husband remained in the corner.

The video reached its climax with Big Steve erupting, shooting thick ropes of cum all over the wife’s pale ass and dripping pink pussy. Then he stood up, walked over to Rob, grabbed him by the hair again, and dragged his face straight into his wife’s messy ass and pussy. “Clean every last drop,” Big Steve ordered.

Mike stared in utter disbelief as Rob licked Big Steve’s thick cum from his wife’s ass and pussy with extreme, almost eager enthusiasm. This was the same Rob he had worked with for years — a guy he’d always respected as strong, capable, and level-headed. Now Mike knew he could never look at him the same way again.

Is all that really going to happen to me? The thought sent a shiver down his spine.

Once Rob finished his cleanup duty, Big Steve walked to the center of the room and snapped his fingers. “Crawl,” he ordered. Rob obeyed immediately, moving on all fours like an obedient pet. Steve pointed down at his feet. Without hesitation, Rob lowered his head and kissed both of Big Steve’s feet, then looked up at the towering Black man with pure submission in his eyes.

“Thank you, sir,” Rob said, his voice full of genuine gratitude. “Thank you for fucking my wife so well.”

“Oh my fucking god… what have I gotten myself into?” Mike whispered out loud, his voice hoarse. Yet despite the shock and fear twisting in his gut, his little cock remained rock-hard, throbbing painfully in his hand.

He couldn’t stop. For the next hour, Mike sat glued to the computer in the dark office, frantically jerking off to video after video of Big Steve dominating and fucking other horny white wives. Each scene was more intense than the last. When he finally came, the orgasm hit him like a freight train — the biggest, most powerful release of his entire life, leaving him shaking and covered in his own cum.

As the haze cleared, Mike noticed a consistent theme running through every video: the way the cuck husbands behaved. They always called Big Steve “sir.” They always performed thorough cleanup duty afterward. And every single one of them was made to crawl over, bow down, kiss Steve’s feet, and thank him profusely for fucking their wives.

Mike sat there panting, chest heaving, staring blankly at the now-dark computer screen. The weight of everything he had just watched pressed down on him like a physical force. In just a few days, that was going to be him and his wife. Claire. The mother of his children. The woman he loved more than anything.

He knew he had to tell her soon… but how the hell was he supposed to explain any of this?

She’s way too innocent for all of this, he thought, a wave of guilt crashing over him. What if she can’t handle it? What if it breaks us?

The reality of what he had set in motion finally hit him full force. He got up on shaky legs and stumbled to the bathroom to clean himself up. He stood in front of the mirror for a long time, staring at his own flushed, exhausted face, barely recognizing the man looking back at him. There was no way out of this anymore. He had already agreed. Big Steve was coming.

Mike decided right then that he would wait until the weekend to tell Claire. He needed time — at least a couple of days — to gather his thoughts and figure out how to even begin approaching something this insane. Deep down, though, he knew he was being a coward. He was hiding behind the “surprise visitor” excuse because he couldn’t admit the full truth: that he wanted this. Badly.

And perhaps the most humbling, terrifying part of all was how certain he felt that Claire wouldn’t need much convincing. After all, Big Steve was the ultimate living embodiment of the big, strong Black man she had shyly confessed fantasizing about that night weeks ago.


Impending Doom 

The weekend approached with the same inexorable slowness of a freight train barreling down the tracks. For Mike, the anticipation of Big Steve coming over to fuck his wife was almost unbearable. Every hour felt heavier than the last.

He had replayed the videos on that USB stick countless times in secret, his imagination running wild with vivid scenes of his powerful boss taking Claire in every way imaginable. He tried his best to act normal around his wife — smiling, helping with the kids, playing the part of the devoted husband — but the anxiety was eating him alive from the inside. It was Friday, just one day before Big Steve was scheduled to come over, and Mike was expected to go over the final plan with his boss, detailing exactly how he envisioned everything unfolding.

Big Steve had told him he didn’t need to come into the office until after lunch, which gave Mike a few precious extra hours to spend with Claire and the children by the pool. The sun was bright, the kids were laughing and splashing, and Claire looked radiant in her bikini. Yet all Mike could think about was the risk: if he backed out now and Big Steve didn’t get a piece of his wife’s ass, there was a very real chance he’d be fired for watching porn at work. His entire family’s financial security could go up in flames.

Eventually, Mike stood up and forced a casual smile. “Hey uh, Claire… I need to head off to work now, but I’ll be back shortly. I just need to, uh, talk to my boss about something. It’s a bit of an impromptu meeting.”

He bent down and kissed his wife goodbye, lingering just a second longer than usual, breathing in her familiar scent.

“Okay baby, I’ll have dinner ready when you get back,” Claire replied in her sweet, innocent Southern drawl, completely unaware of the storm that was coming her way.

Mike couldn’t stop thinking about it — how Big Steve would look at Claire, how those big hands would touch her, how he would fill her in ways Mike physically never could. She had absolutely no idea what was being planned for tomorrow, and maybe that was for the best. As he got dressed and headed off to work, a tremendous pressure settled over him. This had to go exactly according to plan. If it didn’t, his job — and possibly his entire family’s stability — could come crashing down.

The drive to the office felt like an eternity. His mind kept replaying the videos, imagining Big Steve with his wife in their own home. When he finally pulled into the parking lot, Big Steve’s sleek, expensive sports car was already there. No one else was scheduled to be in the office that day. Just the two of them.

“How is it going, sir?” Mike asked quietly as he stepped into Big Steve’s office.

His boss looked up from his paperwork, calm and relaxed as ever, a faint smirk already tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Ah, Mike. Come in, have a seat.” He gestured to the chair in front of his massive desk. “How have you and the family been?”

“The family is great, sir. Life is… good,” Mike replied, though the tension was written clearly across his 32-year-old face.

Big Steve leaned back, studying him. “I wanted to go over the plan for tomorrow. I trust you’ve watched the videos and understand what’s expected of you?” His voice stayed cool and collected. “Did you bring back the USB?”

“Yes, sir. I’ve watched them,” Mike said, reaching into his pocket with slightly trembling fingers. He placed the USB stick on the desk, his eyes never leaving Big Steve’s. “And… I brought it back.”

He swallowed hard before continuing, a strange sense of acceptance settling over him. “I watched a lot of the videos and… I think I know how I’m expected to behave while you’re having sex with my wife, sir.”

“Good. You know the rules,” Big Steve said, his tone leaving no room for debate. “You’re gonna sit there and watch me fuck your wife. You’re gonna thank me for it when I’m done. You’ll clean her up afterward… and then you’re gonna get on your knees and kiss my feet. Just like every other cuck husband I’ve had. That part’s non-negotiable.”

Mike swallowed hard, his face burning. “I… I understand the rules completely, sir. I won’t cause any problems. I promise.”

Big Steve leaned back, clearly pleased with how quickly Mike was falling in line. “Your wife is gonna love it, Mike. She’s gonna crave this kind of attention, and deep down you’re gonna love watching her finally get what she really needs.” He paused, eyes locked on Mike. “But remember — you don’t get to touch her until I say so. You’re there to watch and serve. We can go back to being friendly after it’s all over… but once that bedroom door closes, you don’t forget your place. Understood?”

“Yes, sir,” Mike said quietly, his voice barely above a whisper. “I know my role.”

He knew he had crossed a line that could never be taken back. The thrill of it terrified him… but it also made his heart race with a sick kind of excitement he couldn’t deny. He couldn’t wait for the weekend — for Big Steve to take Claire right in front of him and show her just how badly she needed a real BBC pounding.

For the next half hour, Mike laid out his plan in careful, nervous detail to Big Steve. He walked through exactly how he hoped everything would unfold — how he would ease Claire into the evening, the kind of “surprise” framing he planned to use, and the best way to get her relaxed and willing for what was coming. Every word felt surreal as he described preparing his own wife to take his boss’s cock for the first time tomorrow.

Big Steve listened intently, occasionally nodding or asking sharp, pointed questions, clearly satisfied with how thoroughly Mike had thought it through. When they finally agreed on the final details, the two men shook hands across the desk — Steve’s massive grip firm and dominant.

Mike left the office with his head spinning. He knew, deep in his bones, that his life would never be the same after tomorrow night. It was final. There was no going back now.


A Horny Mess 


Mike was a worried, horny mess as he moved around the house, obsessively making sure everything was perfect. The night had finally come. In just a few hours, his boss would be walking through that door to have sex with his wife — and Claire was still completely clueless.

He had spent the entire day preparing. The house was spotless, the living room arranged to be comfortable and inviting, with soft lighting and a few carefully placed candles. The kids had been dropped off at a family member’s house for the night. Smooth jazz played quietly in the background, setting a seductive mood without being too obvious. Claire had definitely noticed he was acting strange all day, but he’d only told her he had a special surprise planned. She had blushed and smiled, clearly intrigued, with no idea that the “surprise” was going to be nine inches of thick Black cock.

Mike approached her with shaky hands, holding up the delicate set of red lingerie and matching heels. Claire was lounging on the couch in her robe, casually watching a reality TV show. The fabric felt incredibly soft between his fingers, and his mind was already racing with images of how it would hug her curvy body — and how Big Steve would react when he saw her in it.

“Claire, sweetie… I have something special for you to wear tonight,” Mike said, his voice thick with nervous excitement.

Claire looked up from the TV, her eyes widening at the skimpy red lingerie. She sat up a little straighter, a mix of confusion and arousal flickering across her face. “Mike… what’s all this for?” she asked, her Southern accent soft and curious.

She got up from the couch and took the delicate red lingerie from his hands, running her fingers over the soft, silky fabric. A little smile played on her lips — it was clear she liked what she saw — but confusion and curiosity still lingered in her eyes.

“What is this special night for?” Claire asked with a soft giggle, holding the skimpy outfit up. “It’s not our anniversary, is it?”

Mike’s heart pounded. “No, it’s not our anniversary, baby. It’s just… I thought we could do something different tonight. You know… spice things up a little.” His voice was thick with arousal as he added, “How about tonight you get to live out your biggest fantasy?”

Claire bit her lower lip, a flush creeping up her neck. She glanced at the lingerie again, then back at him, her eyes sparkling with sudden interest. “Mhmmmm… that sounds fun to me, baby,” she said, her Southern accent warm and playful. “You really are the best husband ever…”

She knew Mike was watching her every move, and she embraced it, moving with slow, deliberate sensuality. His eyes devoured her as she slipped out of her clothes, revealing more and more of her soft, sun-kissed skin. She stepped out of her pants and panties, then pulled her top over her head, leaving herself completely naked in front of him. Her large breasts bounced gently as she set the clothes aside.

She slipped into the tiny crimson thong first. The thin material barely contained her fleshy, round ass, the red fabric disappearing between her full cheeks. Then she worked the matching bra on, struggling slightly to fit her generous breasts into the cups before sliding the straps over her shoulders. The outfit hugged her curves perfectly, making her look incredibly erotic and almost dangerously seductive.

Mike’s small cock swelled hard in his pants as he took in the entire scene, his breathing shallow.

She turned around slowly, giving him the full view from behind, and glanced over her shoulder with a playful smile. “How do I look, babe?” she asked, already knowing full well how stunning she looked in the outfit.

Mike was almost speechless. The skimpy red lingerie and sexy heels he’d bought specifically for tonight hugged every curve of her body perfectly. Her big, round ass looked absolutely obscene in the tiny thong, the crimson fabric disappearing between her full cheeks.

God… my wife’s body is unreal, he thought, his throat tight. He couldn’t stop imagining the look on Big Steve’s face when he saw her like this. A strange rush of pride mixed with nervous excitement flooded through him — Claire was, without a doubt, the hottest woman Big Steve had ever been with.

“You… you look incredible, Claire,” he finally managed, his voice husky. “I have the most beautiful, special wife in the entire world.” He took a step closer, unable to resist, and reached out to touch her. “Your ass… it’s just fucking out of this world.” His hands slid down and gently squeezed her plump cheeks, gripping them with both hands.

In that moment, Big Steve’s words from a few nights ago echoed in his head: Your wife’s ass was made to be handled by a Black man. As Mike kneaded her soft, heavy flesh, he couldn’t deny how right Steve had been. This ass was made for BBC.

Claire let out a soft, pleased hum at his touch, clearly thrilled by how much he was enjoying her. She loved the way his hands worshipped her body, and the knowledge that she could make him this aroused always gave her a special little thrill. She turned around to face him fully, her large breasts spilling over the top of the bra, nipples visibly hardened with anticipation. Then she pulled him into a deep, passionate kiss.

“Is this what you had in mind for tonight, baby?” she whispered, the soft sounds of smooth jazz still drifting from the Alexa in the background.

Mike’s heart raced as Claire pressed her body against him and kissed him deeply. With the heels on, they were nearly eye to eye. His hands roamed greedily over her incredible curves, unable to stop squeezing and caressing her big, jiggly ass — the same ass that would soon belong to his boss.

He took a shaky breath and gently stepped back, still holding both of her hands tightly. His eyes stayed locked on hers. This was it. The moment he couldn’t avoid any longer.

“Baby… do you remember that night last month?” he asked, his voice trembling slightly. “After we watched that crazy TV show and started talking about our fantasies?”

Claire froze for a second, then a flicker of recognition crossed her face. She let out a nervous little laugh. “Oh goodness… yeah, that uhm… that sure was a wild night, wasn’t it? It got a little bit crazy. Maybe a bit too crazy, right?” Even as she said it, a rush of that same forbidden excitement stirred in her belly.

Mike nodded, still holding her hands firmly, his gaze never wavering. “I know it did… but it was some of the hottest sex we’ve ever had, don’t you think? Do you remember what we said our fantasies were?”

Claire blushed deeply, her cheeks turning a pretty shade of pink. “Well… I remember you said you wanted to do it on the beach at night, right?” She hesitated, biting her lip. “And I admitted that I had always wondered what it would be like to be with a…” She took a deep breath, her voice dropping to a whisper. “A big, strong… black man…”

Mike gulped hard, hearing her say those words again. Flashbacks from that wild night a month ago flooded his mind — the night that had started all of this. His little pecker twitched and began to harden instantly. He took a huge, nervous breath before continuing.

“Well baby… that’s what this special night is all about,” he said, his voice shaky but determined. “I’ve been planning this all week. I want you to experience your biggest fantasy… I want to see you enjoy yourself with a Black man… while I watch.”

Claire audibly gasped, her eyes widening in shock. A chaotic mix of fear, disbelief, and sudden arousal hit her all at once. Her breath caught in her throat as she tried to process what her husband had just said.

“B-b-but Mike…” she stammered, her Southern accent thicker with emotion. “You’re my husband… I’m not allowed to be with anyone but you…”

“Claire, baby, it’s okay,” Mike whispered, stepping closer. He leaned in and gently kissed the side of her neck, his voice soft and reassuring. “I want you to enjoy this. I’ll be right there by your side the whole time… watching and supporting you.”

Claire’s heart pounded wildly in her chest. Her head was spinning a million miles an hour. The idea that her devoted, Christian, conservative husband was not only okay with this — but had actually arranged for a well-endowed Black man to come fuck her — was beyond anything she could have imagined. It felt surreal, dangerous… and yet, as shocking as it was, she couldn’t ignore the way her body was responding. Her pussy was already growing wet with forbidden anticipation.

Being with a Black man had always been Claire’s deepest, darkest fantasy — the one she never dared speak aloud more than once. She would never have risked her marriage or their family for it. But now her own husband was standing in front of her, practically offering it to her on a silver platter.

She stood there silently in his arms, her mind reeling, heart hammering against her ribs. With every second that passed, the arousal between her thighs grew hotter and slicker. The resistance inside her finally crumbled.

“Baby… I just want you to know that I would never do something like this without your permission,” she whispered, her voice trembling with disbelief at her own words. “But if you’re really, truly okay with it… then… then let’s try it.” She let out a shaky little laugh. “God, it just feels so naughty. We’re married, Mike. Married people aren’t supposed to do things like this…”

Mike’s eyes softened with love and nervous excitement. “I know it’s a lot to take in, baby. But it’s not as uncommon as you might think. I’ve been researching it for a while now, and… I think I found the perfect Black man for you.” He searched her face, looking for any sign of hesitation. “I’ll be right there the whole time, watching over you, making sure you’re safe and okay. He’s going to take care of you and give you the kind of pleasure I’ve never been able to. I just want you to enjoy it, Claire. I really do.”

Claire couldn’t stop the soft, excited moan that escaped her lips. Her mind flooded with vivid images — a big, strong Black man’s powerful hands on her body, stretching and filling her in ways Mike’s smaller cock never could. The forbidden thrill was quickly overpowering everything else.

She took a deep, unsteady breath. “Okay… but how did you even find someone? How can we trust him? Is this Black man going to be safe for us?” Her voice shook with a potent mix of fear, curiosity, and building desire.

“Well, baby… it’s someone I know from work,” Mike said carefully, watching her face. “His name is Big Steve. He’s actually my boss, and uh… he’s very experienced with this kind of thing. He’s really good at satisfying married women right in front of their husbands. It’s something he takes a lot of joy in, and I trust him completely. He’s a great man, and he’s going to take really good care of you, baby.”

Claire’s eyes grew wider with every word, a spark of excitement clearly building behind them as the reality started to sink in.

“He’s the one who’s been helping me understand my… desires, and how this whole lifestyle works,” Mike continued, his voice dropping. “He’s big, strong, dominant and… well endowed. I think he’s more than twice my size.”

“Big… Steve?” Claire repeated slowly. She remembered him — vaguely — from a couple of company parties. He had always stood out: tall, muscular, commanding. Every time she had seen him, she’d felt an instant, inappropriate pull that she had quickly buried deep inside.

She glanced down at herself in the skimpy red lingerie and slutty heels, admiring how the outfit made her body look. The realization of who was coming only made her wetter. Biting her lip, she looked back up at Mike. “He’s… he’s really twice your size?”

“Yes baby,” Mike said, his voice thick. “He’s literally twice my size, maybe even more. But Claire, it’s not just about the size. It’s his experience too. Big Steve has been fucking married white women for over twenty years. He knows exactly what he’s doing. He’s going to give you the night of your life.”

Mike searched his wife’s eyes for any sign of doubt or hesitation. Instead, all he saw was growing excitement — raw, hungry lust. In that moment, he knew she was hooked. It was a done deal. Something powerful had been unlocked inside her, something that could never again be put back.

Claire stood there breathing heavily, almost at a complete loss for words. She took a long moment to compose herself, then looked deep into her husband’s eyes.

“Well… what time is he coming over?” she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Mike’s heart hammered in his chest. “He’s already on his way,” he said, the weight of the moment heavy in his voice. He pulled out his phone with a shaky hand and checked the time. “He’s going to be here… in just a couple of minutes.”

“Oh my god, Mike…” Claire’s voice trembled. “I can’t believe we’re really doing this.” She leaned in and wrapped her arms tightly around him, seeking security. A wave of guilt washed over her at how excited she felt — not just about being with another man, but about being with a big, strong Black man. Something that had always felt so taboo growing up in the South.

Mike held her close, his arms wrapped protectively around her soft, curvy body. He could feel her heart racing against his chest and the slight tremble in her limbs. He kissed the top of her head and gently stroked her back. “I know, baby. Everything’s going to be okay, I promise. You just need to give yourself to him and let yourself enjoy it. He’s a true professional and a great man. You’re going to have the night of your life… I just know it.”

He embraced her one last time, giving her big, round ass one firm, possessive spank before leaning in close to her ear. “Go to the bedroom,” he whispered. “I want him to fuck you in our marital bed. We’ll be up shortly.”

Suddenly, the doorbell rang through the house.

Both of them gasped.

“Baby… he’s here,” Mike announced, the reality of the moment almost too overwhelming to process.

“I love you, baby,” he said, pulling her in for one final, deep kiss.

“I love you too,” Claire replied breathlessly. With one last lingering look at her husband, she turned and rushed up the stairs toward the bedroom, her heart pounding with a dizzying mix of fear and excitement.

Mike walked to the front door on unsteady legs and pulled it open. There stood Big Steve, towering over him in the doorway. He was dressed casually but impeccably — a fitted black polo shirt that stretched across his broad, muscular chest and jeans that hugged his powerful thighs. Mike’s knees wobbled instantly at the sight of him. His eyes flicked downward before he could stop himself, drawn to the unmistakable, heavy bulge in the front of Steve’s pants — the same cock that would soon be deep inside his wife.

“Welcome to our home, sir,” Mike said, his voice quieter than he intended, stepping aside to let the much larger man enter.

The moment Big Steve stepped inside, the entire atmosphere of the house shifted. His commanding presence filled the space immediately. He took in the candlelit living room, the soft smooth jazz playing in the background, and the faint, sweet scent of Claire’s perfume lingering in the air.

“Ah, lovely,” Steve said, his deep voice warm with approval. “You really know how to set the mood, Mike. The place looks perfect.”

Big Steve’s grin widened as he looked at Mike, clearly amused by how much the smaller man already looked like a submissive cuckold ready to serve. “Thank you for having me over, Mike. I’m really looking forward to meeting your lovely wife.” He walked past Mike with total confidence, moving through the house as if he already owned it. “Your house is beautiful, by the way.”

Mike swallowed hard, barely able to form words. “Thank you, sir.”

He couldn’t look away from the big, strong, towering Black alpha who now stood in the middle of his living room. The reality of what was about to happen hit him like a wave.

“You’re a good man for allowing Claire to have what she needs — something you could never give her,” Big Steve said, his deep voice smooth but firm. “I respect you for that. But remember the rules, cuck. It’s no different than at work. When I tell you to do something, you do it. No questions asked. We can all go back to being friends afterward… but until then, you do as you’re told. Got it?”

Mike’s throat felt tight. “Yes sir,” he answered quickly. “I won’t get in your way at all. My wife is all yours for tonight. Please… give her what she’s been needing, sir.”

Big Steve smiled, clearly satisfied. “Now that’s what I wanted to hear.” He stepped closer and patted Mike on the head like a obedient pet, then wrapped one powerful arm around his shoulders, enjoying the way the smaller man trembled under his control — and soon, his wife’s as well.

“Now lead me to her,” Steve ordered, his voice dropping into a commanding tone.

“Of course, right this way, sir,” Mike said, swallowing hard. His little cock was rock hard in his pants as he led Big Steve up the stairs toward their master bedroom. He couldn’t believe he was actually doing this — willingly giving up his wife to such a superior man.

He pushed open the bedroom door. The sight inside nearly took his breath away: his sweet Claire lying on their marital bed in the most seductive pose, wearing nothing but the skimpy red lingerie and slutty heels, her curves on full display.

“Here s-she is, sir,” Mike stuttered, his voice shaking as he stepped aside to fully reveal his half-naked wife to Big Steve.

Big Steve stepped into the dimly lit bedroom with an almost ungodly amount of confidence, his massive 6’6” frame filling the doorway. Claire looked up from her seductive position on the bed, and the moment their eyes met, the connection was electric and undeniable. The sexual tension crackled in the air instantly. Her heart slammed against her ribs as she took him in — his powerful build, the thick muscles in his arms and chest, everything in complete contrast to her husband’s much smaller, skinnier body.


Stepping In

The second Big Steve laid eyes on Claire, he let out a deep, primal groan of appreciation. His already rock-hard 9-inch cock strained aggressively against his jeans, begging to be freed. She was even more stunning in person than in the photos — the red lingerie clinging to her full curves like it was painted on, her big breasts spilling over the bra, and those thick, juicy thighs and ass on full display. He had to fight the urge to pounce on her right then and there.

Claire felt his gaze like a physical touch, sending hot shivers racing down her spine. Her whole body trembled with excitement. He was a towering, unquestioned alpha male, radiating raw power and dominance. There was no doubt in the room about who was in control now — and it certainly wasn’t her husband.

Mike hovered silently in the corner, his own arousal painfully obvious as he watched the intense scene unfold. He didn’t dare speak. He no longer had any power here. Big Steve was now the undisputed boss of both him and his wife. The silence in the bedroom was deafening, broken only by the faint smooth jazz drifting up from downstairs and the sound of their ragged breathing as Big Steve slowly devoured Claire with his eyes.

“Mike,” Big Steve finally said, breaking the heavy silence as he turned toward him with a smirk. “You are one lucky man that you got to have all that to yourself for all these years.”

“You have the most beautiful wife I’ve ever seen,” Big Steve said, his deep voice cool, calm, and collected. “It’ll be an honor to give Claire her first taste of Black cock.”

He walked slowly toward the bed. Claire’s eyes dropped involuntarily to the massive, obscene outline of his erection straining against his jeans. A small, involuntary yelp escaped her lips. She had never seen a cock that big in her life — not even close. Even though Mike had warned her, seeing it in person still shocked her to her core.

Big Steve noticed her blatant stare and smiled, clearly enjoying the classic reaction of a sheltered white housewife seeing a real man for the first time.

“Hello, darling,” he said, his voice low and commanding as he stopped beside the bed, towering over her.

Claire’s heart was pounding so hard she could barely think. “It’s… nice to meet you, sir,” she managed to squeak out, her voice unsteady and breathy. “My husband has only had great things to say about you.”

Steve picked up on her excited, nervous energy immediately — something he had seen in dozens of first-time housewives. “You’re even more beautiful than your husband described,” he said, his eyes slowly roaming over every curve of her body in the skimpy red lingerie. “And he described you with a lot of enthusiasm. I think we’re going to have a lot of fun tonight.”

Claire blushed furiously, her entire face turning a deep shade of red. Big Steve leaned down and offered his large hand. Without thinking, she reached out and took it. His grip was firm yet surprisingly gentle. As she looked up into his eyes, a powerful wave of submissive desire washed over her — something she had never felt with her husband. A strange, intoxicating mix of love for Mike and raw lust for this dominant Black man flooded through her body.

Big Steve’s grin grew wider as he felt the tremble in Claire’s hand. He knew right then that she was already his. He could see it in her eyes — that deep, hungry need to be filled and stretched, a look he had seen on so many white housewives who had never been properly fucked by their undersized husbands.

He gently released her hand and took a step back. With deliberate confidence, he grabbed the hem of his shirt and pulled it off, revealing his rock-hard six-pack abs and powerfully chiseled chest. Claire bit her lip hard at the sight. Then, without wasting any time, he pushed his jeans down his thick thighs, along with his socks and shoes, leaving him standing in just a pair of black boxers.

With the utmost confidence in the world, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband and pulled them down. Out sprang over nine inches of long, thick, heavy Black cock — rock hard and pointing straight toward Claire’s face like a weapon.

“OH… MY… GOD…” Claire gasped loudly, her hands flying up to cover her mouth. Her eyes were wide with total shock. She had heard the urban legends about Black men’s size her whole life, but seeing it — feeling the sheer presence of it — was something she was completely unprepared for. She felt so small, so vulnerable… and so incredibly, dangerously turned on. Her mouth watered involuntarily as she stared, already imagining what it would feel like stretching her open.

She turned her head to look at Mike, still frozen in the corner with wide eyes. A huge, nervous, excited grin spread across her face. Mike saw that look — pure lust mixed with disbelief — and a powerful wave of pride and arousal surged through him. Knowing his wife was this turned on, this ready, made his own little cock throb even harder. He had no doubt Big Steve was going to take care of her exactly the way she needed.

“You like what you see, little missy?” Big Steve asked, his deep voice low and teasing as he slowly stroked his massive cock from base to tip, making it pulse and throb visibly.

He took a slow step closer to the bed until his legs brushed against the edge, towering over Claire. She continued staring in open-mouthed disbelief, still dressed in her slutty red lingerie, her thighs inadvertently spreading wider on the bed as if her body was already surrendering.

“I’ve never in my life seen a dick this big before, sir!” Claire gasped, struggling to catch her breath. “I mean… my husband told me you were big, but I didn’t think… I didn’t think you’d be this big!”

She turned her head toward Mike, her eyes wide and searching, a whirlwind of shock, lust, and nervous need written across her face. Her hand drifted down between her thighs, fingers pressing against the soaked fabric of her crimson thong. “Is this okay, baby?” she asked, her voice trembling as she looked for reassurance from her husband.

“It’s more than okay, baby,” Mike replied, his own voice thick with arousal. He gently rubbed his small, rock-hard cock through his pants. “It’s fucking incredible. Just relax and let Big Steve run the show. He’s the one in charge now.”

“That’s right, little lady,” Big Steve said with a deep, amused chuckle. “Listen to your hubby. He knows exactly who’s in charge tonight. He knows his place.” He glanced over at Mike, grinning. “He’s the one who brought you to me. He’s been begging me to come fuck you all week, isn’t that right, Mike?”

Claire’s eyes flicked back to her husband, wide with surprise.

Mike swallowed hard, but the words came out without hesitation, his voice thick with arousal rather than shame. “That is correct, sir. I just want what’s best for my wife… and I know a Black man like you is exactly what she needs, sir.”

“Good boy, Mike,” Big Steve said, clearly pleased with his attitude. “You can go ahead and get naked now, then take your seat right there next to the bed.”

Steve turned his full attention back to Claire. His gaze slowly traveled over her body with open hunger — lingering on her breasts that were barely contained by the skimpy red bra, then down to her soft tummy, and finally to her thick, sexy thunder thighs. Claire was exactly the type of curvy white woman he loved most: soft in all the right places, built to be claimed.

Claire turned and watched in quiet fascination as her husband obeyed Big Steve’s command without hesitation. She had never seen this side of Mike before — so completely submissive to another man. A strange, warm thrill spread through her body as she watched him strip. He pulled off his shirt, unbuckled his belt, and shoved down his pants and boxers in one hurried motion, revealing his fully erect but short and skinny white cock. Next to Big Steve’s massive Black dick, it looked even smaller than usual. Strangely, that only seemed to turn Mike on more.

Claire smiled at him softly, a little smirk playing on her lips. “Looking good, babe,” she said, her voice teasing but affectionate as she took in how excited he was.

Big Steve let out a loud, booming laugh at the sight of Mike’s small white cock. He watched with amusement as Mike walked over and knelt obediently on the carpet beside the bed.

“Claire,” Big Steve said, his voice smooth but laced with unmistakable authority, “I want you to crawl over here on all fours like the good little Black cock-craving housewife you are.” He stroked his thick cock slowly. “I want you to get it nice and wet for me.”

Claire’s cheeks burned with a rush of embarrassed excitement. No one had ever spoken to her like that — certainly not Mike. The commanding tone sent a powerful, overwhelming submissive urge through her belly. She didn’t even think about resisting. She dropped to her hands and knees on the bed and began crawling slowly toward him, her big breasts swaying heavily in the red bra and her round ass jiggling with every movement.

She glanced over at Mike, whose eyes were glued to her ass as it moved. This was it. The moment she had been secretly fantasizing about for so long was finally happening — and her husband was right there beside her, supporting her every step of the way.

As she reached Big Steve, Claire looked up at him with wide, worshipful eyes, as if he were a god. The raw sexual power radiating from his towering, muscular Black body made her feel incredibly small and vulnerable in the best possible way. Without saying a word, she leaned forward and took his massive cock into her mouth. It stretched her lips wide, filling her almost immediately. She had to fight her gag reflex after taking only about half of him, her eyes watering from the sheer size.

She had never felt so full, so used… and so exhilaratingly alive. Knowing Mike was watching every second of it only made the heat between her thighs burn hotter. She would never have done something like this without her husband right there beside her.

Big Steve looked down at Mike with a knowing, satisfied smirk as Claire struggled eagerly to take more of his thick BBC into her mouth. “You see how naturally your wife submits when I tell her what to do?” he asked, his deep voice laced with amusement. One large hand gently stroked Claire’s dirty-blonde hair.

Mike nodded obediently, unable to tear his eyes away from the intoxicating sight of his wife sucking Black cock. “Yes sir,” he whispered, his voice thick with arousal as he gently stroked his own skinny pink pecker.

“Good,” Steve said, his smirk widening. “Because that’s how it’s going to be from now on when I enter your bedroom.”

“Yes sir,” Mike breathed. “Thank you for giving my wife what she’s been dreaming of, sir.”

Claire felt a fresh rush of heat at Big Steve’s words and the possessive way his hand guided her movements. She took him deeper into her mouth, bobbing her head with growing eagerness, her eyes watering slightly from the overwhelming size as she worshipped him.

While she could easily take every inch of her husband’s cock, Claire quickly discovered how difficult it was to handle even half of Big Steve’s massive Black cock. But she was determined — eager, even. Her thoughts swirled in a dizzying mix of deep love for Mike, who watched her with rapt attention from the side of the bed, and a raw, primal desire to submit completely to the powerful man in front of her.

She took him deeper, her eyes watering from the stretch, but she refused to stop. Her tongue swirled hungrily around the thick head as both hands fondled his heavy, hanging balls. Saliva dripped messily down her chin and onto her heaving breasts, making the red lingerie glisten.

“God damn!” Big Steve laughed, clearly impressed. “Your wife is a natural, Mike! I thought you said she was just a good little Christian housewife? She looks more like a sexy, horny pornstar to me right now.”

He leaned over her and, with his long reach, delivered several strong, resounding smacks to Claire’s big, bubble ass. Her plump cheeks jiggled wildly with each firm slap.

The sharp sting sent powerful submissive shockwaves through Claire’s entire body. She moaned loudly around the thick Black cock filling her mouth, the sound vibrating down his shaft. She had never felt anything like this before — the intoxicating blend of pain and pleasure was instantly addictive. Her pussy throbbed desperately, aching to be filled.

She pushed herself further, stretching her throat eagerly to take more of him. With every firm smack on her ass, her arousal spiked higher, making her wetter than she could ever remember being. She needed him inside her. She needed this dominant, towering Black man to take complete control.

Mike watched intently as his wife’s cheeks flushed bright red from the firm smacks and her eyes watered from the sheer size of Big Steve’s thick Black cock stretching her mouth. A powerful swell of pride and twisted excitement filled his chest at seeing her so determined to please his boss. His own little cock throbbed painfully as he knelt naked beside the bed. A strange cocktail of emotions washed over him — deep love for Claire, burning lust, and a small, sharp hint of fear at how completely Big Steve now held power over both of them. Yet beneath it all, he knew this was exactly what they both needed. What they both craved.

He couldn’t resist stroking his little dicklet faster. “Baby… you look so fucking sexy sucking on that big Black cock,” Mike said, his voice husky and sounding exactly like every cuck husband he’d watched in those videos.

“Come on, Mike, don’t be shy,” Big Steve commanded with a low chuckle, still gripping Claire’s flowing blonde hair tightly as he pushed her further down onto his shaft. “Get a little closer. I want you to see how much your wife is loving this Black cock.”

Mike obediently crawled around the side of the bed until he was kneeling right beside them. At that moment, Claire’s watery eyes met his. Even with her lips stretched wide around Big Steve’s massive cock, the love that had been there since their college days shone through clearly. That shared look gave her strength. She took a deep breath through her nose and pushed forward, taking even more of him, her jaw and throat stretching uncomfortably — but she refused to stop.

The connection between them felt stronger than ever, strangely deepened by the presence of Big Steve and his dominating Black cock.

Big Steve savored the rising intensity in the room. He watched the beautiful blonde housewife struggle eagerly with his length, her eyes watering and her cheeks flushed a delicious pink. Knowing Mike was right there, naked and stroking his tiny white cock, only made him harder. The feeling of having total control over this conservative suburban white couple was utterly intoxicating.

He slowly withdrew his long, glistening Black cock from her pink lips, strings of saliva connecting them for a moment. “That’s enough of that, baby girl,” he said, his voice a smooth, commanding rumble.

“Turn around now,” Big Steve commanded. “I want to see that gorgeous ass of yours.”

Claire obeyed immediately, her body moving with a graceful tremble as she turned on the bed and presented her backside to him. Big Steve let out a deep, primitive moan of appreciation. He ran his large hands over her full, curvy white ass, squeezing and kneading the soft flesh. Then he started slapping it — firm, resounding smacks that made her plump cheeks jiggle beautifully under his palm.

He glanced down at Mike, who was still kneeling obediently beside the bed, and laughed. “Your wife has the greatest ass I’ve ever seen, whiteboy. You’re doing a good deed by finally sharing her with a real Black man.”

Mike’s cock throbbed hard in his hand as he stroked faster, watching his boss worship his wife’s ass. It was true — she had far more ass than he had ever been able to properly handle during their marriage. A strange mix of happiness and relief washed over him knowing a man who actually could handle her was now taking over.

Big Steve leaned forward and buried his face between her cheeks, pressing his mouth against the thin fabric of her thong. His tongue snaked out, licking along the crotch of her panties, teasing her soaked pussy through the material. Then he pulled the thong roughly to the side and dove in, tongue-fucking her eagerly from behind.

Claire arched her back with a loud, shuddering moan that seemed to shake the bedroom. The sensation of Big Steve’s skilled, aggressive tongue was almost too much. Her body was on fire. He licked and sucked her clit with an enthusiasm and expertise Mike had never shown.

Ohhhh god… he even eats pussy better than Mike does, she thought, her mind spinning as his big, wet tongue seemed to be everywhere at once, driving her wild.

She could feel Mike’s eyes burning into her the entire time, and she knew he was enjoying the show just as much as she was. Twisting her head, she looked back at him, her eyes glazed with lust, and mouthed the words I love you silently. He mouthed it back, his face flushed with awe. Then she turned her attention fully to the powerful Black man behind her.

Big Steve had a wide, satisfied smile as he buried his face between her cheeks, his tongue eagerly fucking her tight asshole. He savored every second, groaning at the sweet, forbidden taste of her. After a long, indulgent moment, he pulled back to admire the view — Claire’s glistening pussy and ass both presented perfectly for him, pink and dripping with arousal. His thick, rock-hard Black cock stood proudly between them, aimed directly at both waiting holes.

“Mike,” Big Steve said firmly, his voice leaving no room for argument, “I’m going to start fucking your wife now. I want you to sit in that chair over there and watch as I take what is now mine.”

“Yes sir,” Mike replied instantly, his voice hoarse. He moved to the chair in the corner and sat down, completely naked, his small cock throbbing in his hand.

Claire turned her head again to look at him. The look on her face was something Mike had never seen before — pure, primal, desperate hunger to be filled. In that moment, he realized just how badly his wife had been craving a big Black cock her entire adult life.

He had never felt smaller… or more alive. His love for her, and his deep need to please her, had led them to this point. Now he was about to witness something most husbands would never experience: his beautiful wife being thoroughly, completely satisfied by a well-hung Black bull.

With her ass raised high and her face buried in the pillows, Claire felt a raw, primal need unlike anything she had ever known. She could feel the heat radiating from Big Steve’s powerful body just inches behind her. He moved closer, and his large, warm hand spread her plump ass cheeks apart. A thick gush of her wetness spilled out, dripping onto the sheets beneath her.

“Look at that sweet little pink pussy,” Big Steve said, his voice thick with raw desire. “Look at this.” He glanced over at Mike, who was watching in total awe. “Look how wet and ready your wife is for my cock. You see that?”

His deep, primal voice filled the room as he grabbed both of Claire’s plump ass cheeks and spread them wide apart, tilting her hips so Mike had a perfect, unobstructed view of her glistening, dripping pussy.

“Yes sir,” Mike breathed, his voice trembling with lust and disbelief. “I’ve never seen her quite this wet, sir… but she’s been dreaming of a man like you for so long.”

Big Steve smiled darkly. “You’ve been a great employee for me for over a decade, Mike, and an even better cuck for the past week. Now you get your greatest reward — watching me take what is now mine. Your wife.”

He leaned forward, pressing the thick, bulbous head of his massive Black cock against Claire’s tight entrance. With one powerful thrust, he pushed inside her.

Both of them let out loud, guttural moans as he sank in. Claire’s fingers clutched the sheets tightly.

“God damn!” Big Steve yelled, his voice rough with pleasure. “Now that’s a snug fit!”

The intense pressure of his massive cock stretching her tight married pussy felt like pure heaven to him.

She bit her bottom lip so hard she nearly drew blood, eyes squeezed tightly shut, nails clawing at the sheets as her body fought to accommodate the enormous Black cock slowly pushing into her. “Oh god… oh god… OH GOD… OH GOD!!!!!! OHHHH FUUUUUUCCKKK!” Claire screamed, the raw, broken sound echoing through their bedroom.

The feeling of Big Steve’s massive cock stretching her tight pussy was overwhelming — a deep, burning fullness that bordered on pain but exploded into mind-shattering pleasure. It was nothing like anything she had ever felt before. Time seemed to slow as he sank deeper, every thick inch claiming territory her husband had never been able to reach. A single tear of pure, overwhelming sensation rolled down her flushed cheek, but she didn’t want him to stop. She needed this — the sense of being completely used and owned by this powerful, dominant Black man she barely knew.

It was the polar opposite of the gentle, small, almost polite sex she had known with Mike for twelve years. Big Steve’s fast, deep, powerful strokes quickly overwhelmed her, pounding into her with a force and rhythm that made her feel, for the first time in her life, like she was truly being fucked the way her body had always craved.

She could feel Mike’s wide eyes locked on her the entire time, his hand frantically stroking his skinny white cock. That only made everything hotter — knowing her devoted husband was right there, watching her lose herself.

“Damn, Mike,” Big Steve grunted, his hips slamming forward with relentless power, “you’ve been keeping this pussy nice and tight for me all these years, haven’t you?”

“Yes sir,” Mike gasped, his voice shaky and thick with lust.


Going Deeper

Each brutal, deep thrust sent shockwaves through Claire’s core. The overwhelming dominance, the way Big Steve’s superior cock filled and stretched her so completely, pushed her over the edge again and again. She moaned and whimpered helplessly, her body shaking as orgasm after orgasm crashed through her. Her eyes fluttered open and locked onto Mike’s. He sat there naked in the chair, stroking his pathetic little white cock, watching in total shock and awe as his boss thoroughly claimed his wife’s tight white pussy.

As Big Steve continued to fuck Claire for well over half an hour, a clear pattern emerged. Every time she came on his thick BBC, her whole body would shake violently, her moans turning into desperate, broken cries as she collapsed onto the bed, gasping for air. She would rest for only a few moments, panting and trembling, before obediently lifting her ass back up, offering herself to him again like she couldn’t get enough.

What amazed both Mike and Claire most was Big Steve’s seemingly endless stamina. He fucked her with powerful, relentless strokes, his massive Black cock never tiring, never slowing down. It was in extreme contrast to Mike’s usual short, frantic performances in bed.

Big Steve suddenly grabbed Claire with possessive strength, flipping her onto her back. He leaned down over her, his muscular body covering hers. She instinctively wrapped her thick thighs around his back, pulling him closer as the two of them embraced in a deep, passionate kiss. For some strange reason, watching his wife kiss Big Steve so intimately felt even more intense and arousing to Mike than seeing him inside her. The sight made his stomach twist with a potent mix of jealousy and lust. He had to pull his hand completely away from his throbbing little dicklet to stop himself from shooting his load right then and there.

Big Steve lifted his head from Claire’s lips for a moment, looked straight at Mike sitting obediently in the chair, and gave him a big, taunting smile. Then he dove back in, resuming his powerful thrusts into Mike’s wife.

Mike’s heart pounded so hard he felt it might burst from his chest as he watched Big Steve’s powerful hips thrust relentlessly into his wife’s welcoming body. The old fear — the terrifying thought of losing her to someone who could truly satisfy her — had always been his deepest insecurity. But now, seeing her face contort in pure ecstasy as she came over and over again on that thick Black cock, Mike finally understood. This was exactly what she needed. He had been selfish for so long, holding her back from this kind of intense, overwhelming satisfaction that well-hung Black men could provide. How ridiculous he had been to ever think his small cock was enough for her.

He watched as Big Steve gave Claire yet another orgasm — her seventh of the night — her body shaking violently beneath the much larger man. And in that moment, Mike felt nothing but deep acceptance of his new role.

His hand moved faster on his throbbing little cock, eyes glued to the look of pure bliss plastered across his wife’s face. He was nothing but a spectator now, a willing cuckold in this world of interracial pleasure where Big Steve was the undisputed star Black bull, and he was simply the lucky little husband allowed to watch.

“Look at me, Mike,” Big Steve commanded, his deep voice cutting through the moans and the rhythmic slapping of skin.

Mike instantly obeyed, looking up at his boss. He felt completely owned.

“Look at me fucking your wife like she’s always wanted,” Steve growled, smirking. “Tell me… does it feel good watching me fill her up with what you could never give her?”

He pulled back slowly, almost withdrawing all nine thick inches, the wet, obscene sounds of her stretched pussy echoing through the room. Then he slammed back into her with brutal force, making the entire bed shake as Claire let out a loud, shattering moan that the neighbors could probably hear.

“Yes sir,” Mike said, his voice trembling with humiliation and lust. “Thank you for satisfying her like she deserves. Thank you for letting me watch, sir. Please… keep fucking her.”

He had never felt more pathetic in his life saying those words out loud, but the degradation only made his hand move faster on his throbbing little cock. He couldn’t tear his eyes away as Big Steve’s powerful muscles tensed and flexed with every brutal thrust, his thick, dark Black cock disappearing deep into Claire’s tight pink pussy. A small trail of precum was already leaking out around his shaft, dripping down her ass and onto the sheets.

Claire’s mind was a complete mess of pleasure and disbelief. Big Steve’s relentless pounding pushed her into her eighth orgasm of the night, her body convulsing hard beneath him. She had never felt so alive, so thoroughly used, so completely owned by another man. And the fact that her own husband was right there — not just watching, but actively submitting and thanking the man who was ruining her for him — only made her wetter and hornier than she ever thought possible.

Big Steve’s grunts grew louder and more animalistic. It was clear to everyone in the room that he was getting close, ready to unleash his potent seed deep inside her.

At the same moment, Claire rolled her head back on the pillow, her bright blue eyes locking onto Mike’s as another powerful climax ripped through her, her pussy spasming wildly around Big Steve’s massive cock.

“Ahhhh fuck!!” Big Steve roared. “Get over here, Mike! I want you to see this up close. I want you to watch me cum deep inside your wife! Get over here now!”

Mike scrambled out of the chair and rushed to the edge of the bed, kneeling close. He watched in stunned awe as his wife screamed Big Steve’s name at the top of her lungs while the powerful Black man buried himself to the hilt and began flooding her married pussy with thick, hot ropes of cum.

“OHHHHH FUCK!! GOD DAMN!!” Big Steve roared as his massive cock pulsed deep inside Claire. Thick, powerful ropes of cum erupted from him in what felt like an endless flood, filling her married white pussy to overflowing. A smug, victorious smile spread across his face. He had just claimed another white wife into the lifelong addiction of Black cock, and he knew it.

His broad, muscular chest heaved with exertion as he slowly pulled all nine thick inches of his BBC out of her. A heavy stream of his potent seed immediately began leaking from her stretched, gaping pussy, dripping down onto the sheets like a creamy waterfall.

“Good girl,” he murmured, gently patting her trembling thighs. “Now tell your little hubby thank you for setting this up. He’s a good boy for knowing exactly what you really needed and making it happen.”

Claire rolled her head to the side, her eyes soft and glistening with a raw mix of love and gratitude as she looked at Mike. “Thank you, baby,” she whispered, her voice hoarse and emotional. “I love you so much. You are the best husband ever… I’m so glad you were here with me. That Black cock… it was the best thing I’ve ever felt. Thank you for setting this all up for me…”

Mike felt his heart swell. He couldn’t believe the sight before him — his beautiful wife, thoroughly used and filled by his powerful Black boss, looking at him with such pure love and gratitude. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes as he climbed onto the bed and kissed her passionately. The thick scent of sex and Big Steve’s musky sweat hung heavy in the air around them.

“Seeing you filled up and pleasured like that, baby… it was the greatest thing I’ve ever seen in my entire life,” Mike said, his voice cracking with emotion. He kissed her forehead tenderly and held her tightly against him. “I love you.”

“Awwhh, isn’t that cute,” Big Steve said with a mocking chuckle, “but I believe you have a cleanup job to do, Mikey.”

Before Mike could react, Big Steve grabbed a fistful of his hair and roughly pushed him down the bed until his face was buried between Claire’s spread thighs, just inches from her well-fucked, dripping pussy. Thick, creamy globs of Big Steve’s cum were already leaking out of her stretched pink hole.

Mike’s stomach twisted with disgust even as a dark thrill shot through him. The strong, musky, salty-bitter scent hit him first, making his nose wrinkle. He knew exactly what he was about to taste — another man’s load, warm and fresh from inside his own wife. The thought made him feel pathetic… but his little cock throbbed harder than ever.

He stuck his tongue out and began licking. The taste was vile — thick, salty, slightly bitter, and overwhelmingly masculine. It coated his tongue and made him want to gag, yet he couldn’t stop. The humiliation burned in his chest, but that same degradation sent a twisted, shameful arousal flooding through his body. He licked faster, swirling his tongue around her swollen clit and sucking Big Steve’s cum straight from her pussy, swallowing it down in heavy gulps.

Claire watched him with a mix of surprise and lust, gently stroking his hair. “That’s it, baby…” she moaned softly, encouraging him.

“That’s a good boy, Mike,” Big Steve praised, clearly enjoying the sight. “You’re doing exactly what you need to do to keep your wife happy. And I know you’re loving every second of it.”

Mike kept going, the disgusting taste and the overwhelming arousal battling inside him with every lick. His own cock leaked steadily as he cleaned up more and more of the heavy, endless stream of thick Black bull cum.

With his cock fully erect once more, Big Steve climbed back onto the bed and positioned himself behind Claire, who was still lying on her back. He guided his thick shaft to her mouth, and she took him in eagerly, her lips stretching wide around him. Watching her bob her head up and down his massive Black cock while her husband licked the last of his cum from her freshly fucked pussy filled Big Steve with a deep, primal sense of satisfaction. He now held complete ownership over this young, conservative white couple.

He smirked down at them, feeling an overwhelming surge of power. Reaching out, he gently petted Claire’s blonde hair and stroked her flushed cheek as he slowly fed her more of his cock.

Big Steve watched with amusement as Mike diligently finished cleaning every last drop of his thick Black seed from Claire’s pretty pink pussy after several long minutes. Finally, he pulled his glistening cock from Claire’s mouth and stood up from the bed, arms folded across his broad chest. His voice dropped into a primal, commanding tone.

“Now, what are you supposed to do after cleanup, Mikey?” Big Steve asked, staring directly into his eyes.

Mike froze for a moment, his mind racing back to all the cuckold videos he had watched on the USB drive earlier that week. His cheeks burned with humiliation as the answer came to him. He slowly crawled off the bed, keeping his eyes lowered, unable to meet Big Steve’s gaze for long. He paused, swallowing hard, before answering in a barely audible whisper, his head bowed in submission.

“I… I bow down and kiss your feet, sir.”

“I couldn’t hear you, cuck,” Big Steve said, folding his massive arms across his chest.

Mike’s face burned with humiliation, but he forced the words out louder this time, his voice cracking slightly. “I bow down and I kiss your feet, sir.”

“That’s what I thought you said,” Big Steve replied victoriously, clearly savoring the power play. He loved the way Mike’s eyes searched his for approval, the way this once-proud husband was crumbling so completely.

The room fell silent except for the faint jazz still playing downstairs as Mike crawled forward on all fours, his legs trembling. The full weight of his submission settled over him like a heavy blanket. Claire watched from the bed, her eyes wide with a potent mix of shock and undeniable arousal. This was a side of her husband she had never seen — the loving, Christian, conservative man she married now on the floor, lowering his head to kiss the feet of the powerful Black man who had just claimed her.

Mike paused for a moment, took a deep, shaky breath, then bent down and pressed his lips reverently against Big Steve’s right foot. Then the left. It was a gesture of total, permanent surrender.

“Thank you for satisfying my wife like she deserves, sir,” Mike said, looking up at Big Steve with raw admiration and submission in his eyes.

Big Steve laughed deeply, one hand slowly stroking his still-hard cock. A sense of immense pride washed over him at the complete control he now held over this married white couple. “You’re welcome, Mike. You’ve got a beautiful, loving wife… and you’re a good man for allowing her to finally have what she needs. More husbands should be like you.”

Claire and Mike looked at each other, sharing a soft, intimate smile filled with love, wonder, and a touch of disbelief at what they had just done. Then they both turned back to Big Steve, waiting silently for his next command, completely attuned to his authority now.

“Alright,” Big Steve said, still glistening with sweat from the intense fucking, “let’s get in the shower, shall we?”

Claire slipped off her slutty heels, her legs still shaky. Mike rose on unsteady legs. The three of them followed Big Steve into the bathroom, where his massive frame seemed to dominate even the spacious walk-in shower. He turned on the water, and warm streams cascaded over his muscular body, washing away sweat and remnants of their passion.

Claire stepped in after him, her eyes drawn helplessly to his heavy, still-impressive cock hanging between his thighs. Mike followed last, feeling smaller than ever as he stood under the spray, his now-flaccid dick looking tiny — like a little tic-tac — compared to the powerful man sharing the shower with his wife.

The hot water rained down on all three of them, mixing their scents in the steamy air. Big Steve took the soap and began washing Claire with surprising tenderness, his large hands gliding over her curves, her breasts, her waist, and down her hips. After the raw intensity of how he had just fucked her, the gentle care felt almost intimate.

Claire closed her eyes and leaned back into his touch with a soft sigh of bliss, letting the soap and water rinse her clean. Mike stood a step behind them, once again reduced to the role of spectator, slowly washing himself as he watched Big Steve’s strong hands explore every inch of his wife’s body. Claire pressed her curvy backside against Steve’s cock, grinding slowly, almost instinctively.

The whole scene felt surreal — like their lives had permanently shifted in the span of one night. And deep down, they both sensed this kind of dynamic would soon become their new normal.

Mike continued watching quietly as Big Steve took his time, especially lingering on Claire’s big, wet, jiggly ass. He soaped it thoroughly, rubbing and massaging the soft, plump flesh with his powerful hands, squeezing and spreading her cheeks as the water rinsed the suds away.

After the long, hot shower they all shared, the three of them stepped out into the steam-filled bathroom, bodies relaxed and glowing. They dried off slowly, exchanging soft touches and lingering glances, all fully aware of the profound shift that had just taken place in their marriage — yet feeling no regret, only a strange, warm acceptance.

They took their time getting dressed in comfortable clothes, then made their way downstairs to the living room. The soft, sultry notes of smooth jazz were still playing gently in the background. The room was dimly lit by the candles that had burned lower, casting a warm, golden glow over everything.

They settled onto the large couch. Claire curled up naturally between the two men, her head resting on Mike’s shoulder while Big Steve sat close on her other side, his large hand slowly caressing her smooth thigh. She loved the feeling of being sandwiched between them — her devoted husband on one side and the powerful man who had just fucked her senseless on the other. For the first time in her life, she felt completely satisfied and cherished at the same time. She turned and gave Mike a tender, loving kiss on the lips, then leaned forward and gave Big Steve a deeper, more passionate kiss, her hand resting on his broad chest.

The conversation flowed easily between the three of them, even though it was well past midnight. Big Steve spoke about his love for jazz music, told wild stories from his college football days and his time in the NFL, and even complimented Mike on what a reliable, hard-working employee he was.

Claire listened with shining eyes, fascinated as she learned more about the dominant, commanding man who had just claimed her so completely. Mike was equally captivated, struck by how effortlessly Big Steve could switch from an utterly dominant bull in the bedroom to this relaxed, charming, soft-spoken gentleman.

After hours of relaxed conversation, Big Steve finally glanced at his watch and let out a deep chuckle. “Well, I better be getting home to my woman. She knows I fuck horny wives, so don’t worry — she’s not going to come after you.” He stood up with the easy grace of a man who knew he had just permanently cemented his place as their dominant Black bull.

He leaned down and kissed Claire deeply, possessively, before giving Mike a firm, manly handshake.

Mike cleared his throat, looking up at the man who had just thoroughly dominated and filled his wife — the same man whose cum he had cleaned from her pussy earlier. “Thank you, sir,” he said with genuine, heartfelt gratitude. “Thank you for making my wife’s special night so unforgettable.”

“Yes, thank you, Big Steve,” Claire added softly, her eyes shimmering with a complex mix of emotions she couldn’t quite name.

“I wish we had tried this sooner,” Claire confessed, squeezing Mike’s hand tightly, feeling the steady warmth of her husband’s love and support. “We’re so grateful for you showing us this… and we hope to see you again. Very soon.”

Big Steve looked down at the couple, his gaze lingering for a moment on their entwined hands and Claire’s wedding ring. A satisfied smile spread across his face. “You two were my all-time favorite couple, and we are just getting started. I’ve fucked a lot of married women before, but this time… this time was different. It was simply unforgettable.” He laughed warmly. “Mike and I can discuss a further schedule at work on Monday. After all, he is my star employee.”

With that, Big Steve calmly walked out of their home, Claire’s big, plump white ass still fresh in his mind.

Mike had never felt more in love with his wife, more deeply connected to her, than he did in this quiet, tender moment. He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her close, holding her tightly as she melted into his chest.

“Ohhh baby, I love you,” Claire whispered, her voice soft and full of emotion. “Thank you so much for setting me up with that big, sexy Black man. You are the greatest husband a woman could ever have.”

Mike’s heart swelled with overwhelming love as he held her, feeling the warmth of her well-fucked body pressed against him. Her skin still carried the faint scent of sex and Big Steve’s cologne. “I love you too, baby,” he whispered, kissing the top of her head and breathing her in. “I love you more than anything.”

The smooth jazz still played softly in the background, creating a gentle, soothing atmosphere. As they lay curled together on the couch, Mike’s mind wandered to the future. Would Big Steve become a regular part of their lives? A frequent guest in their home — their permanent BBC bull? The thought sent a strange, comforting thrill through him. He felt an unexpected sense of relief knowing how thoroughly Steve had satisfied his wife in ways he never could.

Claire’s breathing grew slow and steady as she drifted off to sleep nestled against his chest. Mike stayed awake a little longer, gently stroking her hair, feeling completely at peace with everything that had happened. Grateful for what Big Steve had given them both.

Eventually, Mike closed his eyes and followed her into sleep, the soft music and the warmth of his wife’s body lulling him into a deep, contented rest.
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Shared at the Bar: My Wife's Night of BBC Pleasure

I never thought anything like this would happen to us.

My wife Amy and I have always had a great marriage — passionate, adventurous, and open with our fantasies. A drunken blowjob on a moonlit beach in Mexico with strangers watching felt like the wildest thing we’d ever do.

I was wrong.

Tonight, I’m standing in a private room watching my beautiful wife on her knees, eagerly sucking a stranger’s big, thick black cock. The same woman who used to blush at dirty talk is now moaning like a desperate slut, taking him deep down her throat with raw hunger — while I watch with the hardest erection of my life.

What started as a harmless bar roleplay game has completely spiraled out of control. Now Amy is craving more… and I’m discovering that sharing my wife might be the most intense thrill I’ve ever experienced.

Some lines, once crossed, change everything.

Taken in Costa Rica: A Husband Watches His Wife Submit to Her Surf Instructor

I never expected our vacation to turn into this.

Claire was always the steady one — sensible, loyal, the woman who kept our life on track. Until a young, hung Costa Rican surf instructor named Mateo changed everything.

Now I’m watching my wife on her knees in our hotel room, her lips stretched wide around Mateo’s thick cock, taking him deeper than she’s ever taken me. Her eyes are watering, her hands gripping his thighs, moaning like she’s starving for it. The same woman who used to blush at dirty talk is now sucking another man's cock with raw, hungry need — and I can’t look away.

What started as innocent surf lessons became stolen kisses on the beach… then her bending over, being taken in his hut… then nights where she’d come back to me dripping with his cum. Every time I told myself this had gone far enough, Claire would look at me with that breathless, guilty-hungry smile and whisper that she needed more.

I thought this trip was supposed to be about us. I thought I knew my wife. I thought I could control the fantasy.

Now we’re deep in Costa Rica, and the rules are gone. My beautiful, once-faithful wife has completely surrendered to another man — and the worst part is… I’m not sure I want her to stop.

She’s on her knees for him. I’m watching. And neither of us is ready to go back.

Cleanup: A Cuckold Husband Learns His Place

Despite the bitter-salt taste flooding my mouth, despite the sheer degradation of it all, I couldn’t stop. I sucked, licked, devoured her cum-stuffed pussy like a man starved—tongue plunging deep, chasing every thick drop of the three strangers who’d just finished inside her.

Laura rode my face with savage abandon, hips grinding down, smothering me in slick heat and the mingled scent of her arousal and their release. Her moans turned frantic, words dissolving into gasps as her climax built. Then she shattered—hard. Her body convulsed above me, thighs clamping my head, pussy clenching and gushing as she bucked wildly, trying to drown me in the creamy mess she’d collected.

I could barely breathe. I didn’t care. The humiliation—the knowledge that I was nothing but her cleanup toy while real men had wrecked her—was everything I’d ever craved and more.

And then, buried beneath her, suffocating in her and them, I felt it happen. Without a single touch, without even realizing the edge was coming, I came too. My cock twitched helplessly, spurting weak ropes onto my stomach as shame crashed over me in waves hotter than any orgasm should be. I trembled under her weight, spilling myself uselessly while she rode out the last shudders of her pleasure.

Pathetic. Broken. Exactly where I belonged.
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