

The QoS Club! A Newlywed White Wife's Snowbunny Awakening!

A Hot Taboo, Interracial, Cuckold, BMWF, Breeding, Cheating Erotica Story!

Sally P


Copyright © 2025 Sally P

All rights reserved

This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or real events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older and engage in consensual sexual activities. The story is entirely fictional and intended for adult audiences, featuring themes of interracial relationships, cheating, and other taboo topics.

Please note that the content is meant to cater to readers interested in these particular genres and fantasies and is written for entertainment purposes only. All actions depicted in this story occur between consenting adults, and no coercion, force, or dubious means are implied in any way.

The story explores mature, explicit themes that may not be suitable for all readers. Reader discretion is advised, and respect for the creative freedom and artistic expression employed in this narrative is encouraged.

DISCLAIMER: Contains heavy themes of infidelity, cheating and taboo interracial eroticism between a black man and a white woman! It also contains several instances of obscene, lewd, sexist, misogynist, homophobic language that is used solely in the context of erotic roleplay. Please do not read if these themes offend you!


Cover generated by Sally P



Contents

Title Page

Copyright

PROLOGUE: THE GIFT

PROLOGUE 2: WEDDING NIGHT

PROLOGUE 3: QOS

CHAPTER 1: THE CLUB, Part 1

CHAPTER 1: THE CLUB, Part 2

CHAPTER 1: THE CLUB, PART 3

CHAPTER 2: WHO AM I?, PART 1

CHAPTER 2: WHO AM I?, PART 2

CHAPTER 3: TRUTH, PART 1

CHAPTER 3: TRUTH, PART 2

CHAPTER 3: TRUTH, PART 3

CHAPTER 4: BLACKED, PART 1

CHAPTER 4: BLACKED, PART 2

CHAPTER 4: BLACKED, PART 3

CHAPTER 5: CLEAN UP, PART 1

CHAPTER 5: CLEAN UP, PART 2

CHAPTER 5: CLEAN UP, PART 3

EPILOGUE, PART 1

EPILOGUE, PART 2

EPILOGUE, PART 3


PROLOGUE: THE GIFT

The DJ announced us as Mr. and Mrs. Jake Thornton and I couldn't stop smiling. Three hundred guests. White roses everywhere. My mother crying in the front row. Everything perfect.

Until she walked in.

Megan.

Jake's ex. The one he dated for a couple of years before me. The one he never really talked about. She wasn't on the guest list—I'd made sure of that—but here she was, blonde hair flowing, tight red dress like she was trying to upstage the bride.

"Relax," Jake said, squeezing my hand. "I'll handle it."

But he didn't move. Just stood there, frozen, watching her cut through the crowd.

She walked right up to us. Smiled at me like we were old friends. "Emma. You look beautiful. Congratulations."

"Thanks." I didn't smile back. "I don't remember sending you an invitation."

"You didn't." She laughed. Not embarrassed at all. "I just wanted to drop off a gift. For both of you."

She pulled an envelope from her clutch and pressed it into Jake's hand. He took it like it was a live grenade.

"VIP passes," she said. "To a club in Miami. The QOS Club. Very exclusive. You'll love it."

"We're going to Cancun," I said.

"Change your plans." She looked at Jake when she said it. Not me. "Trust me, babe. Jake's gonna enjoy this way more than you will."

She laughed again at her own joke. Jake didn't.

"What's QOS mean?" I asked.

Jake's face had gone white. Actually white. Like he'd seen a ghost.

"Just a club," he said. His voice was flat. "It'll be fun."

"See, he already loves it," Megan smirked. Leaned in and whispered something in Jake's ear. I couldn't hear it, but I saw his jaw clench. Saw his hands shake.

Then she walked away. Hips swaying. Every man in the room watching her.

I noticed the tattoo on her ankle as she left. A black spade with a Q in the center. I didn't know what it meant.

"Jake. What the fuck was that about?"

He stuffed the envelope in his jacket pocket. "Nothing. Old drama. Forget about it."

"Why would she—"

"Emma." He grabbed my hands. Looked me in the eyes. "It's our wedding day. Let's not let her ruin it. Okay?"

I let it go. Shouldn't have. But I did.

That night, after the reception, after we'd fucked—well, after Jake had tried to fuck me and finished in two minutes like always, leaving me wet and frustrated—I found him sitting on the edge of the bed.

Staring at those VIP passes.

"Jake?"

He shoved them in his suitcase. "Nothing. Come to bed."

Two days later, we changed our honeymoon to Miami.

He said Cancun was overrated.

*


PROLOGUE 2: WEDDING NIGHT

The honeymoon suite was supposed to be magical. Rose petals on the bed. Champagne chilling. A view of the city lights.

Jake was drunk. Stumbling drunk. He'd done shots with his groomsmen and hadn't stopped at the open bar.

"C'mere, wife," he slurred, grabbing at my dress. "Wanna consummate this marriage."

I'd been waiting for this. Our wedding night. I'd bought special lingerie—white lace, bridal, expensive. I wanted it to be perfect.

It wasn't.

He fumbled with my dress for five minutes before I had to help him. Couldn't unhook my bra. When I finally got naked and laid back on the bed, ready for him, he was struggling with his own pants.

"Jake, let me—"

"I got it, I got it."

He finally got them off. Climbed on top of me. I could feel him against my thigh.

Soft.

"Just give me a second," he mumbled. "Long day."

He rubbed himself against me. Trying to get hard. I reached down to help, stroking him, but there wasn't much to work with. Even fully hard, Jake was maybe four inches. Generous estimate. Thin too. The kind of dick that slips out if you move wrong. The kind that never hits the right spots no matter what position you try.

Not that it mattered tonight. He couldn't even get there.

Two years together and I'd never cum from his dick. Not once. I told myself it was normal. Told myself most women needed more. But deep down I wondered—was it me? Or was it him?

It was him. I knew it was him. But I married him anyway because he was safe. Reliable. Good on paper.

Good on paper doesn't make you cum.

"It's okay," I said. "We can just—"

"No, no. I want to. I want to."

He kept grinding against me. Half-hard at best. I was wet—I'd been thinking about this all day—but he couldn't find the angle. Kept slipping against my entrance.

Then he groaned.

I felt it. Warm and thin. Spilling onto my mound. Dribbling down between my lips.

He'd cum. Outside me. Without ever getting inside.

"Fuck," he muttered. "Sorry. Sorry, babe. I just—the champagne—"

He rolled off me. Onto his back.

"Give me ten minutes. We'll go again."

He was snoring in two.

I lay there. Wet. Unsatisfied. His watery cum cooling on my skin.

This was my wedding night.

I wiped myself off with the sheet and stared at the ceiling. My body was buzzing. Aching. I needed something.

My hand slid down. Between my legs. I felt guilty immediately—my husband was right there—but I couldn't stop. I was too wound up.

I touched myself slowly. Quietly. Thinking about... I don't know what. Not Jake. Something else. Someone else.

I came in three minutes. Biting my lip to stay silent. It wasn't enough. I did it again. And again.

Jake snored through all of it.

---


PROLOGUE 3: QOS




I couldn't sleep.

3 AM. Jake was passed out cold. Dead to the world.

I kept thinking about Megan. The way she looked at Jake. The way he looked at her. That tattoo on her ankle.

The VIP passes.

I slipped out of bed. Found Jake's jacket on the floor. The envelope was still in the pocket.

QOS Club. Miami. VIP Access.

I grabbed my phone and typed it into the search bar.

The results loaded.

My eyes went wide. As bright as the screen in the dark room.

"Oh my god."

I scrolled. Read. Scrolled more. Clicked on images. Videos. Forums.

Queen of Spades. I knew what it meant now.

I looked at Jake. Snoring. Pathetic. His limp dick had left a wet spot on the sheets.

Then I looked back at my phone. At the pictures. At what happened in that club.

I didn't sleep at all that night.

Why-no, how could I?

*


CHAPTER 1: THE CLUB, Part 1

Three days in Miami. Three days of sun, sand, and disappointment.

Every night was the same. Jake would get handsy after dinner, we'd go back to the room, and he'd try. Really try. But trying doesn't mean shit when your dick won't cooperate.

Night one: He got semi-hard, pumped into me for maybe two minutes, then went soft inside me. Pulled out embarrassed. Said he was jet-lagged.

Night two: Couldn't get it up at all. Blamed the food. Went down on me instead, but Jake's tongue game was as weak as his dick game. Sloppy. No rhythm. I faked an orgasm just to make it stop.

Night three: He didn't even try. Said he had a headache. Rolled over and passed out by 10 PM.

I lay there in the dark. Wet. Frustrated. Thinking about those VIP passes.

I hadn't told Jake what I'd found that night. What I knew. I wanted to see if he'd bring it up himself. If he'd admit what that club really was.

He didn't.

So I did.

"Let's use those passes tonight," I said over breakfast. "The ones Megan gave us."

Jake's coffee cup froze halfway to his mouth. "What?"

"The club. QOS. Let's go."

I watched his face carefully. The way his eyes widened. The way he swallowed hard.

"I don't know if that's really our scene—"

"Why not?" I kept my voice innocent. "It's just a club, right? That's what you said."

He stared at me. I stared back.

"Yeah," he finally said. "Yeah, okay. Let's go."

---

I spent two hours getting ready.

Showered. Shaved everything. Lotioned my whole body until my skin was silk. Then I stood in front of the closet, heart pounding, asking myself what the fuck I was doing.

I knew what that club was. I'd seen the pictures. The videos. White wives on their knees. White wives bent over. White wives with their eyes rolled back, mouths open, taking—

I shook my head. Grabbed a dress.

Not just any dress. The black one. The one Jake said was "too much" for his office Christmas party. Tight. Short. Backless. The fabric so thin you could see my nipples if the light hit right.

No bra. Couldn't wear one with the back cut that low.

I slid on a black lace thong. Nothing else.

Looked at myself in the mirror. This wasn't a woman going to a regular club. This was a woman going to get looked at. Touched. Maybe more.

My pussy clenched at the thought.

"You ready?" Jake called from the other room.

No. Yes. I don't know.

"Coming," I said.

---

The club was in South Beach. No sign. Just a black door with a gold spade symbol and a line of people waiting to get in.

We skipped the line. VIP, remember.

The bouncer was massive. Black. Arms bigger than my thighs. He looked at the passes, then looked at me. Smiled like he knew something.

"VIP. They're expecting you. Have fun in there, y'all."

I knew what fun meant in there. Knew that my husband knew as well.

"Thanks, man," I heard him say.

The inside of the club was dark. Purple and red lights. Bass so heavy it vibrated through my chest and between my legs. The place reeked of money and sex.

I saw the men first.

Black. Every single one. Tall. Built. Dressed in designer everything. They moved through the club like they owned it. Because they did.

Then I saw the women.

White. Almost all of us. Mostly blondes. Brunettes. Some redheads. Dressed like we were competing for attention. Short skirts. Low cuts. High heels.

And the jewelry. Spade symbols everywhere. Gold earrings. Necklaces. Anklets. One woman had it tattooed on her chest, right above her cleavage. Another had it on her lower back.

Queens of Spades. All of them.

I was wearing a tight black dress. Nothing underneath except a thong. I'd told myself it was because of the Miami heat. That was a lie.

"I'll get us drinks," Jake said. His voice was shaky. "Find us a spot. I'll track down the VIP section."

"Jake—"

But he was already gone. Disappeared into the crowd like he couldn't get away from me fast enough.

I stood there. Alone. Surrounded.

They noticed immediately.

"Damn. New girl."

I turned. He was tall—six-four at least. Dark skin. White teeth. Muscles straining against his black t-shirt.

"I'm married," I said quickly, holding up my ring. Why?

He laughed. Deep and rich. "Baby, look around. They all are."

His hand found my waist. Warm. Big. His fingers nearly wrapped around to my back.

"I'm Marcus. And you are?"

"Emma."

"Emma." He said it slow. Like he was tasting it. "Pretty name for a pretty snowbunny. Your husband bring you here?"

Snowbunny. There was that word. To think that before all this, I would have thought it was some innocent term for a rabbit.

"He's getting drinks."

"Nah." Marcus smiled. "He's hiding. They always hide at first. From the shame. Come dance with me. He'll find you when he's ready."

I should have said no. Should have found Jake. Should have walked out. At least I would have if I didn't know what this place was about, what Queen of Spades even meant.

But I knew. There was no point in pretending. Sure, I'd pretended in front of my husband. But here? I was wet. Already. Just from the way this hot black motherfucker was looking at me. Just from his hand on my waist.

"One dance," I said.

---


CHAPTER 1: THE CLUB, Part 2

Marcus pulled me onto the floor. One song. That's what I told myself.

Then I felt another body behind me. Hands on my hips. A chest pressed against my back.

"Mind if I join?" A deep voice in my ear. "I'm Terrence."

I turned my head. Just as tall as Marcus. Just as built. Dark skin. Full lips. Eyes that said he already knew the answer.

I didn't say no.

I was sandwiched between them. Marcus in front. Terrence behind.

They smelled so good. Of spices and man-musk. The music was slow and dirty. They moved against me. With me. Hands everywhere.

Marcus gripped my hips. Pulled me against him. I felt him through his jeans—thick and heavy against my stomach.

Holy shit.

This was happening way too fast. But could I even complain? Terrence pressed into my back. His hands slid up my sides. Brushed the edges of my tits. His dick was hard against my ass. Just as big as Marcus.

I'd never felt anything like it. Either of them. Jake's sad four inches—and that's being generous—couldn't compare to what was grinding against me right now. These felt like literal rods of iron wrapped in flesh.

"You ever had black dick before?" Marcus's lips brushed my ear.

I shook my head. Couldn't speak.

"Didn't think so." His hand slid down. Over my hip. Down to the hem of my dress. "That's why you're here, isn't it? Looking for something he can't give you?"

His fingers grazed my inner thigh. My legs parted on instinct.

"Mph," I whimpered. Terrence's hands cupped my tits from behind. Oh, fuck. Oh shit! I wanted to swat his hand away but—

He squeezed. My nipples were hard against the fabric. No bra to hide them.

"She's ready," Terrence said. "Feel how hot she is."

Marcus's fingers slid higher. Found the edge of my thong. I gasped. Oh my god. These men-they were handsy, sure. But their aggression. They were wasting no time.

"Soaked," he murmured.

Absolutely fucking soaked. Yeah, he wasn't wrong. My thong was drenched. Had been ever since he started grinding on me. Maybe since we walked in. Maybe since I decided to come here.

Maybe since I found out what this club was about. Maybe since I realized what we were signing up for. His finger traced along the fabric. Pressing against my slit. Not inside—just teasing. I moaned. Couldn't help it.

"Fuck," I found myself reaching for Terrence's face. His jaw. His cheek. He was breathing all over my neck, hot and heavy, and something in me just... broke.

I turned my head. Found his lips.

And I kissed him.

My husband's ring was on my finger and I was kissing another man. A stranger. A Black man whose name I'd known for ten minutes. In a club designed for exactly this.

Terrence kissed me back. Deep. His tongue sliding against mine. I moaned into his mouth—"Mmmph"—shaking. Actually shaking. My whole body trembling with arousal and fear and something I couldn't name.

"That's it," Marcus murmured against my lips. "Let go."

His hands gripped my hips. Spun me around. Now I was facing him, Terrence pressed against my back.

Marcus looked down at me. Those dark eyes. That confident smile. Then he leaned in and kissed me too.

Different from Terrence. Harder. More demanding. His tongue invaded my mouth and I let him. Opened wider. Moaned again—"Ahhh"—the sound swallowed by his lips.

I was kissing two men. Two strangers. In the middle of a dance floor.

This is wrong. This is cheating. You just got married.

But my body didn't care. My body was on fire.

The music shifted. Harder. Louder. The bass pounding through the floor, through my heels, straight up between my legs.

Marcus pulled back just enough to look at me. Then he thrust his hips forward.

His bulge—that massive, impossible bulge—smashed against my pelvis. Against my mound. I felt the heat of it even through his jeans.

"Unh—" The sound came out of me involuntarily.

He did it again. A slow, hard grind. I felt every inch of him pressing against me.

And I did it back.

I don't know why. Instinct. Need. Something primal that had been sleeping inside me for years—maybe forever—suddenly awake and starving.

I thrust my hips forward. Met his grind with my own. Pushed my pussy against that thick bulge like I was trying to fuck him through our clothes.

"Mmmmm—" I couldn't form words anymore. Just sounds.

Terrence's hands slid around from behind. Cupped my tits. Squeezed. His cock was pressed against my ass, grinding in rhythm with Marcus in front.

I was sandwiched between them. Two hard Black cocks rubbing against me. My dress riding up. My thong completely soaked.

Marcus thrust again. Harder. I gasped—"Ahh! Ahh!"—my face twisting. I could feel my expression contorting. Eyes fluttering. Mouth falling open.

I turned my head back to Terrence. Kissed him again. Wet. Sloppy. Our tongues sliding together. Then back to Marcus. His lips crushing mine. The taste of whiskey and want.

Back and forth. Kissing one, then the other. The wet sounds of our mouths mixing with the music. My moans getting louder—"Mmm... unh... ahh..."—not even trying to hide them anymore.

This is wrong. Jake. Your husband. Remember your husband.

But it felt so fucking good. Better than anything Jake had ever made me feel. And all they were doing was grinding on me. What would it feel like if they actually—

Marcus thrust hard. I thrust back. Our bodies slamming together in rhythm with the bass. I was practically riding his thigh now, my clit rubbing against his leg, chasing something—

My face was flushed. Twisted with pleasure. I could feel myself getting close just from this. Just from dry humping a stranger on a dance floor while another one groped me from behind.

"Fuck... fuck..." I panted between kisses. My hips moving on their own now. Grinding. Desperate.

This is cheating. This is—

The music hit a crescendo. Louder. Overwhelming. Marcus's tongue in my mouth. Terrence's hands on my tits. Two massive cocks pressing against me. I was going to cum. Right here. In public. On a stranger's thigh. I was going to—

I opened my eyes.

And I saw him.

Jake.

Across the room. On the edge of the dance floor. Standing perfectly still.

Watching.

He had a drink in his hand. He wasn't moving. Wasn't coming to get me. Wasn't angry. He was just... watching. His wife make out with two Black men. Grind against them like a bitch in heat.

And he was hard. I could see it from here. Tenting his khakis.

The realization hit me like ice water.

He wanted this. He'd wanted this the whole time. That's why he disappeared. That's why he brought me here.

Logic came flooding back. Sense. Reality.

I pulled away from Marcus. Stumbled backward. My legs were shaking so bad I almost fell.

"I need to—" My voice was wrecked. Hoarse. "I'm married. I need to go."

Marcus smiled. Calm. Like he'd seen this a hundred times.

"Go on then," he said. "We'll be here when you're ready."

When. Not if.

I pushed through the crowd. Heart slamming against my ribs. Dress hiked up. Thong visible. Nipples hard enough to cut glass through the thin fabric. I must have looked like a mess. A slut. A wife who'd just been grinding on two strangers while her husband watched.

I reached Jake. He hadn't moved. Still holding that drink. Still calm.

"Hi," I said. My voice came out squeaky. Small.

I didn't apologize. Didn't explain. Didn't throw myself at his feet begging forgiveness.

Why didn't I?

Jake looked at me. Looked at my flushed face. My swollen lips. The hickey forming on my neck that I didn't even know was there.

"Having fun, babe?"

That was it. That was all he said.

I waited for the tears. I'm not a cheater. I've never been a cheater. I'm a loyal wife. I just made out with two Black strangers on a dance floor while my husband watched and I should be sobbing right now. Begging for forgiveness. Promising it would never happen again.

The tears didn't come.

Neither did the grief.

Neither did the regret.

I looked at my husband. This man I'd just married. This man with his four-inch dick and his pathetic excuses and his secret past with Megan.

This man who'd brought me here on purpose.

"Yes, honey," I said.

My voice didn't shake.

I meant it.


CHAPTER 1: THE CLUB, PART 3

Let me tell you who Emma Thornton is. Who she was.

Good girl. Straight A's. Valedictorian. The daughter who never gave her parents trouble. The girlfriend who never even looked at another man. The fiancée who planned the perfect wedding down to the napkin folds.

I don't drink. I don't smoke. I've never done drugs. I lost my virginity at twenty-one to my college boyfriend—not Jake—and I cried afterward because I'd wanted to wait for marriage but he pressured me and I gave in.

I gave in. That's what I do. What I've always done. I'm a people pleaser. A good girl. The woman who says yes when she means no because she doesn't want to cause problems.

I've been with three men in my entire life. Three. And I married the third one four days ago.

That's who Emma Thornton is.

So why the fuck wasn't I crying?

I stood there in that club, my husband five feet away, the taste of two strangers still on my lips, and I felt... nothing. No guilt. No shame. No desperate need to apologize.

My mind kept searching for answers. Grasping for explanations.

Was it the phone? That night after the wedding, when I looked up what QOS meant—did that plant something in me? I'd seen the pictures. The videos. White women on their knees. White women screaming in pleasure. White women with expressions I'd never seen in my own mirror.

Did I want that? Had I always wanted that?

No. No, that's ridiculous. I'm not that kind of woman. I'm faithful. I'm loyal. I'm—

I'm a woman who just dry-humped two Black strangers on a dance floor while my husband watched.

But was it even cheating?

Jake saw everything. He didn't stop it. He didn't storm over and pull me away. He stood there with a drink in his hand and a hard-on in his pants and watched his wife moan into another man's mouth.

He wanted it. He brought me here knowing exactly what would happen.

So is it cheating if your husband wants you to do it?

My brain twisted around that logic, looking for a loophole. Looking for permission.

The old Emma—the Emma from a week ago—would have run out of this club the second she realized what it was. She would have screamed at Jake in the cab. She would have called her mother crying. She would have demanded an annulment.

The old Emma would be in the bathroom right now, mascara running down her face, sobbing into her hands, drowning in guilt so thick she couldn't breathe.

But I wasn't in the bathroom.

I was standing in front of my husband with swollen lips and a hickey on my neck and I felt fine.

Better than fine. I felt alive.

And that terrified me.

Because if I wasn't the good girl—if I wasn't the loyal wife, the faithful partner, the woman who would never—then who the fuck was I?

I looked at Jake. He was watching me. Waiting. Like he knew exactly what was happening inside my head. Like he'd seen this before.

Megan knew. That's why she gave us the VIP pass. I wasn't stupid.

I thought about the tattoo on her ankle. The Queen of Spades. The way she walked. The way she laughed. The way she looked at Jake like he was nothing. Like he was beneath her. I thought she was just a toxic bitch of an ex.

But it all makes sense now. I wondered if she hadn't always been that woman.

Jake had dated her. Loved her, probably. She must have been normal once. Right?

This club must have changed her.

Right?

Was it changing me?

I looked back at the dance floor. Marcus and Terrence were still there. Watching. Waiting. Just like they said they would be.

When. Not if.

They knew something I didn't. They'd seen this before. Dozens of times. Hundreds. Women just like me walking into this club as loyal wives and walking out as something else.

Something more.

Something less.

I didn't know which.

Jake touched my arm. Leaned in close.

"Do you notice how there's no white guys in here like me?"

I blinked. Looked back at the club.

He was right. Every man on that dance floor was Black. Tall. Strong. Powerful. Moving with confidence, with ownership. And the women—white women like me—were draped over them. Laughing. Giggling. Being touched. Being wanted.

Not a single white man among them.

"Yeah," I said. My voice small. Novice.

"Where do you think they are?" Jake asked. "The white husbands. The boyfriends."

I looked around again. The bar. The lounge. The booths. Black men everywhere. White women everywhere. Of course.

But the white men...

"I don't know," I admitted.

Jake smiled. Pointed upward.

"Upstairs. VIP."

"That's where they watch," the bartender smirked at us from behind the counter.

"Yeah," Jake gulped. "That's where they watch."

Watch.

Not participate. Watch. It made sense. Like Jake had been doing on the edge of the dance floor.

"You want to go?" he asked.

I looked at my husband. This man who'd watched me grind on strangers and asked if I was having fun. This man who barely did anything to stop me from-well, doing whatever I was doing.

I knew exactly what the hell I'd gotten myself into. I'd looked it up. I'd seen the pictures. And I'd come here anyway.

The old Emma would have said no. But thanks to Megan and my husband, the old Emma was already dying.

I smiled. Actually smiled.

"Okay. Yeah." I nodded toward the stairs. "That's what the passes are for, right?"

Jake's face lit up. Like I'd given him a gift.

Maybe I had.

Or maybe Megan had given us both one.

I was starting to think her wedding present wasn't so bad after all.

He took my hand and led me toward the stairs.


CHAPTER 2: WHO AM I?, PART 1

"FUUUUUCK—!"

The scream ripped out of me. Raw. Primal. Not even human anymore. More animal than woman. More need than thought.

I was cumming. Again. My fifth one. Or sixth. I'd lost count somewhere between the second and third cock inside me. Somewhere between the first time I squirted and the second. Somewhere between the woman I used to be and whatever I was becoming.

"Nnnngh—ahh—AHHH—"

My whole body convulsed. Legs shaking uncontrollably. Toes curling so hard they cramped. Back arching off the leather couch like I was being electrocuted. Every muscle in my body clenching, releasing, clenching again.

And then—

I squirted.

Not a little. Not a trickle. A fucking geyser. Spraying wildly across Marcus's abs, soaking his thighs, splashing against his chest, pooling on the leather beneath us. It just kept coming. Wave after wave. Like my body had been saving this up for twenty-seven years and finally found someone worthy of releasing it for.

I'd never squirted before. Didn't even know I could. Jake had certainly never made me do that. Nobody had ever made me do anything close to that.

"Holy shit—" Marcus grunted beneath me, his massive cock still pistoning up into my pussy. Each thrust pushing another wave out of me. His crotch was probably glistening with my release.

"Mmmmph—unh—unh—UNH—fuck me, fuck me-FUCK ME-CUMMING-."

Behind me—inside me—Terrence groaned. His cock buried in my ass. All ten inches of thick, veiny Black meat stretching me in ways I didn't know I could stretch. The two of them working in rhythm. One in, one out. Push, pull. Over and over. Filling me completely. They were bottoming out inside of me and I didn't even know it was possible that I could take dicks that big.

They were using me completely. Making me feel things I didn't know a body could feel.

How many times had I cum already?

"Ah—ah—oh god—oh fuck—AH—"

I couldn't form real words anymore. Couldn't think. My brain had short-circuited somewhere around orgasm number three. All that came out were sounds. Moans. Whimpers. Screams. The vocabulary of a woman being fucked beyond language.

"Nnngh—yes—mmmm—ahhhh—"

I looked down at myself between thrusts. Looked at what they'd done to me.

Flushed. Red from head to toe. My pale skin turned pink, almost crimson in places. Bruises forming on my hips where Marcus gripped too hard. Purple fingerprints marking me as his. Bite marks on my tits—perfect crescents of teeth indented into my soft flesh. Hickeys covering my neck, my collarbone, my chest, my inner thighs. I'd stopped counting them after a dozen.

I was overstimulated. No shit. I looked like I'd been mauled. Attacked. Devoured.

I felt like I'd been reborn.

"Unh—unh—fuck—mmmmph—gonna cum-again-"

Marcus's hands found my hips again. Gripped hard. Started bouncing me on his cock like I weighed nothing. Like I was just a toy. A sleeve. A warm hole for him to use.

"Yeah, white bitch. One more," Terrence growled in my ear. His breath hot against my neck. His cock throbbing in my ass. "Give us one more, snowbunny bitch."

Yes, I'm your snowbunny bitch. Yes, daddy. I am your snowbunny bitch. I wanted to reply but I couldn't. I was too busy squealing and sobbing like the complete broken mess that I was. "I—I can't—" The words barely came out. Broken. Breathless. "I can't—too much—"

"Yes you can." Marcus thrust up hard. Made me see stars. "One more."

I wanted to say I couldn't. I wanted to say I was done. My limbs were numb. My pussy was raw, swollen, stretched beyond anything I'd thought possible. My ass was on fire—a burning, aching fullness that bordered on pain but somehow felt like pleasure.

But my body didn't listen to me anymore.

My body belonged to them now.

These black men owned me. Their smacks, their gropes, their kisses, their bites-all of them had marked me. And their big black dicks.

"Mmmm—oh—oh god—"

Marcus growled and thrust up. Hard. His cock hitting something deep inside me—that spot again that Jake or any of my ex boyfriends had never found, never even come close to finding. That spot I wasn't even sure existed until tonight.

"FUCK—right there—oh my god—no, no-"

Terrence pushed in at the same time. Both of them. I could feel this hot black motherfucker in my guts. I was stretching at the fucking seams. He was filling my tiny little asshole. Stretching me. Breaking me. I could feel them through the thin wall separating my holes. Two massive cocks claiming territory my husband would never touch. Their cock heads were bigger than the size of my husband's balls.

My husband-Jake-yes-wait, where is he?

"Ah—AH—AHHH—"

The orgasm started building. Different from the others. Deeper. Darker. Starting somewhere in my core—somewhere primal, somewhere I didn't know existed—and spreading outward like wildfire.

"Oh god—oh fuck—I'm gonna—I'm—"

"That's it," Marcus grunted. "Cum on this Black dick."

"Cum for us," Terrence growled. "Show your faggot husband over there what a real orgasm looks like."

"NNNNGH—AHHHH—FUUUUCK—"

And I came.

This one was different. This one was everything.

It was explosive.

It started in my core and radiated outward—through my stomach, my chest, my limbs, my fucking fingertips. Every nerve ending in my body firing at once. Every synapse exploding. My vision went white. Pure white. Like staring into the sun.

I screamed. No words. Just sound. A wail that echoed off the VIP room walls. A sound I'd never made before. A sound I didn't know I was capable of making.

"AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH—"

My pussy clamped down on Marcus's cock. Squeezed him so hard he grunted in surprise. My ass did the same to Terrence. My very being convulsed like I was in some sort of epileptic shock. Then, I was squirting again. Could feel it gushing out of me in waves. Spraying against their bodies. Couldn't stop it. Didn't want to. Let it happen. Let my body do whatever it wanted. I wasn't in control anymore.

I couldn't see anything but stars.

"Mmmmph—unh—unh—oh god—oh god—"

The orgasm kept going. Wouldn't stop. Wave after wave after wave. Each thrust from Marcus extending it. Each push from Terrence deepening it. I was crying now—actual tears streaming down my face—not from sadness but from pure overwhelming sensation.

"She's clenching so fucking hard—" Terrence groaned. "I'm gonna—fuck—fucking nut."

"Me too, shit," Marcus grunted. "Tightest bitch we fucked in a while huh."

One more time. They'd already cum in me twice each. My pussy was flooded with their seed. My ass was dripping with it. And now—

"Give it to me," I wanted to say. My voice wrecked. Hoarse. Desperate. "Fill me up. Please. Please—PLEASE MAKE ME PREGNANT!"

Who was this woman? Who was this desperate, begging slut?

Me. It was me.

That's right. Me. I was begging them to-give me their cum. To make me pregnant?

"NNNGH—" Terrence thrust deep one final time. I felt his cock swell, throb, pulse. Felt the hot rush of his cum flooding my ass. Filling me even fuller than before.

"Fuck—" Marcus grabbed my hips, slammed me down, held me there. His cock buried to the hilt. Twitching. Pumping. Rope after rope of thick, hot cum shooting directly into my womb.

"Ahhhh—mmmm—oh god—OH GODDDD!!"

I could feel it. All of it. The heat spreading through me. The fullness. The claiming. Their big black balls heaved.

Two Black men pumping me full of their seed while my husband watched from the corner. The orgasm hit one final peak—so intense my vision went from white to spotty to dark at the edges—and then my body simply... gave out.

Thick semen flooded my insides but I was done. My arms collapsed. My legs went limp. I fell forward onto Marcus's chest, his cock still twitching inside me, still leaking cum into my ruined pussy. Terrence pulled out slowly—I felt every inch leave my ass, felt the gush of his cum following—and I whimpered at the sudden emptiness.

My ears were ringing.

"Mmmph..."

I was done. Completely. Utterly. Thoroughly done. Sweat covered me head to toe. Drenched. Like I'd just run a marathon in the Florida heat. My hair was plastered to my face in wet tangles. My makeup was destroyed—mascara streaks running down my cheeks, lipstick smeared across my chin, foundation sweated off entirely. I probably looked like a horror movie victim.

I felt-so-so-satisfied?

I couldn't move. Couldn't speak. Could barely breathe. My lungs burned. My heart was pounding so hard I could hear it in my ears.

Just lay there on Marcus's chest. Feeling his heartbeat against my cheek. Feeling the sweat cooling on my skin. Feeling the cum—so much cum—leaking out of both my holes, pooling beneath me on the leather. Feeling like a completely different person than the woman who'd walked into this club three hours ago.

Emma Thornton, the good girl? She was gone. Someone else had taken her place.

Then I saw him. That man. White. Wait, why was there a white man here? What place did a white man even have in this place where it was black studs like these two that took white women like me as they pleased?

Who-was he? Wait, I knew him. He-it was-my husband.

Jake.

My husband. Sitting in the corner booth. Right where he'd been the whole time. Right where he'd watched everything. His pants were around his ankles. His hand was wrapped around his cock—that sad little dick that had never once made me feel even a fraction of what I just felt. He was stroking it. Fast. Desperate. His fingers glistening with precum—that thin, watery stuff that dribbled out of him. Nothing like the thick, heavy loads that were currently dripping out of me.

Watching me.

Watching his wife get destroyed by two Black strangers on his honeymoon. Our honeymoon. And he was loving it.

Our eyes met across the room. I saw the shame in his face. The guilt. But underneath that—the excitement. The need. The desperate, pathetic arousal.

This was what he wanted. What he'd always wanted. What Megan had given him for two years before throwing him away like garbage.

And now it was my turn. His new Megan. His new queen.

I should have been disgusted. Should have been horrified. Should have been crying, screaming, demanding to know what the fuck was wrong with him.

Instead, I smiled.

Not a small smile. Not a polite smile. A wide, fucked-out, delirious grin that split my face in half. The smile of a woman who'd just discovered something about herself. Something dark. Something hungry. Something that had been sleeping for twenty-seven years and was finally, finally awake.

And then, Jake came. Right there. Into his own hand. His tiny cock spurting weak, watery droplets that dribbled down his fingers. Barely any force behind it. Barely any volume. Nothing like the floods that had been pumped inside me.

Pathetic.

Perfect.

My eyes fluttered. The room was getting darker. Fuzzier. My body was shutting down, overwhelmed by everything it had just experienced.

The last thing I saw was Jake's face. That mixture of shame and ecstasy. My eyes closed. My body went completely limp.

Everything went black.


CHAPTER 2: WHO AM I?, PART 2

The elevator doors closed behind us.

Silence.

Complete, total silence. The bass from the club below, the chatter, the music—all of it vanished the moment those doors slid shut. Like stepping into a vacuum. Like the rest of the world had simply ceased to exist.

Jake pressed the button for the top floor. His hand was shaking. I noticed that. Noticed how he wouldn't look at me.

My lips were still swollen from kissing Marcus and Terrence. I could still taste them. Could still feel where their hands had been. My thong was soaked through—had been since the dance floor—and I was hyperaware of every step, every shift, every tiny movement that made the wet fabric slide against my clit.

The elevator hummed. Rising. Silent.

I watched the numbers climb. 2. 3. 4.

"Jake."

He finally looked at me. His eyes were wide. Nervous. Excited.

"What happens up there?"

Of course I knew. But he needed to tell me. Jake swallowed. "You'll see."

5. 6. 7.

My heart was pounding. I could hear it in my ears. Feel it in my throat. Feel it between my legs, pulsing in rhythm with my heartbeat.

8. 9. 10.

The elevator slowed. Stopped.

Ding.

The doors slid open.

And the sounds hit me like a wall.

Screams.

Not horror movie screams. Not pain screams. But they could have fooled me. High-pitched, desperate, wailing screams that echoed down the hallway. Women's voices. Dozens of them. Coming from everywhere at once.

"OH GOD—OH FUCK—YES—YES—YESSSSS—"

"HARDER—FUCK ME HARDER—"

"I'M CUMMING—I'M CUMMING AGAIN—"

Flesh slapping against flesh. Wet, rhythmic, relentless. The unmistakable sound of bodies colliding. Of fucking. Hard, brutal, animalistic fucking.

I froze in the elevator doorway. My legs wouldn't move.

"BREED ME—BREED MY WHITE PUSSY—"

"MAKE ME PREGNANT—PLEASE—PLEASE MAKE ME PREGNANT—"

"FUCK—YOUR COCK IS SO BIG—IT'S TOO BIG—"

The hallway stretched out before us. Doors on either side. Dozens of them. And behind every single one, the same sounds. Screaming. Moaning. Begging. The wet slap of skin on skin.

"GIVE ME THAT BLACK DICK—"

"I'M YOUR SLUT—I'M YOUR WHITE SLUT—"

"NI***R—FUCK ME NI***R—BREED ME—"

I flinched at that one. The hard R. Screamed by a woman. Begged by a woman. I'd never heard that word used like that. It made me wince.

"Come on." Jake's hand found the small of my back. Guided me forward. "Reception's this way."

My legs moved on autopilot. One foot in front of the other. The sounds washing over me.

SMACK. SMACK. SMACK.

The rhythm of it. The relentlessness. Someone was getting spanked. Hard. Over and over. A woman crying out with each impact—"Yes daddy—yes daddy—yes daddy—"

My clit pulsed.

I felt it. Distinct. Undeniable. Pulsing in sync with those sounds. In sync with those slaps. Like my body was responding to stimuli I hadn't given it permission to respond to.

We passed a door that was slightly ajar. I couldn't help it—I glanced inside.

A white woman. Blonde. On all fours. A massive Black man behind her, gripping her hips, pounding into her so hard the headboard was slamming against the wall. Her eyes were rolled back. Mouth open. Drool running down her chin.

"FUCK—FUCK—FUCK—"

"WHO OWNS THIS PUSSY? SAY IT BITCH!"

"YOU MASTER! MY BLACK MASTER! YOU OWN THIS PUSSY! NOT MY FAGGOT SISSY HUSBAND!"

In front of them stood a white man. Fatter. Naked. Between his legs-a small pink contraption looking thing-made out of plastic-?

I looked away. Kept walking. My thong couldn't get any wetter. I could feel myself dripping down the thighs now. Actually dripping. Down my inner thighs.

"SPLIT ME OPEN—"

"RUIN MY PUSSY—"

The reception desk appeared at the end of the hallway. A counter. Elegant. Like a high-end hotel. Completely incongruous with the symphony of debauchery echoing around it.

Behind the counter sat a young woman. White. Blonde. Early twenties. Pretty face, perfect makeup, welcoming smile. She was wearing a professional blazer, but I could see a black spade pendant hanging around her neck.

Of course.

"Welcome to VIP," she said brightly. Like she couldn't hear the screaming. Like this was a normal Tuesday at a normal hotel. "Can I see your passes, please?"

Jake fumbled with his wallet. Pulled out the VIP passes Megan had given us. Handed them over.

The receptionist scanned them. Typed something into her computer.

"Mr. and Mrs. Thornton. Wonderful. You're in Lounge 7 tonight." She smiled at us. At me specifically. "First time?"

I nodded. Couldn't speak. My heart was beating too fast. I looked at Jake who didn't say anything.

"You're going to love it." She said it like she meant it. Like she knew from experience. "Now—do you have a preference? Anyone in particular you'd like me to send up? Or would you prefer I just send whoever's available?"

Jake opened his mouth to answer—

"Marcus and Terrence."

The words came out of me before I could stop them. Before I even knew I was going to say them. My voice was breathy. Eager. Desperate.

The receptionist's smile widened. Knowing.

Jake blinked. Looked at me. "Emma, I'm not sure if they even work here—"

"That doesn't matter." The receptionist waved a hand dismissively. "Anyone downstairs is welcome upstairs. It's an open invitation. Marcus and Terrence, you said?"

I nodded. My cheeks were burning.

"They'll be up shortly."

"Lounge 7 is down the left hallway, third door on your right." She handed us back our passes. "Enjoy your stay, Mrs. Thornton."

Mrs. Thornton.

That's who I was. A wife. A married woman. On her honeymoon. About to get fucked by two men who weren't her husband while her husband watched.

"Thank you," I heard myself say.

We walked. Left hallway. Past more doors. More sounds.

"YES—YES—RIGHT THERE—DON'T STOP—"

"CUM INSIDE ME—PLEASE CUM INSIDE ME—"

"I LOVE BLACK COCK—I LOVE IT—I LOVE IT—"

SMACK. SMACK. SMACK.

My clit was throbbing now. Each scream, each moan, each wet slap sending a pulse straight between my legs. I was clenching around nothing. Desperate. Empty. Aching to be filled.

"BREED ME LIKE THE WHITE BITCH I AM—"

"KNOCK ME UP—"

"MAKE ME YOUR SLUT—"

I could barely walk straight. My thighs were slick. My dress was sticking to my skin. Every step was torture. Every sound was foreplay.

"The rooms are soundproof," Jake muttered beside me. His voice was strained. Tight. "That's why you can hear everything out here. Once the doors close..."

I laughed.

Actually laughed. A breathless, disbelieving sound.

"I can tell," I said. "Jesus Christ. I can tell."

Because if the rooms weren't soundproof—if these sounds were the muffled version—I couldn't imagine what it sounded like inside. What it felt like inside.

But I was about to find out.

Lounge 7.

Jake opened the door.

The room was nice. Upscale. A large leather couch. A king-sized bed against the wall. Mood lighting. A minibar. Everything you'd expect from a VIP suite.

Except for the box of condoms on the nightstand. Unopened. Untouched. Clearly just for show.

And the chair in the corner. Positioned to face the bed. The couch. Everything.

The watching chair.

Jake's chair.

I walked into the room. My legs were trembling. My heart was slamming against my ribs. My pussy was clenching, throbbing, dripping.

"They'll be here soon," I said. My voice didn't sound like mine. "Marcus and Terrence."

Jake nodded. Went to the corner. Sat down in his chair. It made sense now. Right where he belonged.

I sat on the edge of the bed. Crossed my legs. Uncrossed them. Couldn't get comfortable. Couldn't stop thinking about those sounds in the hallway. Those screams. Those pleas.

That was going to be me. In a few minutes. That was going to be my voice echoing through these halls.

There was a knock at the door.

My heart stopped.

"Come in," Jake called out.

The door opened.

Marcus walked in first. Then Terrence. Both of them smiling. Both of them looking at me like they'd been waiting for this. Like they knew it was inevitable from the moment they saw me on the dance floor.

"There she is," Marcus said. "Our little snowbunny. You ran away."

Terrence closed the door behind them.

The lock clicked.

And suddenly, the hallway sounds disappeared. Complete silence. Soundproof. Just like Jake said.

Just the four of us now.

Two Black men. And my husband in the corner.

But he barely counted anymore. As a man.

"So," Marcus walked toward me. Unbuckling his belt. "Where were we?"


CHAPTER 3: TRUTH, PART 1

But before that—before Marcus and Terrence arrived—there was silence.

Jake in his chair. Me on the edge of the bed. The muffled sounds of the hallway completely gone now. Just us. Just the truth hanging in the air between us.

I stared at him. My husband. This man I'd married four days ago.

"You knew."

It wasn't a question. Jake flinched like I'd slapped him.

"Emma—"

"You knew what this place was. What QOS meant. What happens here." I could hear my voice shaking. Not with fear. With something else. "You've known the whole time."

Jake opened his mouth. Closed it. His hands were gripping his knees so hard his knuckles had gone white.

"Yes," he finally said. "I knew."

"How?"

He didn't answer. But I already knew. I'd known since the wedding. Since Megan walked up to us with that smile. Since I saw the way he looked at her.

"Megan." I said her name like a curse. "You came here with Megan."

Jake's face crumpled. Not with shame—or not just shame. Something more complicated. Something darker.

"For two years," he whispered. "Every weekend. Sometimes more."

I let that sink in. Two years. Every weekend. In this building. In rooms just like this one.

"Doing what?"

He couldn't look at me. His eyes fixed on the floor.

"Watching."

"Watching what, Jake?"

"Watching her." His voice cracked. "Watching her with them. The men here. She would—and I would—"

"You would what?"

"Watch. Just watch. And after..." He trailed off.

"After what?"

The silence stretched. I could hear my own heartbeat. Could feel the wetness still soaking my thong. Even now. Even during this conversation. My body was still buzzing from the hallway. From the dance floor. From everything.

"After, I would clean her," Jake said. So quiet I almost didn't hear it. "With my mouth."

There it was. The truth. My husband, on his knees, licking another man's cum out of his girlfriend. For two years. Every weekend.

I should have been horrified. Should have been disgusted. Should have demanded a divorce right there.

But I wasn't.

"Why did she leave you?"

Jake laughed. A bitter, broken sound. "Because I wasn't enough. I was never enough. Not man enough to fuck her properly. Not man enough to stop her. Just... pathetic enough to watch and clean up after."

He finally looked at me. His eyes were wet. Red.

"She said I was too broken. Too far gone. That she'd turned me into something that couldn't be fixed. And then she threw me away."

I stared at him. This pathetic man. This man who'd hidden all of this from me. Who'd let me marry him thinking he was normal. Thinking we were normal.

"So what am I?" I asked. "Your replacement Megan? Your new project?"

"No." He shook his head. "No, Emma. I didn't plan this. I thought I could be different with you. I thought I could be normal. I married you because I wanted to leave all of this behind."

"Then why did you bring us here?"

"I didn't! Megan gave us the passes. I didn't ask for them. I didn't—"

"But you didn't throw them away either." I cut him off. "You didn't say no. You changed our honeymoon to Miami. You brought us to this club. You disappeared and let me get groped on the dance floor. You watched."

Jake's mouth opened. Closed. He had no defense.

"You wanted this to happen," I said. "Maybe you didn't plan it. But you wanted it. You've been waiting for it. Hoping for it."

The silence confirmed everything.

I stood up. Walked toward him. My heels clicking on the floor. I stopped right in front of his chair. Looked down at him.

"You know what's funny, Jake?"

He shook his head.

"I knew too."

His eyes widened.

"That night. After the wedding. While you were snoring like the pathetic piece of shit you are, I looked it up. QOS. Queen of Spades. I saw what this club was. I saw everything."

Jake's face went pale. "You... you knew? The whole time?"

"The whole time. When I suggested we use the passes, I knew exactly what I was suggesting. When I put on this dress with no bra, I knew exactly what I was doing. When I let those men grind on me, when I kissed them, when I came up here—I knew."

"Then why—"

"Because I'm angry, Jake." The words came out hard. Sharp. "I'm so fucking angry at you. You lied to me. You married me with all of this—" I gestured around the room, "—hidden inside you. You let me think our sex life was normal. You let me think I was the problem. That I couldn't cum because something was wrong with me."

My voice was rising now. Two years of frustration pouring out.

"You've never made me cum, Jake. Not once. In two years. I've faked every single orgasm. Every single one. Because your pathetic four-inch dick can barely get hard, and when it does, it lasts two minutes and feels like nothing."

Jake looked like I'd gutted him. Good.

"I lay there on our wedding night with your watery cum drying on my stomach—not even inside me, because you couldn't even manage that—and I touched myself three times after you passed out. Three times. Thinking about anything except you."

I leaned down. Got in his face.

"So yes, Jake. I knew what this place was. And I wanted to come here. Because maybe—just maybe—someone in this building could make me feel something you never have."

Tears were streaming down his face now. But his hands—his hands had moved to his crotch. Pressing down. Hiding what I already knew was there.

He was hard.

My husband was rock hard listening to me tell him what a pathetic failure he was.

I laughed. I couldn't help it. A sharp, cruel sound.

"You're getting off on this. I'm telling you I've never been satisfied, that I've faked everything, that I'm about to fuck two strangers—and you're getting off on it."

"I'm sorry," he whimpered. "I'm so sorry, Emma. I can't help it. I've tried. I've tried to be normal. I can't—"

"Stop apologizing." I stood back up. Smoothed my dress. "I don't want your apologies. I don't want your excuses."

I walked back to the bed. Sat down. Crossed my legs.

"I want what Megan got. I want what those women in the hallway are getting. I want to know what it feels like to actually be fucked. To actually cum from a man inside me."

I looked at my husband. Tears on his face. Bulge in his pants.

"And you're going to sit there and watch. Just like you watched her. Just like you've always wanted to watch me."

Jake nodded. Slowly. Like he was in a trance.

"And after?" His voice was barely a whisper. "After, will you let me—"

"Clean me?" I finished his sentence. Let it hang there. Let him squirm.

"We'll see," I said. "If you're good."

The knock came at the door.

My heart slammed against my ribs. This was it. No more talking. No more confessions. Just action.

"Come in," Jake called out. His voice cracked.

The door opened.

Marcus walked in first. Then Terrence. Both of them looking at me like they already owned me.

Maybe they did.

"There she is," Marcus said. "Our little snowbunny. You ran away."

"I'm not running anymore," I said.

And I meant it.


CHAPTER 3: TRUTH, PART 2

I watched my wife stand up from the bed.

This is what you wanted, Jake. This is exactly what you wanted.

Marcus moved toward her first. Confident. Unhurried. Like he had all the time in the world. Like he knew she wasn't going anywhere.

Because she wasn't. She'd made that clear. She wanted this. Maybe even more than I did.

That thought should have hurt. It did hurt. But it also made my cock throb against my zipper.

"You ran away from us downstairs," Marcus said. His voice was low. Smooth. "Had us worried."

"I needed to talk to my husband." Emma glanced at me. Just for a second. "Clear some things up."

"And? Everything clear now?"

Emma smiled. Not the smile I'd seen on our wedding day. Something different. Something hungry.

"Crystal clear."

Terrence circled behind her. Two of them now. Flanking her. My wife in the middle. Just like on the dance floor.

I gripped the armrests of my chair. My designated spot. The watching chair.

I'd sat in chairs like this before. Dozens of times. Watching Megan. Watching her transform from the sweet girl I'd fallen in love with into something else entirely. Something that scared me and excited me in equal measure.

Now it was Emma's turn.

Marcus reached out. Touched her face. Gentle. Almost tender. His dark fingers against her pale cheek.

"You sure about this, snowbunny?" he asked. "Once we start, we don't stop until we're done."

Emma leaned into his touch. Her eyes fluttered closed for a moment.

"I'm sure."

Three words. That's all it took. Three words and my marriage changed forever.

Marcus kissed her.

I watched his lips press against hers. Watched her mouth open. Watched his tongue slide inside. Watched my wife moan—actually moan—into another man's mouth.

My cock was fully hard now. Straining against my pants. Aching.

This is sick. You're sick. What kind of man gets hard watching his wife kiss someone else?

The same kind of man who spent two years watching his girlfriend do the same thing. The same kind of man who crawled between Megan's legs after every encounter and licked her clean. The same kind of man who got off on being humiliated, degraded, made to feel worthless.

Me. That's what kind of man.

Terrence's hands found Emma's hips from behind. Pulled her back against him. I saw her gasp into Marcus's mouth as she felt him—felt his size—pressing against her ass.

I remembered the first time Megan did this. The first time I watched her with another man. I'd told myself it was a one-time thing. An experiment. Something we'd try once and never speak of again.

That was a lie. I knew it was a lie even then.

Because the moment I saw her face—the moment I saw the pleasure that I had never been able to give her—I was hooked. Addicted. Ruined.

And now I was watching it happen again. With my wife.

Marcus pulled back from the kiss. Emma's lips were swollen. Her cheeks flushed. She was breathing hard.

"Take off her dress," he said to Terrence.

Terrence's hands found the zipper at Emma's back. Pulled it down slowly. The fabric loosened. Slipped off her shoulders.

She wasn't wearing a bra. I knew that. I'd watched her get dressed. Watched her choose that dress specifically. At the time, I'd told myself it was for me.

Another lie.

The dress pooled at her feet. My wife stood there in nothing but a black lace thong and heels. Her body on display. For them.

Not for me. For them.

"Goddamn," Terrence breathed. His hands roamed her sides. Her stomach. Cupped her breasts from behind. "Your husband's a lucky man."

Emma laughed. Sharp. Bitter.

"Is he? He's never made me cum. Not once."

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. Even though she'd already said them. Even though I already knew. Hearing her say it to them—to these strangers—was different. Worse.

Better.

My hand moved to my crotch. Pressed down on my erection. I couldn't help it.

"Never?" Marcus raised an eyebrow. Looked at me over Emma's shoulder. "That true, cuck?"

Cuck. The word I'd heard a hundred times. The word Megan used to whisper in my ear while other men filled her. The word that made me feel small and pathetic and impossibly aroused.

"It's true," I heard myself say.

Marcus shook his head. Looked back at Emma.

"That's a shame. A body like this deserves to cum. Deserves to be worshipped." His hands found her breasts. Squeezed. Emma's head fell back against Terrence's chest. "We'll fix that tonight."

"Please," Emma whispered. "Please make me feel something."

That broke me.

Not the anger from before. Not the accusations. This—this desperate plea—this admission that I had failed her so completely that she was begging strangers to give her what I couldn't.

Tears burned in my eyes. But my cock stayed hard. Throbbing. Leaking precum into my boxers.

This is who you are, Jake. This is what you deserve. To watch. To witness. To never participate.

Marcus guided Emma toward the bed. Sat her down on the edge. Knelt between her legs.

"Let's see what your husband's been neglecting."

He hooked his fingers in her thong. Pulled it down her legs. Off her feet. Tossed it aside.

My wife was naked now. Completely naked. Spread open in front of a man I'd never met before tonight.

And I was watching from my corner. Exactly where I belonged.

Marcus leaned in. Kissed her inner thigh. Emma shivered.

"Wet already," he murmured against her skin. "Soaking wet. And we've barely touched you."

"I've been wet since the dance floor," Emma admitted. "Since you touched me down there."

"Your husband was watching then too. Did you know that?"

Emma nodded. "I know. I saw him."

"And you didn't stop."

"No."

"Why not?"

Emma looked at me. Our eyes met across the room. I saw something in her gaze—anger, yes, but also something else. Pity, maybe. Or understanding.

"Because I wanted him to see," she said. "I wanted him to see what he's been missing. What he'll never be able to give me."

Marcus smiled. Leaned in closer. His tongue found her clit.

Emma gasped. Her whole body jerked.

"Oh—oh god—"

I watched my wife's face transform. Watched her eyes roll back. Watched her hands grip the sheets. Watched her experience pleasure that I had never given her.

Marcus's tongue worked her slowly. Deliberately. None of the sloppy, aimless movements that I'd tried. He knew exactly what he was doing. Exactly where to touch. Exactly how to make her feel.

"Fuck—fuck—oh my god—"

Emma was moaning now. Loud. Unashamed. Her hips grinding against Marcus's face. Chasing the sensation.

Terrence had stripped off his shirt. Was unbuckling his pants. His cock sprang free—thick, long, impossibly big—and he stroked it while watching Marcus eat my wife.

My hand was inside my pants now. Gripping myself. I couldn't stop. Didn't want to stop.

I'm jerking off to my wife getting eaten out by a stranger on our honeymoon.

The thought should have disgusted me. Instead, it pushed me closer to the edge.

"I'm gonna—" Emma's voice cracked. "Oh god, I'm gonna—already—I can't—"

Marcus didn't stop. Didn't slow down. His tongue worked faster. His hands gripped her thighs, holding her in place.

"FUCK—"

Emma came.

I watched it happen. Watched her whole body seize up. Watched her back arch off the bed. Watched her scream—actually scream—in a way she had never screamed for me.

Because I had never made her do that. Never even come close.

"Holy shit," she panted. "Holy—that was—oh my god—"

Marcus stood up. Wiped his mouth. Smiled down at her.

"That's one." He unbuckled his belt. "We're just getting started."

Emma looked at me again. Flushed. Glowing. Destroyed and rebuilt in the span of thirty seconds.

"Did you see that, Jake?" she asked. Her voice was soft. Almost gentle. "Did you see what he just did to me?"

I nodded. Couldn't speak. My hand was still wrapped around my cock.

"That's what I've been missing," she said. "That's what you could never give me."

Then she turned away from me. Back to Marcus. Back to Terrence.

Back to her new reality.

I kept watching. Kept stroking.

Exactly where I belonged.


CHAPTER 3: TRUTH, PART 3

Marcus's pants hit the floor.

I'd seen cocks like his before. With Megan.

Dozens of times. But seeing it now—seeing it inches from my wife's face—hit different.

My innocent wife.

Emma.

This was real. This was happening. This was my honeymoon.

Emma's eyes went wide. Her mouth fell open.

"Oh my god," she breathed. "It's... it's huge."

It was. Easily ten inches. Thick as her wrist. Veins running along the shaft. The head was massive—purple-black and already glistening with precum.

Nothing like mine. Nothing even close to mine.

"You ever seen one this big?" Marcus asked. He was stroking it slowly. Showing it off.

Emma shook her head. "Never. Jake is... Jake is..."

"Small?" Terrence finished. He'd moved beside Marcus now. His cock out too. Just as big. Just as intimidating. "Yeah, we figured. White boys usually are."

They both laughed. My face burned with shame. My cock twitched with arousal.

Emma reached out. Hesitant at first. Her small white hand wrapped around Marcus's shaft—or tried to. Her fingers couldn't close around it.

"Holy shit," she whispered. "I can't even—it's so thick—"

"Wait till it's inside you," Marcus said. "Then you'll really feel it."

Emma stroked him slowly. Experimentally. Like she was learning something new. Learning what a real cock felt like.

I'd watched Megan do this exact thing. That first night. The wonder on her face. The realization of what she'd been missing. The moment everything changed.

Now I was watching it happen again.

"Suck it," Marcus said. Not a request. A command.

Emma looked up at him. Then at me. Our eyes met across the room.

She wanted to make sure I was watching. Wanted to make sure I saw this.

I nodded. I don't know why. Permission? Encouragement? Surrender?

Emma turned back to Marcus. Opened her mouth. And took him inside.

"Mmmmph—"

She could barely fit the head. Her lips stretched wide around him. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked. Saliva already dripping down her chin.

"Fuck yeah," Marcus groaned. His hand found the back of her head. "That's it. Take that Black dick."

I watched my wife bob her head. Watched her struggle to take more. Watched her gag when he pushed too deep—but she didn't stop. Didn't pull away. Just kept going. Kept trying.

She'd never been this enthusiastic with me. Never this eager. When she went down on me, it was always perfunctory. A chore. Something to get through before the main event.

This was different. This was worship.

"Glk—glk—glk—"

The sounds were obscene. Wet. Sloppy. Her throat opening for him. Taking more than I thought possible.

Terrence moved closer. His cock bobbing in front of her face.

"Don't forget about me, snowbunny."

Emma pulled off Marcus with a gasp. A string of saliva connected her lips to his cock. She turned to Terrence. Took him in her mouth without hesitation.

Back and forth. One cock, then the other. My wife on her knees—when had she gotten on her knees?—servicing two Black strangers while I watched from my corner.

"She's a natural," Terrence said. "Your wife's got a mouth made for Black cock."

"Trained it on that little white dick," Marcus laughed. "Now she's upgrading."

They talked about her like she wasn't there. Like she was just a hole. A toy. And Emma—my sweet, good-girl Emma—moaned around Terrence's cock like she loved it.

Maybe she did.

My hand was moving faster now. Couldn't slow down. Couldn't stop.

I remembered Megan. How she'd started the same way. Hesitant. Curious. And how quickly she'd transformed. How quickly she'd become addicted. How she'd started seeking it out on her own. Coming home with cum in her hair, in her throat, leaking down her thighs.

Was that Emma's future? Was that what I was watching begin?

"Enough," Marcus said. He pulled Emma off Terrence's cock. Lifted her to her feet. "Time for the main event."

He pushed her back onto the bed. Emma bounced on the mattress. Her legs spread automatically. Instinctively.

Offering herself.

Marcus climbed over her. His massive cock dragging against her stomach. Her thigh. Finding her entrance.

"Wait," Emma said. Her voice small. Scared. "I've never—it's so big—I don't know if—"

"You'll take it," Marcus said. "They always do."

He pushed inside.

"AHHH—FUCK—"

Emma's scream echoed off the walls. Her back arched. Her hands clawed at the sheets. Her face twisted—pain and pleasure mixed together.

"So fucking tight," Marcus groaned. He was only halfway in. "Your husband really never stretched this pussy out, huh?"

"N-no—" Emma gasped. "He's—he's too small—oh god—you're so deep—"

Marcus pushed deeper. Another inch. Another. Emma's screams turned to moans. Her body adjusting. Accepting.

"There we go," Marcus said. "Taking it like a good little snowbunny."

He started moving. Slow at first. Long, deep strokes that made Emma gasp with each one. Then faster. Harder. The bed creaking beneath them. The headboard tapping against the wall.

"Oh god—oh fuck—oh my god—"

Emma was loud. Louder than I'd ever heard her. Her moans filling the room. Her body writhing beneath Marcus. Her legs wrapping around his waist, pulling him deeper.

She'd never done that with me. Never pulled me closer. Never wanted more.

Because there was never more to give.

Terrence climbed onto the bed. Positioned himself near Emma's head. His cock bobbing in front of her face.

"Open up," he said.

Emma opened her mouth. Took him in while Marcus fucked her. Both ends filled now. Used from both sides.

I watched my wife get spitroasted by two strangers.

My cock was leaking. Precum soaking through my boxers. I was close—embarrassingly close—and they'd barely started.

This is your wife, Jake. Your bride. Four days married and she's taking two cocks at once.

The thought should have destroyed me. Instead, it pushed me closer to the edge.

Marcus picked up the pace. Pounding into her now. The wet slap of skin on skin. Emma's muffled moans around Terrence's cock.

"Mmmmph—mmmmph—MMMMMPH—"

She was cumming again. I could tell. The way her body tensed. The way her legs shook. The way she screamed around Terrence's cock.

Her second orgasm in ten minutes. More than I'd given her in two years.

"Fuck, she's squeezing me," Marcus grunted. "This bitch is cumming hard."

"Let me feel," Terrence said.

They switched. Seamlessly. Like they'd done this a hundred times. Marcus pulled out—I saw his cock glistening with my wife's juices—and Terrence took his place. Slammed into her in one thrust.

"FUCK—" Emma screamed. "Oh god—it's so big—they're both so big—"

Marcus fed her his cock. Wet with her own arousal. She sucked it clean. Tasted herself on him.

I was stroking openly now. Pants undone. Cock in my hand. Didn't care if they saw. They already knew what I was.

Megan had called me pathetic. Had laughed at me while other men fucked her. Had made me thank them for using her.

Emma hadn't done that yet. But she would. I could see it coming. Could see the transformation happening in real time.

My sweet wife was becoming something else. Something hungry. Something insatiable.

Something that would never be satisfied by me again.

Terrence fucked her harder. Faster. The bed slamming against the wall now. Emma's screams reaching a fever pitch.

"I'm gonna cum again—" she wailed. "Oh god—I can't stop cumming—"

"That's three," Marcus said. He was stroking himself, watching. "Let's see how many we can get out of her."

Three orgasms. And they were just getting started.

I thought about the woman in the hallway. The one I'd glimpsed through the open door. Eyes rolled back. Drool on her chin. Completely destroyed.

That was going to be Emma.

And I was going to watch every second of it.

My hand moved faster. My breath came shorter.

Exactly where I belonged.


CHAPTER 4: BLACKED, PART 1

Three orgasms.

I'd had three orgasms in maybe twenty minutes. More than Jake had given me in two years. More than I'd ever had with anyone.

And they weren't done with me yet.

Terrence was still inside me. Buried to the hilt. His cock stretching me in ways I didn't know I could stretch. Every nerve ending was on fire. Overstimulated. Raw.

"You okay, snowbunny?" he asked. There was something almost gentle in his voice. Almost caring.

"I—I don't know," I admitted. My voice was shaky. Wrecked. "I've never—it's never been like this—"

"Like what?"

"Like... everything." I couldn't find better words. My brain wasn't working properly. "Like my whole body is—I can feel it everywhere—"

Terrence smiled. Leaned down. Kissed me softly on the lips.

"That's what it's supposed to feel like," he said. "That's what good dick does to you."

Good dick. I'd never had good dick before. I was twenty-seven years old and I'd never known what sex was actually supposed to feel like.

What a waste. What a fucking waste.

Marcus appeared beside the bed. His cock still hard. Still massive. Glistening with my saliva and arousal.

"Roll her over," he said to Terrence. "I want to see that ass."

Terrence pulled out of me slowly. I whimpered at the emptiness. Hated how much I missed it already. Hated how much I needed to be filled again.

"On your stomach, snowbunny."

I obeyed. Didn't even think about it. Just rolled over onto my stomach, my face pressed into the pillow, my ass in the air.

Presenting myself. Like an animal in heat.

Is this who you are now, Emma? Is this what you've become?

I didn't have an answer. Didn't want one.

Hands on my ass. Spreading me. I felt exposed. Vulnerable. More naked than I'd ever been.

"Goddamn," Marcus breathed. "Look at that. Pink and pretty. Your husband ever fuck this ass?"

I shook my head against the pillow. "No. Never."

"Never?" He sounded genuinely surprised. "You've never had a cock in your ass?"

"No. I—I always said no. It seemed—I didn't think I'd like it."

Marcus laughed. Low and knowing. "That's about to change."

Fear spiked through me. Real fear. His cock was huge. Impossibly huge. There was no way it would fit. There was no way I could take it.

"Wait—" I started to say.

But then I felt something else. Not his cock. His tongue.

"Oh—oh fuck—"

Marcus was licking me. There. Where no one had ever touched me. His tongue tracing circles around my hole. Probing. Teasing.

"Mmmm—" I moaned into the pillow. It felt... good. Better than good. Dirty and wrong and incredible.

"She likes it," Terrence said. He was beside the bed now, stroking himself, watching. "Look at her pushing back."

I was. I hadn't even realized it. My hips moving on their own, pressing back against Marcus's tongue, wanting more.

"Please," I heard myself say. "More. Please."

When had I become this? When had I become a woman who begged for a stranger's tongue in her ass?

Somewhere between the dance floor and now. Somewhere between the first kiss and the third orgasm. Somewhere in the space where the old Emma died and this new creature took her place.

Marcus's tongue pushed inside me. I gasped. Clenched around him instinctively. Then relaxed. Let him in.

"That's it," he murmured against me. "Open up for me."

His finger replaced his tongue. Slick with something—spit? Lube? I didn't know, didn't care. It slid inside slowly. Carefully. Stretching me in a way I'd never been stretched.

"Oh god—" I panted. "Oh my god—"

"Just one finger," Marcus said. "You're doing good. So tight. This ass has never been touched."

"Virgin ass," Terrence added. "On her honeymoon. That's fucking poetic."

They laughed. I should have been offended. Should have been angry. But I was too busy focusing on the sensation. On the fullness. On the slow, deliberate way Marcus was working me open.

A second finger joined the first.

"Ahh—" I cried out. It burned. Stretched. But beneath the discomfort was something else. Something building.

"Breathe," Marcus instructed. "Relax. Let me in."

I breathed. I relaxed. And slowly—so slowly—my body adjusted. Accepted. Wanted.

"Good girl." His fingers moved inside me. In and out. Stretching. Preparing. "You're gonna take this cock so well."

I looked over at Jake. He was still in his corner. Still watching. His hand wrapped around his pathetic little dick, stroking furiously.

Our eyes met.

This is what you wanted, I thought. This is what you brought me here for. To watch me become something new. Something that doesn't belong to you anymore.

Jake nodded. Like he could hear my thoughts. Like he understood.

Maybe he did.

Marcus withdrew his fingers. I felt empty again. Aching.

"Get on top of Terrence," Marcus commanded. "Face him. I want you riding him when I take this ass."

My heart slammed against my ribs. This was it. They were going to—both of them—at the same time—

"I don't know if I can—"

"You can." Marcus's voice was firm. Certain. "You were made for this, snowbunny. You just didn't know it yet."

Made for this. Was I? Had I spent twenty-seven years not knowing what my body was capable of?

Terrence lay back on the bed. His cock standing straight up. Waiting for me.

I climbed on top of him. Straddled his hips. Felt his massive cock pressing against my entrance.

"Take your time," he said. His hands found my hips. Steadied me. "Slide down when you're ready."

I reached down. Gripped his shaft. Positioned him at my opening.

And slowly—inch by inch—I sank down onto him.

"Ohhhhh fuck—"

The moan that came out of me was inhuman. Guttural. He was so deep. So thick. Filling me completely. I could feel him in my stomach. In my chest. Everywhere.

"There you go," Terrence breathed. "All the way down. Good girl."

I sat there for a moment. Fully impaled. Trying to remember how to breathe. Trying to process the sensation of being so completely, utterly full.

And then I felt Marcus behind me.

His hands on my hips. His cock—slick with lube now—pressing against my other hole. The one he'd just spent ten minutes preparing.

"Ready?" he asked.

No. I wasn't ready. I'd never be ready. This was insane. This was impossible. This was—

"Yes," I whispered. "Do it."

Marcus pushed forward.

And I screamed.


CHAPTER 4: BLACKED, PART 2

Pain.

That was the first thing. Searing, splitting pain as Marcus's cock pushed into my ass. My virgin ass. The hole that had never been touched until twenty minutes ago.

"FUCK—WAIT—TOO BIG—"

"Breathe." Marcus's voice was steady. Calm. "Breathe through it. You can take it."

I couldn't. There was no way. He was too thick. Too long. My body wasn't made for this.

But he kept pushing. Slowly. Relentlessly. Inch by inch.

"Ohhhh god—ohhh fuck—" Tears streamed down my face. Not from sadness. From sensation. From the overwhelming fullness of having two massive cocks inside me at the same time.

Terrence was still buried in my pussy. I could feel him throbbing. Waiting. Letting me adjust to Marcus behind me.

"Almost there," Marcus murmured. "Just a little more. You're doing so good, snowbunny."

Another inch. Then another. The pain started to shift. To change. To become something else.

"Mmmm—" A moan escaped me. Surprised. The pain was still there, but underneath it—pleasure. Deep, dark pleasure I'd never known existed.

"There it is." Marcus bottomed out. His hips pressed against my ass. Fully inside. "You feel that? Both of us? Filling you up?"

I felt it. God, I felt it. Two cocks separated by just a thin wall of flesh. Stretching me beyond anything I'd thought possible. Making me feel complete in a way I'd never experienced.

"So full," I gasped. "I'm so fucking full."

"That's right." Terrence's hands gripped my hips. "Full of Black cock. Just like you were meant to be."

They started moving.

Not fast. Not yet. Slow, deliberate strokes. One pushing in while the other pulled out. A rhythm. A dance.

"Oh—oh god—oh my god—"

I couldn't form coherent thoughts anymore. Couldn't do anything but feel. Every nerve ending firing. Every inch of me stretched and filled and used.

"Nnngh—ah—ahhh—"

The sounds coming out of me weren't human. Weren't words. Just raw, primal noises of pleasure.

I looked down at Terrence beneath me. His dark skin against my pale body. His massive chest. His eyes locked on mine—watching me unravel.

"You like this?" he asked. "You like being stuffed full of Black dick?"

"Yes—" The word came out broken. Desperate. "Yes—I love it—I fucking love it—"

"Louder. Tell your husband."

I turned my head. Found Jake in his corner. His pathetic cock in his hand. His eyes wide. Watching his wife get destroyed.

"I LOVE IT—" I screamed at him. "I LOVE THEIR BLACK COCKS—YOU COULD NEVER—YOU COULD NEVER MAKE ME FEEL LIKE THIS—"

Jake groaned. Stroked faster. Pathetic. Perfect.

Marcus picked up the pace. Slamming into my ass now. Each thrust pushing me forward onto Terrence's cock. The two of them using me like a rag doll.

"Fuck—fuck—FUCK—"

The fourth orgasm hit me without warning. Crashing over me like a tidal wave. My whole body seizing up. Clenching around both of them.

"AHHHHHH—"

"There's number four," Marcus grunted. Didn't slow down. Didn't stop. "Keep going. Give us more."

More? I couldn't give more. I was empty. Destroyed. There was nothing left.

But my body had other ideas.

They kept fucking me. Harder now. Faster. The wet slap of skin on skin filling the room. The bed creaking. The headboard slamming against the wall.

"Unh—unh—unh—" Each thrust punched a sound out of me. Involuntary. Primal.

I thought about who I was this morning. Emma Thornton. Good girl. Loyal wife. The woman who'd never cheated. Never even considered it.

That woman was dead.

In her place was this creature. This moaning, screaming, cum-hungry slut who was taking two Black cocks at once and begging for more.

"Harder—" I heard myself say. "Please—harder—"

"You heard her." Marcus slammed into me. Brutal. Unrelenting. "She wants it harder."

Terrence matched his rhythm. Both of them pounding into me now. Synchronized. Devastating.

I could feel another orgasm building. Already. So soon after the last one. My body was a live wire. Every touch setting off sparks.

"Gonna cum again—" I panted. "Oh god—I can't stop—"

"Don't stop." Terrence grabbed my face. Made me look at him. "Don't ever stop. This is who you are now."

This is who I am now.

The words echoed in my head. True. Undeniable.

I wasn't Emma Thornton anymore. I wasn't Jake's wife. I wasn't the good girl who followed the rules and faked orgasms and wondered what was wrong with her.

I was a Queen of Spades.

I just hadn't gotten the tattoo yet.

"CUMMING—" I wailed. "I'M CUMMING AGAIN—"

Number five hit harder than the last. My vision went white. My whole body convulsed. I felt myself squirting—actually squirting—around Terrence's cock. Spraying against his abs.

"Holy shit—she's a squirter—" Terrence groaned.

It was happening again. That gushing, spraying release I'd never experienced before tonight. But here I was, squirting like a fountain while two strangers used my holes.

The orgasm didn't stop. Just kept rolling through me. Wave after wave. Marcus and Terrence fucking me through it. Extending it. Making it last forever.

"Please—" I sobbed. Actual tears now. Overwhelmed. "Please—I can't—it's too much—"

"One more," Marcus growled in my ear. "Give us one more and we'll fill you up. Pump you full of cum. That's what you want, right? You want our cum inside you?"

"Yes—" I was delirious. Broken. "Yes—I want it—I want your cum—please—"

"Then cum for us one more time. Show us what a good little snowbunny you are."

They picked up the pace. Impossibly faster. Impossibly harder. The sound of flesh slapping flesh was deafening.

I looked at Jake one more time. My husband. The man I'd married. He was close—I could tell. His face twisted. His hand moving frantically.

Watch me, I thought. Watch me become something you'll never be able to satisfy.

And then the sixth orgasm hit.

And everything went white.


CHAPTER 4: BLACKED, PART 3

White.

Everything was white.

Then spotty. Then dark at the edges.

I was cumming so hard I couldn't see. Couldn't think. Couldn't breathe.

"AHHHHHHHHHH—"

The scream ripped out of me. Raw and primal. Echoing off the walls. Probably echoing down the hallway. Adding to the symphony of debauchery outside.

My pussy clamped down on Terrence. My ass clamped down on Marcus. Both of them trapped inside me as my body convulsed around them.

And I was squirting. Again. Couldn't stop. Gushing out of me in waves. Soaking Terrence's stomach. Soaking the bed beneath us.

"Fuck—she won't stop cumming—" Terrence groaned.

"Best pussy we've had in months," Marcus grunted behind me.

I couldn't respond. Could only ride the wave. Let it destroy me. Let it remake me.

My limbs were giving out. Arms shaking. Legs trembling. I couldn't hold myself up anymore.

I collapsed forward onto Terrence's chest. Boneless. Destroyed.

But they weren't done.

Marcus grabbed my hips. Held me in place. Started slamming into my ass with renewed fury.

"One more load," he grunted. "Gonna pump this ass full."

"Me too," Terrence said. "Gonna breed this pussy."

Breed. The word cut through the haze. Made me remember.

I wasn't on birth control. I'd stopped it for the honeymoon. Jake and I were supposed to try for a baby.

And now two strangers were about to cum inside me.

"Do it—" I heard myself say. Delirious. Broken. "Fill me up—breed me—I don't care—"

I didn't. In that moment, I truly didn't care. Let them get me pregnant. Let Jake raise a baby that wasn't his. Let this be the final nail in the coffin of my old life.

"You hear that?" Marcus laughed. "She wants our babies."

"Please—" I sobbed. "Please—give it to me—"

They fucked me harder. Both of them chasing their release now. Using my body. Taking what they wanted.

I came again. Orgasm number seven? Eight? I'd lost count. They all blurred together into one endless wave of pleasure.

"NNNGH—" Terrence thrust up hard. Held me down on his cock. I felt him pulse. Felt the hot rush of his cum flooding my pussy. Rope after rope. So much. So thick.

"FUCK—" Marcus slammed in one final time. His cock swelling in my ass. Then exploding. Filling my other hole with his seed.

Both of them. At the same time. Pumping me full.

I could feel it. All of it. The heat spreading through me. The fullness. Two loads of Black cum claiming my insides.

"Ahhh—mmmm—" I moaned weakly. Couldn't do anything else.

They stayed inside me for a long moment. Twitching. Draining. Emptying themselves completely.

Then Marcus pulled out. Slowly. I felt his cum gush out of my ass. Dripping down. Making a mess.

Terrence was still inside my pussy. Still filling me. Keeping his cum trapped.

"Don't want any of that leaking out," he said. "Want to make sure it takes."

Takes. A baby. His baby.

I should have cared. Should have panicked. But I was too far gone. Too destroyed.

"Good girl," Marcus said. He was off the bed now. Getting dressed. "You did so good. A natural."

I couldn't respond. Could barely keep my eyes open.

My body was shutting down. Overwhelmed by everything. The orgasms. The cocks. The cum. The complete destruction of who I used to be.

Terrence finally pulled out. I felt his load start leaking out of me immediately. Down my thighs. Onto the ruined sheets.

I was a mess. Covered in sweat. Covered in cum. Bruises on my hips. Bite marks on my tits. Hickeys everywhere.

I rolled onto my back. Stared at the ceiling. Tried to remember how to breathe.

And then I saw Jake.

Still in his corner. Pants around his ankles. Pathetic cock in his hand.

He'd cum at some point. I could see it glistening on his fingers. That thin, watery stuff that dribbled out of him.

Our eyes met.

I smiled. Wide. Delirious. The smile of a woman who'd been completely broken and put back together wrong.

"Did you enjoy the show?" I asked. My voice was wrecked. Barely a whisper.

Jake nodded. Tears in his eyes.

"Good." I let my head fall back against the pillow. "Because this is your life now. This is our life now."

Marcus and Terrence were at the door. Dressed. Ready to leave.

"Same time next month?" Marcus asked.

I laughed. A broken, exhausted sound.

"We'll be here."

The door closed behind them.

Just me and Jake now. Me on the ruined bed, leaking cum from both holes. Him in his corner, covered in his own pathetic release.

Husband and wife.

The way it would be from now on.

My eyes fluttered closed. My body gave out completely.

The last thing I heard was Jake getting up from his chair. Coming toward the bed.

Coming to clean up his wife.

Like he used to do for Megan.

Like he'd do for me. Forever.

Everything went black.


CHAPTER 5: CLEAN UP, PART 1

I woke up to warmth between my legs.

Soft. Wet. Gentle.

My eyes fluttered open slowly. The room was dim. Quiet. How long had I been out? Minutes? Hours? I couldn't tell. Time had stopped making sense somewhere around orgasm number four.

I looked down.

Jake.

My husband was between my thighs. It only took a moment for him to acknowledge that I'd woken up before his face was buried in my pussy. His tongue began working slowly. Carefully. Like he was scooping.

I could feel it. The thick, heavy cum that was still inside me. Terrence's load. Marcus's load. Mixed together deep in my pussy, slowly leaking out of me. And Jake was there. Licking it up. Gathering it on his tongue. Swallowing it down.

"Mmmm..." I moaned weakly. Barely had the strength to make sound. My voice came out as a croak. Wrecked from all the screaming.

My whole body was destroyed. Every muscle ached like I'd run a marathon. Every nerve ending was fried. My thighs trembled even lying still. My arms felt like they weighed a thousand pounds.

And my pussy—god. Swollen. Raw. Used. I could feel how stretched I was. How open. Marcus and Terrence had ruined me. Wrecked me completely. And now their cum was pooling inside me, thick and warm, and my husband was licking it out.

"Jake..." I whispered.

He didn't stop. Didn't look up. Just kept working. His tongue sliding inside me, scooping out the thick white cream, pulling it into his mouth. I could hear him swallowing. Could feel his throat move against my thigh.

My clit throbbed. Swollen. Sensitive. Every accidental brush of his tongue against it sent shockwaves through my body. Too much. Way too much.

"Ahh—" I gasped. "Careful—baby—so sensitive—can't—"

Jake adjusted immediately. Moved lower. Avoided my clit entirely. Focused on the cleanup. On gathering their seed from deep inside me.

I reached down with a trembling hand. Found his head. His hair was damp with sweat. Mine? His? Theirs? All of it mixed together.

I ran my fingers through it. Held him there. Not pushing. Not forcing. Just... holding. Keeping him close.

"That's it," I breathed. "That's it, baby. Just like that."

He made a sound against me. Something between a moan and a whimper. His tongue pushed deeper. Scooped out more. I felt a thick glob of cum slide out of me and into his waiting mouth.

This was my husband. The man I married four days ago. The man I'd promised to love and cherish. And here he was, face-deep in my pussy, eating out the cum of two men who had just spent hours destroying me.

I should have felt disgusted. Should have felt horrified at what we'd become.

But I didn't.

I felt... close to him. Closer than I'd ever felt during our two years together. Closer than our wedding night. Closer than any moment we'd shared before.

This was intimacy. Real intimacy. Stripped of all pretense. All lies. All the masks we'd been wearing.

"I love you, Jake."

The words came out before I could stop them. Soft. Genuine. Surprising even myself.

Jake paused. His tongue stilled inside me. He looked up—his face wet, shining with their cum and my juices—and met my eyes.

"I love you too, Emma." His voice cracked. Tears glistening. "I love you so much. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry for everything."

"Shhh." I stroked his hair. "Don't apologize. Not now. Not for this."

"But I lied to you. I hid—"

"I know." I kept stroking. Gentle. Soothing. "I know you did. And we're going to talk about all of it. But not now. Right now I just need you to... I need you to take care of me. Can you do that?"

He nodded. Fresh tears spilling down his cheeks, mixing with the cum already coating his face.

"I'd do anything for you," he whispered. "Anything, Emma. I love you."

"I know you do, baby. I know."

I guided his head back down. Felt his tongue resume its work. Sliding inside me. Scooping. Cleaning.

I lay back against the pillow. Stared at the ceiling. Let myself feel everything.

The soreness in my muscles. The ache between my legs. The raw, used feeling of my holes. The warmth of Jake's mouth. The devotion in his touch.

We were fucked up. Both of us. This whole situation was fucked up.

But we were fucked up together.

There was more cum. So much more. It just kept leaking out of me. Thick globs of it sliding from deep inside. Jake caught each one. Licked it up. Swallowed it down.

I could feel him getting more into it. His tongue moving with more purpose. More hunger. He wasn't just cleaning anymore—he was savoring. Tasting their cum mixed with my juices. Getting off on it.

That should have disgusted me.

Instead, it made my clit throb harder.

"My ass too," I murmured. "Marcus... he came in my ass too. You have to clean that too, baby."

Jake shifted lower without a word. His tongue found my other hole—sore, stretched, still leaking Marcus's thick load.

"Ohhh—" I moaned as he started licking. "Oh god—"

Even wrecked, even destroyed, it felt incredible. His tongue swirling around my ruined hole. Pushing inside. Scooping out the cum that Marcus had pumped deep into my bowels.

I held onto his head. Ran my fingers through his hair. Let him clean me.

My husband.

My Jake.

Taking care of me the only way he knew how.

Pleasuring me the only way that he could.


CHAPTER 5: CLEAN UP, PART 2

This was my place.

Between my wife's legs. My face buried in her pussy. My tongue scooping out the cum of two men who had just spent hours fucking her.

This was where I belonged.

I'd known it for years. Since Megan. Since she first made me do this—made me clean her after her first Black lover. I'd been disgusted then. Horrified at myself. Swore I'd never do it again.

But I did. Again and again. For two years. Because this was who I was.

And now Emma knew too.

Her fingers ran through my hair. Gentle. Loving. Even after everything, she still loved me. I didn't deserve it. Didn't deserve her.

But I'd spend the rest of my life trying to.

I pushed my tongue deeper inside her. She was so stretched. So open. Marcus and Terrence had wrecked her completely. Her pussy gaped around my tongue in a way it never had before. In a way my cock had never made it gape.

Because my cock was nothing. Four inches of uselessness. I'd spent two years pretending I could satisfy her. Pretending I was enough.

I wasn't. Had never been. Would never be.

But this—this I could do.

I found another thick glob of cum deep inside her. Scooped it out with my tongue. Let it slide into my mouth.

The taste hit me. Salty. Thick. Nothing like my own watery release. This was real cum. Potent cum. The cum of real men.

I swallowed. Felt it slide down my throat.

My cock throbbed. Painfully hard against my pants. I was still fully dressed—hadn't even thought about undressing. This wasn't about my pleasure. This was about serving her.

"Mmm..." Emma moaned above me. Weak. Exhausted. But still responsive. "That's it, baby. Get it all."

I pushed deeper. Worked harder. There was so much. They'd cum inside her multiple times each. Load after load pumped into my wife's pussy. And I had to get it all out.

Had to clean her.

Had to taste every drop.

"You're doing so well," Emma murmured. Her fingers tightened in my hair. "Feels good, Jake. Taking care of me."

Taking care of her. That's what this was. Not humiliation. Not degradation. Taking care of my wife after she'd been thoroughly used.

Another glob of cum. Thicker than the last. I caught it on my tongue before it could drip onto the sheets. Swallowed it down.

My hips bucked involuntarily. Grinding against the bed. I was so hard it hurt. Every swallow pushed me closer to the edge.

This was fucked up. I was fucked up. Getting off on eating other men's cum out of my wife.

But I couldn't stop. Didn't want to stop.

"Jake..." Emma's voice was soft. Almost dreamy. "You know what I just realized?"

I pulled back just enough to speak. "What, baby?"

"I'm not on birth control."

The words hit me like ice water. I knew. Of course I knew. We'd talked about trying for a baby on the honeymoon.

Our honeymoon. Where I'd just watched two strangers pump load after load inside her.

"They came in me so many times," Emma continued. Her voice almost casual. Like she was discussing the weather. "Marcus. Terrence. Over and over. So much cum, Jake. All that thick, potent cum. Deep inside me."

I swallowed hard. My cock twitched. Leaked.

"You better get it all out, baby." Her fingers stroked my hair. "Every drop. Because if you don't..."

She didn't finish the sentence. Didn't need to.

If I didn't get it all out, she could get pregnant. By one of them. A Black man's baby growing in my wife's womb.

The thought should have horrified me. Should have sent me spiraling.

Instead, my cock throbbed harder than ever.

"You'd like that, wouldn't you?" Emma's voice was knowing now. "If you missed some. If it took. You'd raise their baby, wouldn't you, Jake? You'd be a good daddy to a half-black child that isn't yours."

"Emma..." My voice cracked.

"Tell me."

I pressed my face back between her legs. Licked desperately. Tongue pushing deep. Searching for every last drop.

"Tell me, Jake."

"Yes," I admitted against her pussy. The word muffled but clear. "Yes. I would. I'd raise it. I'd love it."

"Because you love me."

"Because I love you."

"Even if it's not yours."

"Even if it's not mine."

Emma's hand held my head in place. Pressed me deeper.

"Then clean me, baby. Clean me good. But maybe... maybe don't get it all. Maybe leave a little. Just in case."

Fuck. Fuck.

I was going to cum. Just from this. From eating their cum. From her words. From the thought of her carrying another man's child.

My hips ground against the mattress. Seeking friction. I was so close. So fucking close.

"Are you hard, Jake?" Emma's voice was amused. Tender. "Are you going to cum from cleaning me?"

"I—I can't help it—"

"It's okay, baby. It's okay. I know this is what you need. I know this is who you are."

Who I was. A cuck. A cleanup boy. A man who got off on his wife being fucked by other men.

My tongue worked faster. Sloppier. Their cum and her juices coating my face. Dripping down my chin. I must have looked pathetic. Absolutely pathetic.

But Emma's hand stayed in my hair. Stroking. Loving.

"That's it," she whispered. "That's my husband. Taking such good care of me."

I moaned against her pussy. So close. So fucking close.

"You can cum, Jake. If you need to. You can cum."

The permission broke something in me. My hips bucked against the mattress—once, twice—and then I was cumming. In my pants. Untouched. Just from eating their cum out of my wife.

Pathetic spurts soaking my boxers. Nothing compared to the loads I'd just swallowed.

But Emma held me through it. Kept stroking my hair.

"I love you," she whispered. "My sweet, fucked-up husband. I love you so much."

And I believed her.

Even here. Even now. Even with another man's cum on my tongue.

She loved me.

And I loved her.

That was enough. It had to be enough.


CHAPTER 5: CLEAN UP, PART 3

Part of me wanted to laugh. Part of me wanted to cry.

Instead, I just held his head. Let him ride through it. Kept him pressed against my pussy while his cock spurted a drop or two of whatever he could spurt.

"That's it, baby," I murmured. "Let it out."

His tongue had stopped moving. Too overwhelmed by his own orgasm. But I could feel his breath against me. Hot. Desperate.

And I could feel something else building.

The sensitivity from before was fading. Replaced by something warmer. Deeper. Jake's mouth on me—even still, even motionless—was doing something. Waking up nerve endings I thought were completely fried.

"Jake..." I whispered. "Don't stop."

He heard me. Started licking again. Slower now. More careful. But still there. Still devoted.

And I thought about what I'd said to him. About the pregnancy. About maybe leaving some inside.

A baby.

Their baby.

I pictured it. Really pictured it. My belly swelling with a child that wasn't Jake's. Everyone would know. Our families. Our friends. One look and they'd know.

Jake pushing a stroller through the neighborhood. The baby inside clearly mixed. Clearly not his. The awkward questions. The whispered gossip. "Did you hear about the Thorntons? That baby definitely isn't Jake's..."

He'd have to live with that. Every day. Every time someone looked at our child and then looked at him—pale, small, forgettable—they'd know.

They'd know his wife had fucked someone else. Someone bigger. Someone better.

And he'd raise that child anyway. Love it anyway. Because he loved me.

The thought should have made me feel guilty. Instead, it made my clit throb.

"Jake—" My voice came out strangled. "Baby—I think I'm—"

His tongue found my clit. Pressed against it. Just enough pressure.

"Ohhh fuck—"

The orgasm was building. Impossibly. After everything. After cumming more times than I could count. There was still more.

"Faster," I gasped. "Lick me faster. Please, Jake. Please."

He obeyed. His tongue working my clit. Quick, desperate strokes. He wanted this. Wanted to make me cum on his face after everything.

My hips started moving on their own. Grinding against his mouth. Chasing it.

"Yes—yes—right there—don't stop—"

I thought about Marcus. About Terrence. About their massive cocks stretching me open. Filling me up. Pumping me full of cum.

I thought about Jake watching. Stroking his pathetic little dick in the corner. Cumming into his own hand while real men fucked his wife.

I thought about their cum inside me right now. Even after Jake's cleanup. There had to be some left. Deep inside. Swimming toward my egg.

"Jake—" I was panting now. "Jake, baby, I'm gonna cum—"

After everything, he still wanted to make me cum. Even if my pussy was filled to the brim with the seed of two complete strangers. Two black men. He still wanted to give me pleasure, even if it was just his tongue. Even if real satisfaction would only ever come from men like Marcus and Terrence.

"Faster—harder—oh god—OH GOD—"

The orgasm crested. Different from the ones before. Softer. More emotional. But still powerful. Still devastating.

"JAKE—"

I screamed his name. My husband's name. As I came all over his face.

My thighs clamped around his head. Locked him in place. Held him there as my pussy pulsed against his mouth. My whole body shaking. Trembling. One final release after a night of being completely destroyed.

"Mmmm—mmmm—fuck—"

Wave after wave. Smaller than before but still intense. Still overwhelming. Jake kept licking through it. Kept going. Drinking down everything I gave him.

I held his head tight between my thighs. Rode his face through the aftershocks. Let myself feel every last tremor.

"I love you," I gasped. "Jake—I love you—fuck—I love you so much—"

He moaned against my pussy. Still licking. Still devoted.

Finally, after what felt like forever, my body went still. The orgasm faded. My legs relaxed, releasing his head.

Jake pulled back. His face was a mess. Covered in cum—theirs and mine now. His lips swollen. His eyes wet with tears and gratitude.

"I love you too," he whispered. "Emma. I love you too."

I reached down. Cupped his face with my trembling hands. Pulled him up toward me.

And I kissed him.

Tasted their cum on his lips. Tasted myself. Tasted everything we'd become tonight.

It should have been disgusting. Instead, it felt like home.

"Come here," I murmured against his mouth.

Jake climbed onto the bed beside me. Wrapped his arms around my ruined body. Pulled me close.

We lay there in silence. Two broken people tangled together on cum-soaked sheets.

Husband and wife.

Whatever that meant now.


EPILOGUE, PART 1

Three weeks after Miami.

I sat in the tattoo parlor chair, watching the artist work on my ankle. The needle buzzed. The pain was sharp but manageable. Nothing compared to what Marcus and Terrence had put me through.

"Almost done," the artist said. Young guy. Cute. He had no idea what this symbol meant. "You sure about the placement? Most people get these somewhere more hidden."

"I'm sure."

I wanted people to see it. Wanted them to know. Or at least, wanted the people who understood to know.

Jake sat in the waiting area. Watching through the glass. His face was unreadable.

Twenty minutes later, I walked out with a fresh Queen of Spades tattoo on my ankle. Small. Black. Elegant. Just like Megan's.

Jake stared at it. Swallowed hard.

"It looks good," he said quietly.

"I know."

We drove home in silence. But it wasn't uncomfortable silence. It was... understanding. We both knew what that tattoo meant. What I'd become. What we'd become.

---

Our sex life had never been better.

Ironic, right? I'd spent our honeymoon getting fucked by two strangers while my husband watched, and somehow that had fixed our marriage.

Before Miami, Jake could barely get hard. Two years of erectile dysfunction. Two years of excuses. Too tired. Too stressed. Too drunk.

Now? He was hard every night.

Something about watching me with Marcus and Terrence had unlocked something in him. Some primal need. Some desperate hunger.

We fucked constantly.

"God, you're so wet," Jake groaned, pumping into me. It was Tuesday night. Our third time this week. "So slippery. You're dripping, Emma."

I was. Had been wet all day thinking about Miami. About next month's trip. About Marcus's cock stretching me open.

"Fuck me harder," I moaned. Not because it felt amazing—it didn't, not really. Jake was still Jake. Four inches. Thin. Couldn't hit the spots Marcus had found. "Come on, baby. Harder. Faster."

He tried. Bless him, he tried. His hips slapping against mine. Giving me everything he had.

It still wasn't enough.

But I'd learned to appreciate the effort. Learned to appreciate the intimacy, even if the pleasure was limited.

"Is that all you've got?" I taunted. Couldn't help myself. "That's as hard as you can fuck me with that little white dick?"

Jake groaned. His cock twitched inside me. He loved it when I talked like this. Loved being reminded of his inadequacy.

"I'm trying—"

"Try harder." I grabbed his ass. Pulled him deeper. He bottomed out—all four inches of him—and it still felt like nothing compared to what I'd had. "Come on, baby. Show me what that pathetic little cock can do."

He fucked me faster. Desperate now. His breath coming in gasps.

I thought about Marcus. About how he'd pounded me for hours without breaking a sweat. About how full I'd felt. How stretched. How complete.

Jake would never make me feel that way. But that was okay. That wasn't his job anymore.

His job was to love me. To take care of me. To clean me up after real men had their turn.

"I'm gonna cum—" Jake gasped. "Emma—I'm gonna—"

"Already?" I laughed. Cruel but loving. "We've barely started."

"I can't help it—you feel so good—"

"Then do it. Cum inside me, baby. But you know you're not going to make me pregnant."

Jake thrust deep—as deep as he could go, which wasn't very—and came. I felt him pulse inside me.

"You're too weak, Jake. Your cum is useless-it couldn't make anyone pregnant-."

"Emma, please-."

"Isn't that what you're trying to do?" I giggled. "Trying to get me pregnant?"

Then I felt the warmth of his release. Thin. Watery. Nothing like the thick ropes Marcus and Terrence had pumped into me.

"Oh, ugh-."

He collapsed on top of me. Breathing hard. Spent after maybe five minutes.

"Sorry," he mumbled against my neck. "I tried to last longer."

"It's okay, baby." I stroked his back. "You did your best."

His best. Which wasn't much. But it was something.

"You'll be a father soon, you know that right, babe?"

The question hung in the air.

"Emma..." His voice was hesitant. Nervous. 

I hadn't gone back on birth control. Not after Miami. Three weeks now. Three weeks of Jake cumming inside me almost every night.

"You do want to be a father, right?" I asked innocently.

Jake pulled back. Looked at me. His eyes searching.

"The baby yours—"

He couldn't finish the sentence.

"Might not be yours?" I smiled. "I know. But it'll be ours."

"Emma..."

"They came inside me so many times, Jake. So much cum. You cleaned most of it out, but..." I shrugged. "Who knows?"

His cock twitched against my thigh. Already getting hard again. Just from talking about this.

"You'd raise it anyway, wouldn't you?" I asked. "Even if it came out looking nothing like you. Even if everyone knew."

Jake nodded slowly. 

"Good."

I pulled him close. Kissed him softly. "That's why I love you, Jake. You'd do anything for me."

"Anything," he whispered.

"Even this?"

"Even this."

I felt him hardening against me. Ready for round two. Even after cumming, he wanted more. Wanted to keep trying. Keep pumping his pathetic seed into me, knowing it might already be too late.

"Again," I said. "Fuck me again. Fuck me again with that little dick. Cum inside me as many times as you want."

He did. Slipped back inside me—into the wet mess he'd just made—and started moving.

"But you'll never get me pregnant."

I closed my eyes. Thought about Marcus. About Terrence. About next month.

"You're never going to be the father, babe."

I was married to a husband who got hard watching me take Big Black cock. A husband who jerked off in the corner while real men fucked his wife.

A husband who will raise a child that wasn't his. But ours.

The perfect marriage.


EPILOGUE, PART 2

Seven months later.

Jake's phone buzzed.

*In town for business. Meet me at the hotel. Room 412. 8pm.*

Marcus.

Jake stared at the text. His heart hammering. His cock already stirring in his pants.

Emma was home. Seven months pregnant. Swollen and tired and beautiful. She'd fallen asleep on the couch an hour ago, hand resting on her belly.

The belly that might be carrying Marcus's child. Or Terrence's. They'd never figured out who it might have been. Never really cared enough.

Jake texted back.

*I'll be there.*

---

The hotel was nice. Upscale. The kind of place Marcus always stayed.

Jake knocked on the door to room 412. His palms were sweating.

Marcus opened it. Shirtless. Sweatpants hanging low on his hips. That confident smile on his face.

"Jake. You came."

"You asked me to."

Marcus stepped aside. Let him in.

The room was dim. King-sized bed. City lights visible through the window.

"How's Emma?" Marcus asked, closing the door behind them.

"Good. Tired. The pregnancy's taking a lot out of her."

"I bet." Marcus sat on the edge of the bed. Spread his legs. "She know you're here?"

Jake shook his head. "Told her I was going to the store."

Marcus laughed. Low and knowing. "So you're cheating on your pregnant wife. To come see me."

The words hit Jake like a punch. Cheating. He was cheating. Not the way Emma had cheated—not really—but still.

"I guess I am," Jake admitted.

"You guess." Marcus leaned back on his hands. "Get over here, Jake."

Jake's legs moved on their own. Carried him across the room until he was standing in front of Marcus.

"On your knees."

Jake knelt. The carpet was soft against his knees.

Marcus pulled down his sweatpants. His cock spilled out. Half-hard already. Thick and heavy. Bigger soft than Jake would ever be fully erect.

"You've been thinking about this, haven't you?" Marcus stroked himself slowly. "Ever since you cleaned my cum out of your wife. You've been thinking about what it tastes like. What it feels like."

Jake nodded. He had. Every night. Jerking off to the memory while Emma slept beside him.

"Open your mouth."

Jake opened.

Marcus pushed inside.

The taste hit him immediately. Salty. Musky. All man. Nothing like licking it out of Emma. This was different. This was the source.

"Fuck," Marcus groaned. "That's it. Take it."

Jake tried to breathe. Tried to relax. Marcus was so thick—stretching his jaw, filling his mouth completely. His eyes watered immediately.

"Breathe through your nose." Marcus's hand found the back of Jake's head. "You can take more than that."

He pushed deeper. Jake gagged. Drool spilled down his chin.

"There you go. Just like your wife. She gagged the first time too, didn't she?"

"Yes, daddy."

Jake moaned around the cock in his mouth. Thinking about Emma. About watching her take this same dick. About how much she'd loved it that night.

He started bobbing his head. Sloppy. Inexperienced. But hungry for it.

"Yeah, that's it." Marcus held his head steady and started thrusting. Fucking Jake's face. "Your wife know you suck Black cock, Jake? Huh, faggot ass white boy?"

Jake couldn't answer. Could only gag and drool and take it.

"Should I tell her?" Marcus thrust deeper. "Tell her that her husband snuck out while she was pregnant to come suck my dick?"

Jake whimpered. His cock was rock hard in his pants. Leaking. He was going to cum just from this. Just from being used.

"Nah." Marcus picked up the pace. "This is our secret. Between us."

The wet sounds filled the room. Gagging. Slurping. Marcus's groans of pleasure.

Jake's jaw ached. His throat burned. Tears streamed down his face. But he didn't stop. Didn't want to stop.

This was his place. On his knees. Serving. Whether it was cleaning his wife's pussy or sucking the cock of the man who might have impregnated her.

"I'm close," Marcus grunted. "Gonna cum. You gonna swallow it all, white boy?"

Jake tried to nod. Made a desperate sound around the cock in his mouth.

Marcus grabbed his head with both hands. Thrust deep. Held him there.

"Fuck—"

His cock pulsed. Jake felt the first rope of cum hit the back of his throat. Hot. Thick. So much of it.

He swallowed. Had to. More cum filled his mouth. He swallowed again. And again.

Marcus kept cumming. Kept pumping his load down Jake's throat. More than Jake had ever produced in his life.

Finally, Marcus pulled out. A string of cum connected his cock to Jake's lips. Jake gasped for air. Coughing. Cum dribbling down his chin.

"Good shit." Marcus tucked himself away. "Same time next month?"

Jake nodded. Still on his knees. Still trying to catch his breath.

"Clean yourself up before you go home." Marcus grabbed his phone. Already bored. "Don't want Emma asking questions."

Jake stood on shaky legs. Went to the bathroom. Looked at himself in the mirror.

His face was a mess. Red. Wet with tears and cum. His lips swollen.

He looked like a man who'd just sucked cock for the first time.

Because he was.

He cleaned up. Washed his face. Rinsed his mouth.

When he came out, Marcus was scrolling through his phone.

"See you next month, faggot."

"Yes, daddy." Jake's voice was hoarse. Wrecked. "See you."

He drove home in silence. His jaw still aching. The taste still in his mouth.

Emma was still asleep on the couch when he walked in. Hand on her belly. Beautiful and pregnant and completely unaware of what her husband had just done.

Jake sat down beside her. Watched her sleep. She thought she was the one who'd changed. The one who'd discovered something new about herself.

She had no idea about him. Or what he'd been getting upto.

No idea that her husband had just cheated on her. With the same man who might have put that baby in her belly.

Jake smiled.

Maybe one day she'll find out but some secrets were worth keeping.


EPILOGUE, PART 3

A year and a half later.

"Welcome back to The Lifestyle Podcast. I'm your host Jasmine, and today we have a very special couple joining us. Emma and Jake, thanks for being here."

"Thanks for having us," Emma said, smiling at the camera.

Jake sat beside her. Quiet. Nervous. His hands folded in his lap.

The studio was small but professional. Ring lights. Microphones. A backdrop with the podcast logo—a stylized black spade.

"So for our listeners who don't know you yet," Jasmine continued, "you two have become pretty popular in the hotwife community. You've got a huge following online, you've done some content for Black Bull Productions, and I hear you're about to film something big."

Emma's smile widened. "We are. We're filming a breeding scene next month. Full production. Multiple bulls. Jake watching from the corner, of course."

"Of course." Jasmine laughed. "Jake, how do you feel about that?"

Jake cleared his throat. "I'm... excited. For Emma. She deserves it."

"He's being modest," Emma said. "He's been jerking off to the idea every night since we signed the contract."

The host laughed. Jake's face went red.

"So let's go back to the beginning," Jasmine said. "How did you two get into this lifestyle? I know there's a story there."

Emma leaned back in her chair. Crossed her legs. The Queen of Spades tattoo on her ankle was clearly visible.

"It actually started with Jake's ex-girlfriend."

"Oh?" Jasmine raised an eyebrow. "Do tell."

"Her name was Megan. They dated for two years before me. And apparently, she was..." Emma glanced at Jake. "Very active in the lifestyle."

"Jake was a cuck before you?"

"He was." Emma nodded. "But he never told me. Not until our honeymoon."

"Wait—your honeymoon? That's when you found out?"

"That's when everything happened." Emma's eyes got a faraway look. "Megan showed up at our wedding. Uninvited. She gave us VIP passes to this club in Miami. The QOS Club. You know it?"

Jasmine's eyes widened. "I know it very well. That place is legendary."

"It is." Emma smiled at the memory. "So we went. And I had no idea what I was walking into. All these Black men. All these white women with spade tattoos. And Jake just... disappeared. Left me alone on the dance floor."

"He set you up."

"He set me up." Emma nodded. "But here's the thing—I'd looked up what QOS meant the night before. I knew what that club was. I went anyway."

"So you both knew."

"We both knew. Neither of us admitted it."

Jasmine turned to Jake. "And what was going through your head, Jake? Watching your brand-new wife at a club like that?"

Jake swallowed. "I... I wanted to see if she'd do it. If she'd be like Megan."

"And was she?"

"Better," Emma answered for him. "I took two bulls that night. Marcus and Terrence. They absolutely destroyed me while Jake watched from the corner. Best night of my life."

"Damn." Jasmine fanned herself. "And that's when you got the tattoo?"

"Got it the week after." Emma lifted her ankle, showing it off. "Haven't looked back since."

"Now here's what I really want to know about." Jasmine leaned forward. "Your baby. Your followers have been asking about this for months."

Emma's face softened. She pulled out her phone. Showed a photo to the camera.

A beautiful baby. Caramel skin. Curly dark hair. Clearly mixed.

"This is our daughter. Maya. Eight months old."

"She's gorgeous." Jasmine paused. Looked at Emma. Looked at Jake—pale, average, very white. "And the father is...?"

"We don't know." Emma said it simply. Matter-of-factly. "Could be Jake's. Could be Marcus's. Could be Terrence's. We never did a test."

"You never—" Jasmine's jaw dropped. "So Jake, you're raising a baby that might not be yours?"

"She's mine," Jake said quietly. "Doesn't matter who the biological father is. I'm her dad. I'm on the birth certificate. I'm the one who gets up at 3am for feedings."

"While Emma...?"

"While Emma sleeps." Jake managed a small smile. "Or texts Marcus."

The host laughed. "Oh my god. So you're still seeing Marcus?"

"Monthly." Emma grinned. "Sometimes more. He came to visit when I was seven months pregnant. Couldn't fuck me obviously, but Jake took care of him."

Jasmine's eyebrows shot up. "Jake took care of him? You mean...?"

"He means what you think he means." Emma patted Jake's thigh. "My husband's very talented with his mouth. Isn't that right, baby?"

Jake's face was crimson now. But he nodded.

"This is incredible." Jasmine shook her head. "So let me get this straight. Jake's ex-girlfriend turned him into a cuck. Then she gave you two passes to a club on your honeymoon. You got fucked by two Black men while Jake watched. Got pregnant—possibly by one of them. Had the baby. Jake's raising her. And now you're about to film a breeding scene for a major production company."

"That about sums it up," Emma said cheerfully.

"And Jake—" Jasmine turned to him. "After all of this. The cheating. The pregnancy. The baby that might not be yours. How do you feel?"

Jake was quiet for a moment. The studio lights felt hot on his face. His wife's hand was on his thigh. Somewhere at home, a baby that might not be his was sleeping in a crib.

He thought about Megan. About that first night at the QOS Club. About the taste of Marcus's cum—both from Emma's pussy and straight from the source.

He thought about his secrets. The ones Emma didn't know about.

"I feel..." He paused. Looked at his wife. At her spade tattoo. At her confident smile.

"I feel like this is exactly where I'm supposed to be."

Emma squeezed his thigh. Leaned over. Kissed his cheek.

"That's my husband," she said to the camera. "Isn't he perfect?"

"Modern white marriage," Jasmine laughed. "Well folks, there you have it. Emma and Jake. The cuckold couple everyone's talking about. Make sure to follow them online and check out their breeding scene next month on Black Bull Productions. Any final words for our listeners?"

Emma looked directly into the camera. That smile. That confidence. The woman who'd walked into the QOS Club a nervous bride and walked out a Queen of Spades.

"If you're thinking about trying this lifestyle—stop thinking. Just do it. Find a club. Find a bull. Let your husband watch." She glanced at Jake. "You might be surprised what you discover about yourself."

"And Jake? Is there anything you'd like to say?"

Jake looked at the camera. At the thousands of people who would watch this. Who would see his face. Know his shame. Know his place.

"Thank you, Megan."

*


THE END
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