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Chapter 1 (Chanel)

I stood in our bedroom, toweling off my hair, when I heard the bathroom door open. Steam billowed out as I emerged, wrapped in nothing but a plush white towel. The hot water had washed away the physical evidence of my night with Ricky, but nothing could erase the memories seared into my body—the way he’d stretched me, filled me, claimed me in ways Garrett never had.

Garrett was sitting on the edge of our bed, phone in hand, looking like he’d seen a ghost.

“You okay?” I asked, keeping my voice deliberately neutral.

His eyes traveled over my body, lingering on the places where faint bruises were beginning to form—fingerprints on my thighs, a mark on my neck I’d tried to scrub away. I felt exposed under his gaze, but not ashamed. Not anymore.

“That was Ricky,” he said, his voice strained. “On the phone.”

I nodded, moving to our dresser to find clean underwear. My body felt different as I moved—looser, more fluid, pleasantly sore in places I’d never felt before. “What did he want?”

“He wants to have dinner tonight,” Garrett said, his voice flat. “To discuss business.”

I could feel his eyes on me as I slipped on a pair of lace underwear, deliberately taking my time. A part of me enjoyed his attention now, in a way I never had before. There was something different in how he looked at me—something raw and confused and hungry.

“That sounds good,” I said casually, reaching for a bra. “Where?”

“He didn’t say.” Garrett paused, and I could feel the weight of what he wasn’t telling me. “Chanel, he...said he said some of his boys in the league might be unhappy with their representation right now, said they might be looking around. Made it sound like maybe he would be open to making some introductions, referrals I guess.

A wave of pride washed over me. This was it. This was exactly what I’d hoped for. This would make the previous night and whatever friction it would hopefully temporarily cause between us worth it.

“Are you kidding me? Garrett, that’s amazing news!”

Garrett took a deep breath. His face was solemn and stern.

“Chanel…he asked if other potential clients could expect the same... arrangement.”

I froze, my fingers on the clasp of my bra. Something hot and forbidden surged through me, settling between my legs with an intensity that shocked me. I kept my back to him, not trusting my face to hide my reaction.

“What, really? Well, what did you tell him?” I asked, my voice carefully steady.

Garrett looked at me indignantly.

“What do you think I told him? I told him no way.”

“Right of course,” I said, my voice surprisingly calm despite the heat building between my legs. I turned to face Garrett, careful to keep my expression neutral. “That’s not on the table. It was a one time thing.”

“Of course you told him no,” I said, my voice surprisingly calm despite the heat building between my legs. I turned to face Garrett, careful to keep my expression neutral. “That’s not on the table. That’s not who we are.”

But even as the words left my mouth, I felt that same electric thrill coursing through me that I’d experienced at Prime when I first saw Ricky. The memory of his hands on my body, his voice in my ear, the way he’d filled me so completely—it all came rushing back in a wave that left me dizzy.

“Right,” Garrett said, searching my face. “That’s what I told him. This was a one-time thing.”

I nodded, moving to the closet to find something to wear. I needed a moment to compose myself, to sort through the storm of conflicting emotions. Last night had changed something fundamental inside me. I’d crossed a line I never thought I would, and instead of regret, all I felt was hunger for more.

“So,” I said, pulling a sundress from the hanger, “what time is dinner?”

“Eight. At Prime.”

I forced a smile.

“I’m sure you’ll do great, it’ll be great.”

“Chanel, we need to talk…about last night, about everything between us…” Garrett said. “But, I don’t have time right now. I have to get ready for this meeting…”

“We’ll talk later,” I promised, turning back toward the mirror.

My pulse quickened as I watched him leave the bedroom. When I heard the front door close a minute later, I let out a breath I didn’t realize I’d been holding.

The reflection staring back at me wasn’t the same woman who had walked into Prime last night. Something fundamental had shifted inside me. I traced my fingers over the faint bruises on my neck, remembering how it felt when Ricky had put them there—the overwhelming power of him, the way he’d taken control of my body so completely.

“One time thing,” I whispered to my reflection, not believing it for a second.

The truth was, I couldn’t stop thinking about it. About him. About the way he’d stretched me beyond anything I’d ever experienced. About the crude, commanding way he’d spoken to me. The way he’d made me beg.

And now, the idea that there might be more men like him—other players, other opportunities—sent a shameful thrill through my core that I couldn’t ignore. I pressed my thighs together, feeling the pleasant soreness there, the reminder of what I’d done.

What I wanted to do again.


Chapter 2 (Garrett)

I sat with Miles huddled in our pathetic co-op workspace and did my best to prep for that night’s business dinner with Ricky Francis.

But I couldn’t get Chanel out of my head.

“Garrett, are you listening?” Miles snapped his fingers in front of my face. “This is important.”

I blinked, trying to refocus on the stack of papers in front of me. Contract clauses. Marketing opportunities. Endorsement strategies. Things that should have had my complete attention on what was arguably the most important day of my professional life.

But all I could see was Chanel.

Chanel walking barefoot across the pavement this morning. Chanel with smeared makeup and tangled hair. Chanel in that hotel room with Ricky Francis.

“Sorry,” I muttered, rubbing my eyes. “What were you saying?”

Miles sighed, clearly frustrated. “I was saying that we need to come prepared with a vision, guys like Ricky Francis aren’t just football players, they are icons, brand ambassadors, investors, like think of —”

I nodded, pretending to study the document, but the words blurred together. Instead, my mind conjured an image of Ricky’s hands on my wife’s body, her back arching as he—

“Jesus,” I hissed, standing up abruptly. “I need some air.”

Miles looked up at me, confused. “We only have a few hours before this dinner, Garrett. I don’t think we have time for breaks.”

I paced in front of the whiteboard where we’d mapped out our strategy for tonight. The words and figures blurred together as my mind kept betraying me with flashes of what might have happened in that hotel room. Chanel on her knees. Chanel bent over. Chanel with her legs wrapped around Ricky’s—

“Fuck!” I slammed my palm against the wall, making Miles jump.

“Jesus, boss! What’s going on with you?”

I ran my hands through my hair, trying to ground myself. “Nothing. It’s fine. Let’s just... continue.”

Miles hesitated, then picked up where he’d left off. “As I was saying, we need to position ourselves as more than just contract negotiators. We need to show Ricky we can build his brand beyond football. Think MJ, think Tiger—“

But as Miles spoke, my mind kept wandering. I couldn’t stop picturing Chanel’s face this morning—that satisfied, distant look in her eyes. The way she’d walked differently. The bruises on her thighs. The way she’d said “lost them” when I’d discovered she wasn’t wearing underwear.

“Boss, you’re zoning out again.” Miles was staring at me, his expression a mixture of concern and frustration.

“Sorry,” I muttered, forcing myself to focus on the papers in front of me. But it was useless. Every time I tried to concentrate on contract clauses or endorsement strategies, my mind would conjure another image—Chanel on her back, legs spread wide, Ricky Francis’s massive body looming over her.

“Let’s go through the approach again,” Miles said, tapping his pen against the notepad. “First, we emphasize the personalized attention angle. Unlike the big agencies, we’re focused on—“

But I couldn’t hear what Miles was saying anymore. My mind was a thousand miles away—or more accurately, across town in that hotel room where my wife had given herself to another man. For me. For us. For the business.

“Garrett!” Miles snapped, his voice finally breaking through the fog in my brain. “This is our shot, man. You have to focus.”

“I know,” I said, running my hands through my hair. “I’m trying.”

But I wasn’t. Not really. Every time I tried to concentrate on the contract clauses or endorsement strategies Miles was outlining, my mind would betray me with another vivid image of Chanel. Her back arching. Her lips parting. Her legs wrapped around Ricky’s waist as he—

“Maybe we should take a break,” Miles suggested, his voice softer now. He was looking at me with genuine concern. “You seem... distracted.”

“Yeah, let’s do that,” I said.

We took a break and then finished up the best we could.

“Well, I guess that was better than nothing. Good luck tonight,” Miles said.

And I headed home to get ready for dinner.

For some reason I still can’t explain, I had an idea on the way home.

Chanel should come to the dinner meeting.

But I needed to talk to her. I needed to figure out where our marriage stood now. I needed to know if she regretted what she’d done or if she was...satisfied with her decision.

And yet…she should be there.

As I drove home, my mind kept replaying the morning—Chanel’s distant eyes, her changed demeanor, the way she’d looked at me like I was suddenly someone she didn’t quite recognize. Or maybe I was the one who didn’t recognize her anymore.

The traffic crawled along the causeway, giving me too much time to think. When I finally got home it was after 7:00pm and dinner was less than an hour away.

Chanel was sitting on the couch reading a book when I walked into our apartment.

She was wearing a simple white t-shirt and yoga pants, looking completely at ease. It was almost surreal—like nothing had happened. Like she hadn’t spent last night with another man and then come home to have sex with me against our living room wall.

“Hey,” I said, my voice sounding strange even to my own ears.

She looked up from her book, her expression unreadable. “How was your prep session with Miles?”

“Fine. Good.” I set my bag down by the door, watching her carefully. “We got a lot done.”

An awkward silence fell between us. There was so much to say, but I had no idea where to start. The morning’s events hung in the air like a physical presence—her return from Ricky’s hotel, our desperate coupling against the wall, the phone call afterward.

“The dinner’s at eight,” I said finally. “At Prime.”

She nodded, setting her book aside. “Do you want me to drive you?”

I took a deep breath. “Actually, I was thinking... maybe you should come with me.”

Her eyes widened slightly—the first genuine reaction I’d gotten from her all day. “To the dinner? With Ricky?”

I nodded.

“I think it’s important we clear the air, set the record straight, all that stuff and then that way we can start off a healthy and ethical agent-client relationship…”

She looked at me hesitantly.

“And what about us?” she asked.

I hesitated, feeling the weight of everything unsaid hanging between us. The question felt loaded, complex, impossible to answer in the minutes before this dinner.

“I don’t know,” I admitted finally. “I honestly don’t know where we stand right now, Chanel.”

She nodded slowly, her eyes never leaving mine. “That’s fair.”

“But I think we need to present a united front tonight,” I continued, surprised by how steady my voice sounded despite the chaos in my head. “Show Ricky that what happened was... a business decision. Nothing more.”

Something flickered across her face—disappointment? Relief? I couldn’t tell anymore. She’d become unreadable to me overnight in a way that made my stomach twist.

“Okay,” she said, standing up. “I’ll get ready.”

She walked past me toward our bedroom, and I caught her scent—clean, familiar, yet somehow different now. I wanted to reach out, to grab her arm, to demand answers to questions I wasn’t even sure how to ask. Instead, I watched her disappear into our room.

Twenty minutes later, she emerged wearing a simple black dress that hugged her curves in all the right places. Her hair was down, framing her face in loose waves. She looked beautiful, but there was something different about her now—a confidence, a sensuality that seemed heightened.

“You look nice,” I said, my voice catching slightly.

“Thanks,” she replied, grabbing a small clutch from the counter. “Ready?”

The drive to Prime was mostly silent. I kept glancing at Chanel, trying to read her expression, but her face remained carefully neutral. She stared out the window, watching the Miami skyline pass by, seemingly lost in thoughts I couldn’t access.

When we pulled up to the valet at Prime, I felt my stomach clench. This was where it had all started just twenty-four hours ago. Where I’d made my desperate pitch to Ricky Francis and he’d made his indecent proposal. Where Chanel had returned later that night to accept his offer.

“You okay?” Chanel asked, noticing my white-knuckled grip on the steering wheel.

“Fine,” I lied, handing my keys to the valet.

We walked into the restaurant, and I immediately spotted Ricky at a corner table. And he wasn’t alone…


Chapter 3 (Chanel)

My breath caught in my throat as soon as when turned the corner. It wasn’t just Ricky Francis waiting for us. Beside him was an even more intimidating figure—taller, broader, with arms covered in intricate tattoos that disappeared beneath the sleeves of shirt.

I felt Garrett stiffen beside me as we approached the table. His hand found the small of my back, guiding me forward with what felt like a protective gesture. I couldn’t help but smile at the futility of it.

“That’s Marcus Hayes,” he whispered, “best young linebacker in the league, made all-pro his rookie year. Holy shit.”

But before I could respond, we were at the table.

“Ah! The man of the hour,” Ricky called out, standing to greet us. His eyes locked with mine immediately, a knowing smile playing at his lips. “And you brought your beautiful wife.”

I felt heat rise to my cheeks as memories of last night flooded back—his hands gripping my thighs, his voice in my ear commanding me, the impossible stretch of him inside me. My body responded instantly to his presence, a dull ache building between my legs.

“Chanel,” Ricky said, “what a lovely surprise.”

I’d never felt so small standing next to a table. Not because I lacked confidence, but because the sheer physical presence of the two men was overwhelming. Ricky was imposing enough on his own—all lean muscle and coiled power—but the man sitting across from him made Ricky look almost average.

Marcus Hayes was a mountain of a human being. Even seated, I could tell he had at least three inches on Ricky’s already impressive height. His shoulders stretched his custom suit to its limits, the fabric straining against biceps that looked like they could snap a baseball bat. Dark skin covered in tattoos that snaked up his neck and disappeared beneath his collar. His hands, resting casually on the table, looked like they could palm my entire face.

I swallowed hard, feeling something primal stir deep within me. If Ricky had rearranged my insides, what would this man do to me?

“This is Marcus Hayes,” Ricky said, gesturing to his companion. “We played together at USC. Best linebacker in the league right now.” Marcus nodded in acknowledgment, his eyes moving from Garrett to me with a slow, deliberate assessment that made my skin tingle.

“Nice to meet you both,” Marcus said, his voice a deep bass rumble that I swear I could feel vibrating through my body. When he extended his hand to shake mine, it completely enveloped my fingers. I couldn’t help but imagine those hands gripping my thighs, pinning my wrists above my head.

“Please, sit,” Ricky gestured to the empty chairs. I slid into the seat across from Marcus, feeling both men’s eyes on me. Garrett took the chair next to me, across from Ricky, and immediately launched into business talk.

But I wasn’t really listening. I couldn’t focus on contract percentages or marketing strategies when Marcus Hayes was sitting across from me, radiating raw power with every subtle movement. His forearms rested on the table, the intricate tattoos rippling slightly as he adjusted his position. I found myself tracing the patterns with my eyes, following them up to where they disappeared beneath his rolled sleeves, wondering how far they extended.

Then my mind involuntarily focused all it’s attention on one thought: was his cock as big as Ricky’s? Bigger? Only one way to find out…

I licked my lips as the boys around me got down to business and tried to figure out a way to steer Garrett where I suddenly and very urgently needed him to go…


Chapter 4 (Garrett)

I tried to focus on the contracts and marketing strategies we were discussing, but my mind kept drifting to the undercurrent at the table. The tension was electric, almost visible in the air between us. I wasn’t blind to the way Ricky looked at my wife—possessive, familiar, like he knew exactly what she looked like beneath that black dress. Or how Marcus’s eyes kept drifting to her when he thought no one was watching, sizing her up like a predator considering prey.

I cleared my throat and tried to figure out what kind of audible I was going to call. There was no way I was going to discuss what had happened between Chanel and Ricky with Marcus at the table.

Then a cold fear gripped me. Had Ricky already told him — was that the real reason Marcus was here?

“Sorry,” I stammered, “I’m a bit confused. I thought this was going to be a meeting for us to discuss our new relationship, Ricky…not uh, no offense Marcus, of course I’m happy to meet with you as well…but…”

Ricky leaned back and winked at Chanel, then flashed a smile at me that sent a chill down my spine. “No need to be confused, Garrett. Marcus is a close friend. We share everything.”

The emphasis he put on “everything” made my stomach twist. I glanced at Chanel, but her expression was unreadable, her eyes fixed on Marcus with an intensity that made me uneasy.

“Besides,” Ricky continued, leaning back in his chair, “Marcus has been considering making a change in representation. Thought this might be a good opportunity for him to see how you operate.”

My heart skipped a beat. Marcus Hayes was one of the top linebackers in the league. His rookie contract was massive, and his next deal would be astronomical. Two top-tier clients would transform my agency overnight.

“I see,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “Well, I’d certainly be interested in discussing that possibility.”

Marcus finally spoke, his voice so deep it seemed to vibrate the glasses on the table. “Ricky speaks highly of your... services. Says you go above and beyond for your clients.”

I felt my face flush with heat as I tried to navigate these embarrassing and turbulent waters we were now in.

“I’m not sure what you mean,” I said, trying to maintain some semblance of professionalism even as my heart hammered against my ribcage. I felt Chanel shift beside me, crossing her legs under the table.

Marcus chuckled, a sound like distant thunder. “Come on, man. Don’t play dumb. Ricky told me everything.”

I shot a glance at Ricky, who was watching the exchange with barely contained amusement. His eyes flicked to Chanel, then back to me with a challenging stare.

“I think there’s been a misunderstanding,” I said carefully, my mouth suddenly dry. “Our agency provides exceptional professional representation, contract negotiation, marketing opportunities—“

“And other perks,” Ricky cut in, taking a slow sip of his whiskey.

I felt Chanel’s hand on my thigh under the table. A warning? Encouragement? I couldn’t tell anymore. The restaurant around us continued its elegant dance of servers and diners, completely unaware of the bizarre negotiation happening at our table.

“Ricky,” I started, trying to regain control of the situation, “I think we should clarify the nature of our professional relationship,” I said firmly, trying to keep my voice steady despite the chaos churning inside me. “What happened was a one-time arrangement that will not be repeated.”

Marcus’s eyes flicked from me to Chanel, his expression amused. “That’s not what Ricky told me.”

I felt my face burning with humiliation and rage. The restaurant suddenly felt too hot, too small, too public for this conversation. Chanel’s hand was still on my thigh, her fingers pressing into my leg with increasing pressure.

“I don’t know what Ricky told you,” I said, my voice dropping to ensure no nearby diners could hear, “but…”

“We’d be happy to have you as a client,” Chanel said, speaking up suddenly. “And we’ll provide whatever servicing you’d need, day or night, to make it happen.”

I sat there completely dumbfounded as my wife basically offered herself to Marcus Hayes right in front of me. The restaurant seemed to spin around me as I tried to process what was happening.

“What my wife means,” I started to say, but Chanel’s hand tightened on my thigh, her nails digging in hard enough to make me wince.


Chapter 5 (Chanel)

I’d had enough. Garrett was about to fumble away an even bigger bag than the one Ricky Francis represented. Marcus would likely be inking a nine-figure extension this season with a massive signing bonus. We’d have been foolish to pass that up.

“What I mean,” I said, taking over the conversation, “is exactly what I said. We’ll do whatever it takes.”

Ricky smirked at me and then looked at my husband and raised an eyebrow.

“We love to hear that,” he said, “don’t we Marcus.”

“Sure do,” said Marcus, eyeing me up and down like he was about to take me right there in the restaurant in front of everyone. The thought of it sent a thrill down my spine — a hot thrill that I could hardly contain. I felt my cheeks flush and a familiar warmth spread between my legs.

“Let me be crystal clear,” I said, leaning forward slightly. “Our agency understands that exceptional clients require exceptional service. The kind most agencies aren’t willing to provide.”

I could feel Garrett tense beside me, but I didn’t care. This was our future—our chance to build something extraordinary. And after last night with Ricky, something had fundamentally shifted inside me. I knew what I wanted now, and I wasn’t afraid to take it.

“And what exactly does that service entail?” Marcus asked, his deep voice rumbling through me like distant thunder.

I smiled, holding his gaze. “Whatever you need. Day or night. On call. Personal attention that goes beyond the typical agent-client relationship.”

Garrett cleared his throat. “Chanel—“

I placed my hand on his arm, squeezing lightly. “It’s okay, honey. I know what I’m doing.”

The look on Garrett’s face was a mixture of shock, anger, and something else—something darker that I couldn’t quite place. But I didn’t have time to analyze. We were speaking with two players that represented a very real opportunity to add seven or eight figures to our bank account over the coming months. I was sick of waiting. It was time to reach out and take it.

“So, on call huh? That sounds like…well, forgive me if I’m misunderstanding Miss Underwood, but that sounds like it’s not a one-time thing?” Ricky looked at my husband and smiled then looked back at me.

I smiled, looking directly into Marcus’s eyes. “It’s not a one-time thing for exceptional clients. And you, Mr. Hayes, and Mr. Francis, are most definitely two exceptional men.”

The tension at the table was electric. I could feel Garrett’s eyes boring into me, but I kept my attention focused on the mountain of a man sitting across from me. His massive hands wrapped around his whiskey glass made it look like a child’s toy.

“So, if I were to sign with Underwood Sports Management,” Marcus said slowly, deliberately, “I’d get the same... personal attention that Ricky received?”

I nodded, feeling a rush of power coursing through my veins. “Absolutely. In fact, I think we could arrange a demonstration of our services. Tonight, even.”

Garrett made a choking sound beside me, but I placed my hand on his thigh under the table, squeezing hard enough to silence him. This was my moment. My negotiation.

“Is that right?” Marcus’s eyes darkened with interest, a predatory smile playing at the corners of his mouth. “And your husband? He’s on board with this arrangement?”

I turned to look at Garrett for the first time since taking over the conversation.

“Chanel,” he said, grabbing my arm. “Can we speak privately for a minute.”

I smiled politely at Ricky and Marcus.

“Would you excuse us for a moment? We’re going to step outside,” I said.

“By all means, of course, take your time,” Ricky said, winking at me.

I walked out to the patio with Garrett following right behind me. The moment we were out of earshot, he grabbed my arm and spun me around, his face twisted with confusion and anger.

“What the hell are you doing?” he hissed. “This wasn’t the plan. We agreed it was a one-time thing!”

I pulled my arm free and straightened my dress, feeling a strange calm wash over me. The night air felt electric against my skin, and I was suddenly aware of my own power in a way I’d never been before.

“Plans change,” I said simply. “Do you understand what’s happening in there? Marcus Hayes wants to sign with us. Do you know what that would mean for us financially?”

“I don’t care!” Garrett’s voice cracked. “I’m not pimping out my wife to every athlete who might want to sign with us!”

I stepped closer to him, lowering my voice. “Is that what you think this is? Me being pimped out?” I laughed softly, the sound surprising even me. “Garrett, I’m making this choice. Me. For us.”

“But last night... you said it was just for Ricky. One time,” Garrett said, his voice tight with emotion.

I looked at my husband and saw the conflict in his eyes. The same conflict I’d seen when he first mentioned Ricky’s offer. Fear, anger, jealousy—but something else too. Something he wouldn’t admit to himself.

“That was before I knew what was possible,” I said, stepping closer to him. “Before I understood what we could build together.”

I reached up and straightened his tie, letting my fingers linger against his chest. I could feel his heart racing beneath my touch.

“Garrett, do you know what just happened in there? Marcus Hayes—one of the highest-paid linebackers in the league—is considering signing with us. With us. Do you understand what that would mean?”

“Of course I understand what it would mean financially,” he snapped. “But at what cost, Chanel? Our marriage? Your dignity? My self-respect?”

I laughed softly, shaking my head. “Is that what you think happened last night? My dignity?”

He looked away, unable to meet my eyes.

“No,” I said, “I found something. And I think you did too…” then I lowered my voice to a whisper. “You haven’t fucked me like that since college, shit, maybe ever.”


Chapter 6 (Garrett)

I felt my face burning with both anger and something else—something I couldn’t fully acknowledge even to myself. The way she said it, so confident, so knowing, made my stomach twist with conflicting emotions.

“What, you think I enjoyed it or something? You sleeping with another man?” I hissed, trying to keep my voice down despite the rage and confusion boiling inside me.

Chanel’s smile was almost pitying. “I was there this morning, remember? I felt how hard you were. I saw the look in your eyes when you realized what had happened. You were trying to reclaim what was yours…” She stepped closer, her perfume enveloping me. “And it was fucking hot. You can lie to yourself, Garrett, but don’t lie to me.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but no words came out. Because she was right. There had been something—something dark and twisted and primal that had awakened in me. Something I couldn’t explain or justify.

“Marcus Hayes,” she continued, her voice softening, “represents a nine-figure contract. Combined with Ricky, we’d be looking at commission income in the millions. Not five years from now, five weeks from now. Our business would be legitimate overnight.” She reached up, straightening my collar. “Think about it. Really think about what that means for us.”

I swallowed hard, the conflict tearing me apart inside. The rational part of me knew Chanel was right about the business opportunity. Marcus Hayes plus Ricky Francis would instantly make Underwood Sports Management a legitimate player in the industry. But the husband in me was struggling with what that actually meant.

“So what happens now?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. “You just... sleep with every potential client? Is that the business model we’re building?”

Chanel placed her hand on my chest, her touch both comforting and electric. “No, not every client. Just the exceptional ones. The ones who can truly change our trajectory.”

“And what about us? What happens to our marriage if this becomes... regular?”

Something softened in her eyes. “Our marriage gets stronger. Because we’re building something together. Because we’re both getting what we want.”

“And what exactly am I getting out of this arrangement?” I asked, a bitter edge creeping into my voice.

“Financial security. Professional respect. The agency you’ve always dreamed of building.” She stepped closer, her lips nearly touching my ear. “And me. Coming home to you afterward. Letting you reclaim what’s yours.”

Gulp.

Suddenly I was hard. Standing there on the patio, all alone with my wife, I had a raging hard on threatening to burst through my suit pants.


Chapter 7 (Chanel)

I glanced down and couldn’t miss the obvious bulge straining against Garrett’s pants. My eyes widened in shock, then a slow smile spread across my face. I hadn’t expected this—not here, not now, with Ricky and Marcus waiting for us inside. But there it was, undeniable proof that my husband was turned on by this whole situation.

“Well, well,” I murmured, stepping closer to him. “What do we have here?”

Garrett’s face flushed red. “Chanel, don’t—“

“Shh,” I whispered, glancing around. The patio was mostly empty, but we were still too exposed. I spotted a secluded alcove a few feet away, partially hidden by an ivy-covered lattice. “Follow me.”

I took his hand and led him quickly behind the lush greenery. The space was small, intimate, hidden from view but still technically in public. The danger of it sent a thrill through me.

“Chanel, we can’t—“ Garrett started, but I silenced him by pressing my body against his, feeling his hardness against my stomach.

“You can’t tell me you don’t want this,” I whispered, pressing my hand against his erection. “Your body is being more honest than your words right now.”

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. My husband, who minutes ago had been protesting the very idea of me with another man, was rock hard at the mere discussion of it. The realization sent a jolt of power surging through me.

“It’s not that simple,” Garrett stammered, but he didn’t pull away. His breathing had become shallow, his pupils dilated.

I glanced around quickly. We were well hidden in this little alcove, the ivy-covered lattice providing just enough privacy. The distant sounds of the restaurant felt miles away. This was our moment.

“I think it is that simple,” I purred, slowly sliding my hand down to cup his bulge. “I think you’re turned on by the idea of what happened last night. Of what could happen tonight.”

His breath hitched as I squeezed him through his pants. “Chanel, we’re in public,” he protested weakly.

“Then you’d better be quiet,” I whispered, my fingers finding his zipper and slowly pulling it down.


Chapter 8 (Garrett)

I felt the cool night air on my skin as Chanel’s fingers worked my zipper down. My mind was racing with conflicting emotions—shame, excitement, jealousy, arousal—all tangled together in a knot I couldn’t unravel.

“What are you doing?” I whispered, even as my body betrayed me by pressing forward into her touch.

“What does it look like?” Chanel’s voice had a new edge to it—confident, almost predatory. Her hand slipped inside my pants, her cool fingers wrapping around my shaft. “God, you’re so hard right now.”

I bit my lip to keep from groaning as she began to stroke me, her movements deliberate and teasing. The ivy lattice shielded us from view, but we were still essentially in public. Anyone could walk by and hear us, discover us. The thought should have terrified me, but instead, it only heightened my arousal.

“Wanna hear a story?” she whispered, her lips brushing against my ear as her hand continued its maddening rhythm.

I couldn’t speak, could only nod as her thumb circled the sensitive head of my cock.

“Last night,” Chanel continued, her lips brushing against my ear as her hand moved with expert precision, “when Ricky fucked me, he made me do and say things I’ve never dreamed of before. Dirty things.”

My breath caught in my throat. I should have stopped her, should have walked away, but instead I found myself pressing into her touch, desperate to hear more.

“What kind of things?” I managed to ask, my voice barely audible.

Chanel leaned in closer, her breath hot against my ear as her hand kept up its exquisite torture.

“He asked me if I’d ever been with a black man before,” she whispered, her voice taking on a husky quality I’d never heard. “When I told him no, you should have seen the look in his eyes, Garrett. Like he’d just won a prize.”

I swallowed hard, my cock throbbing in her hand despite every rational part of my brain screaming at me to stop this, to walk away. But I couldn’t move.

“Tell me,” I managed, the words escaping before I could stop them.

“He told me white girls never forget their first black cock,” she continued, her lips brushing my earlobe. “And god, Garrett, he was right. When he took it out... I couldn’t believe how big it was. So much bigger than I’d ever seen before.”

My breath hitched as she squeezed me harder, her rhythm matching her story.

“I couldn’t even fit the head in my mouth at first,” she whispered. “He had to teach me how to relax my jaw, how to take it deeper. “And when he finally pushed inside me,” she whispered, her fingers tightening around my shaft, “I thought I might break in two. He was so big, Garrett. So much bigger than you. So much thicker.”

I should have been furious. I should have pushed her away and stormed back inside. Instead, I felt my cock throb painfully in her hand as she continued her story.

“He kept asking me if I could feel how different it was,” Chanel continued, her lips brushing against my ear. “He made me say it out loud. Made me tell him how much bigger his black cock was than my husband’s.”

“Jesus,” I whispered, my hips involuntarily bucking into her hand.

“And I told him,” she said, her voice dropping even lower. “I told him the truth. That nothing had ever stretched me like that before. That I’d never been so full.”

I was breathing hard now, my heart hammering against my ribs as Chanel’s hand worked me with expert precision. The shame I felt was overwhelmed by a dark, twisted arousal I couldn’t explain or control.

“He owned my pussy like no man ever has,” Chanel continued, her voice growing huskier with each word. “When he finally pushed all the way inside me, I screamed so loud he had to cover my mouth with his hand.”

My cock throbbed painfully in her grip as she continued stroking me in our hidden alcove. I wanted her to stop. I needed her to continue. I was trapped in a hell of my own making, burning with jealousy yet impossibly aroused.

“He kept calling me his ‘white girl,’” she whispered. “Kept telling me my pussy belonged to him now. And God help me, Garrett, in that moment it did.”

“Stop,” I whispered, but my body betrayed me, pressing harder into her hand.

“You don’t want me to stop,” she said, her eyes locked on mine. “You want to hear every detail.”

She was right. I hated that she was right.

“He fucked me harder than I’ve ever been fucked,” she continued. “Called me dirty names. Made me say things. Made me admit how much better his big black cock felt inside me than yours ever had.”

I closed my eyes, unable to look at her as she continued, her hand still working me with excruciating precision.

“When he came inside me the first time,” she whispered, her lips brushing my ear, “I literally saw stars. I’ve never felt anything like it, Garrett. His cum was so hot, so deep inside me. I was shaking all over.”

My cock throbbed painfully in her hand despite the humiliation burning through me. I wanted to stop her, but I couldn’t form the words.

“I thought we were done after that,” she continued, her voice almost dreamy. “I was completely spent, could barely move. I started to get up to leave, to come home to you...”

“But?” I managed, hating myself for asking.

“But he grabbed my wrist and pulled me back down to the bed.” Her hand tightened around me. “And he said, ‘I’m just getting started.’”

I groaned involuntarily, my hips bucking into her touch.

“He fucked me all night long, Garrett, we didn’t ever go to sleep,” she whispered, her voice thick with remembered pleasure. “Over and over. Every position. He wouldn’t let me rest. I was exhausted but he just kept going.

“How many times?” I whispered.

“How many times what?” she asked, “How many times did he make me cum? Or how many times did I let him cum inside me?”

I gulped and gritted my teeth.

“Both,” I said weakly.

Chanel thought for a moment and shrugged.

“I lost count,” she said.

“Of which one?” I asked.

She paused for a minute, looked me deep in the eyes, and smiled.

“Both,” she said finally.

I felt my knees weaken as her hand continued its relentless rhythm. Her confession was like gasoline on a fire, consuming what little restraint I had left.

“He made me scream his name,” she continued, her voice dropping to a husky whisper. “Made me beg for his big, black cock. At one point, he had me on all fours, spanking me while he pounded me from behind, telling me to thank him for each stroke. And I did, Garrett. I thanked him for ruining me.”

“Jesus,” I gasped, my hips bucking involuntarily into her hand.

“When he finally let me leave this morning,” she whispered, her lips brushing against my ear, “he told me that my white pussy belonged to him now. That he’d ruined me for other men.” She squeezed me harder. “Even you.”

That was it. The final straw. I couldn’t take anymore. My entire body tensed as pleasure crashed through me like a tidal wave. Chanel must have sensed it because in one fluid motion, she dropped to her knees in front of me, taking me into her mouth just as I exploded with a force that nearly made my knees buckle. Chanel took everything I had, her throat working as she swallowed every drop, her eyes never leaving mine. The intensity of my orgasm combined with the public setting and the filthy story she’d just told me left me gasping for air, clutching the ivy-covered lattice for support.

When she finally pulled away, she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and stood up, straightening her dress as if nothing extraordinary had just happened. Her lipstick was smudged, but she looked completely composed otherwise – satisfied even.

“Now, let’s go sign another client,” she said coolly, already turning toward the restaurant entrance.

I fumbled with my zipper, still trying to process what had just happened. “Chanel, wait,” I called after her, my voice raspy. “We still need to talk about what this means.”

She paused and looked back over her shoulder, her eyes glittering in the soft patio lighting. “I think we just did,” she said with a knowing smile, then continued walking.

I stood there for a moment, trying to gather myself. My body felt drained, but my mind was still reeling. I’d just let my wife tell me explicit details about her night with another man—details that should have enraged me, should have made me storm out of the restaurant and never look back. Instead, I’d had one of the most intense orgasms of my life.

What the hell was happening to me?

I quickly tidied myself up and hurried after Chanel, catching up to her just before she reached the restaurant entrance. I grabbed her arm, pulling her back.

“Are you really going to do this?” I asked, my voice low and urgent. “With Marcus?”

She looked at me, her eyes clear and determined in a way I’d never seen before.

“Yes,” she said simply. “And you’re going to let me. Because you want this just as much as I do.”

Before I could respond, she turned and walked back into the restaurant. I followed her, my legs moving on autopilot. The cool, dim interior enveloped us as we made our way back to the table where Ricky and Marcus waited.

“Sorry about that,” Chanel said smoothly, sliding back into her seat. “Just needed to clear up a few things with my husband.”

I watched as Chanel slid back into her seat, cool and composed, as if she hadn’t just been on her knees in a semi-public alcove moments ago. My legs felt wobbly as I followed her to the table, still reeling from what had just happened—from what she’d told me, from how my body had reacted.

“Everything okay?” Ricky asked, his eyes moving between us with that knowing look that made me want to punch him and shake his hand at the same time.

“Perfect,” Chanel replied, reaching for her wine glass. “Just needed to discuss some terms with my husband.”

Marcus leaned forward, his massive frame making the chair beneath him look like doll furniture. “And what did you decide?” His deep voice rumbled across the table.

I opened my mouth to speak, but Chanel beat me to it.

“We’re all on the same page now,” she said, her eyes meeting mine briefly. “Aren’t we, honey?”

I felt trapped in some bizarre alternate reality where my wife was negotiating sexual favors with professional athletes while I sat by and... what? Approved? Encouraged? My mind was still foggy from the explosive release I’d just experienced. The bizarre reality of our situation was suddenly crashing down on me.

“Yes,” I heard myself say. “We’re on the same page.”

Marcus grinned, his massive white teeth gleaming in the dim restaurant lighting. “That’s what I like to hear.” He turned his attention to Chanel, his eyes moving over her with an intensity that made my stomach clench. “So, what happens next?”

I watched as my wife leaned forward slightly, her voice dropping to a sultry register I barely recognized.

“Well,” Chanel said, folding her hands, “Ricky and I had a long, working session last night. It took us a while to hammer out all the details and I’m still…recovering. I think a good night’s sleep will help, but we could set up a meeting…just you and I Marcus for tomorrow night or the night after if you like?”

Marcus’s eyes darkened as he considered Chanel’s suggestion. His massive hands folded in front of him on the table, fingers interlaced like a net that could easily catch prey.

“Tomorrow night works for me,” he rumbled, his voice so deep I felt it in my chest. “I’ve got team meetings until seven, but after that...”

“Perfect,” Chanel said, reaching for her wine glass. “Shall we say eight o’clock? The Four Seasons?”

My stomach dropped. The same hotel where she’d been with Ricky. I glanced at Francis, who was watching the exchange with barely concealed amusement, like a man who’d already seen the ending of a movie everyone else was just starting.

“The Four Seasons,” Marcus repeated, nodding slowly. “Presidential suite. I’ll have it arranged.”

“Or rearranged,” Ricky said, cutting in, drawing a sharp laugh from Chanel.

I sat there in stunned silence as my wife casually scheduled her next... what? Appointment? Session? I couldn’t even name what was happening anymore. The restaurant continued its elegant dance around us—waiters gliding between tables, couples laughing over expensive wine, businessmen closing deals with handshakes. Normal people living normal lives. Not men arranging to sleep with another man’s wife in exchange for representation agreements and agent commissions.

“I’ll see you tomorrow night,” Marcus said to Chanel, his eyes never leaving hers.

“I look forward to it,” she replied, her voice carrying a sultry edge I’d never heard before.

The rest of dinner passed in a blur of business talk and subtle innuendos. I nodded at appropriate times, signed documents when they were passed to me, and somehow managed to function on autopilot while my mind reeled with what had just happened—what was still happening. By the time we said our goodbyes, we had secured not one but two of the biggest clients in professional sports. Our agency had just become legitimate overnight. All it had cost was... what? My wife? My marriage? My self-respect?

As we walked to the valet stand, Chanel’s arm linked through mine, I couldn’t help but wonder what tomorrow would bring—and more importantly, who my wife would be when she came home to me afterward.


Chapter 9 (Chanel)

The ride home was short, but I knew I had to make it count. If I was being honest and fair, Garrett was being way nicer to me than he probably had any right to be. But at the same time, the results my actions were suddenly delivering were undeniable.

I glanced over at Garrett as he drove, his profile illuminated by passing streetlights. His jaw was clenched tight, his knuckles white on the steering wheel. I could practically hear the thoughts racing through his head—confusion, arousal, jealousy, excitement—all warring for dominance.

“You’re quiet,” I said softly, placing my hand on his thigh.

He flinched slightly at my touch but didn’t pull away. Progress.

“Just processing,” he muttered.

I let my fingers trace small circles on his leg, feeling the tension in his muscles. “I know this is a lot,” I admitted. “But Garrett, do you realize what just happened tonight? Ricky Freakin’ Francis. We signed Ricky Francis this morning and now Marcus Hayes? We’re going to sign Marcus Hayes.”

“You signed Ricky,” he corrected, but there was less bite in his tone than I expected, “and you’re going to sign Marcus too. Not me.”

I didn’t respond right away. Of course—I wasn’t the one officially signing these clients. I was just the wife being passed around to make it happen. But that’s where all the leverage was.

“We’re a team,” I said, shifting in my seat to face him. “This is our agency, Garrett. Our future. I’m not doing this behind your back. I’ve been up front and honest about everything. We’re making these decisions together.”

I watched his profile carefully, the way the passing streetlights illuminated his face then cast it in shadow, over and over. There was something beautiful about him in this moment—vulnerable and conflicted, yet still here beside me. He hadn’t walked away. That meant something.

“Are we?” he asked weakly.

“I know it’s complicated,” I continued, my voice softer now. “But can you feel it? That electricity? We’re on the verge of something huge here.”

I couldn’t contain the excitement bubbling up inside me. After years of struggling, of watching Garrett chase his dreams while I supported from the sidelines, we were finally breaking through. And yes, the method was unconventional, but the results were undeniable.

“Do you know what Marcus’s extension is going to be worth?” I asked.

Garret responded with the exact, market-value dollar amount a player like Marcus was likely to get. He knew the numbers inside and out.

“Of course, I know. He’s gonna probably get about nine years, $180 million with $85 million guaranteed,” Garrett said, the numbers rolling off his tongue automatically.

I smiled, my fingers still tracing patterns on his thigh. “Exactly. Do you know what our cut of that would be?”

He sighed. “Around $9 million in total commissions. Maybe more with endorsements.”

“Nine million dollars,” I repeated, letting the number hang in the air between us. “From just one client. One night of my time for nine million dollars.”

I watched his face carefully as we pulled into our apartment building’s parking garage. The overhead lights cast harsh shadows across his features, but I could see the conflict there—the businessman calculating the return on investment, the husband grappling with what that investment actually was.

I waited until he’d parked and turned off the engine before speaking again.

“Baby, look at me,” I said softly.

He turned, his eyes meeting mine with reluctance.

“I know this isn’t what you imagined for us,” I said, reaching up to touch his face. “It’s not what I imagined either. But sometimes life gives us unexpected opportunities.”

“Opportunities,” he repeated, his voice hollow. “Is that what we’re calling this now?”

I reached across the center console and took his hand in mine. His fingers were cold, but he didn’t pull away. Progress. I needed to tread carefully here—Garrett was hanging by a thread, and I couldn’t afford to lose him now when we were so close to everything we’d dreamed of.

“I know this isn’t conventional,” I said softly, giving his hand a gentle squeeze. “But neither are we. We’ve always been fighters, Garrett. Remember when we first moved to Miami? Everyone said we were crazy, that we’d never make it. But we took the risk anyway.”

I watched his face carefully in the dim light of the parking garage. The conflict was still there, but something else too—a flicker of recognition. I pressed on.

“This is just another risk. A different kind, yes, but with an even bigger payoff.” I leaned closer, my voice dropping to a whisper. “And between you and me? I kind of love seeing this side of you.”

His eyebrows shot up. “What side?”

I smiled, tracing my finger along his jawline.

“The jealous side,” I said, leaning closer to him across the console. “The possessive side. The side that wants to reclaim what’s yours after someone else has had it.”

His breath caught, and I knew I’d struck a nerve—the same nerve that had made him so hard on that restaurant patio after I told him about my night with Ricky.

“I don’t...” he started, then stopped, unable to deny what we both knew was true.

As I looked at him in the dim light of the parking garage, a wave of tenderness washed over me. For all his confusion and anger, he was still here. Still mine. And I needed him to know that.

“Let’s go upstairs,” I whispered, squeezing his hand. “I want you.”

“I thought you needed to recover,” he shot back sarcastically.

I shrugged and smiled.

“I lied,” I said.

Garrett looked at me, deathly serious, and said:

“Just promise me you’ll never lie to me.”

My heart melted.

“Promise,” I said.

And at the time, I meant it. I really did.


Chapter 10 (Garrett)

“Are we okay?” Chanel asked, her fingers still intertwined with mine.

“I think so, I mean…I want us to be,” I answered honestly. The elevator climbed toward our floor with each illuminated number bringing us closer to an apartment we probably wouldn’t be living in much longer.

When we reached our apartment, I fumbled with the keys, my hands still shaking slightly. Chanel waited patiently beside me, her presence both comforting and unsettling. Once inside, I headed straight for the bar cart and poured myself a generous glass of bourbon.

“Want one?” I offered, not looking at her.

“Please.”

I handed her the glass, our fingers brushing. Even that small contact sent electricity through me. I took a long swallow of my drink, welcoming the burn.

“Nine million dollars,” I said finally, breaking the silence.

Chanel bit her bottom lip, put down her glass, and stepped closer to me.

“Yeah, nine million dollars — now, are you gonna fuck me, or do I need call Marcus and tell him tonight works just fine?”

Her words hit me like a slap and a caress at the same time. I stood there, bourbon glass frozen halfway to my lips, while something dark and primal surged through me.

“What did you just say?” My voice came out rougher than I intended.

Chanel stepped closer, her eyes never leaving mine. “You heard me.”

I set my glass down with a sharp clink. In one fluid motion, I grabbed her wrists and backed her against the wall. Her surprised gasp sent a jolt straight to my groin.

She looked down at my groin and chuckled.

“And your cock definitely heard me,” she said. “So, what are you gonna do about it?”

I’d never been more turned on in my entire life.

I grabbed Chanel and spun her around, pressing her against the wall. My body was on fire with jealousy, rage, and a desperate need I couldn’t contain. I crushed my lips against hers, kissing her with an intensity that surprised even me. She moaned into my mouth, her body melting against mine.

“You think you’re so clever,” I growled, my hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks. “Teasing me like this.”

“I’m not teasing,” she whispered, her eyes dark with desire. “I’m telling you exactly what I want.”

Something snapped inside me. I grabbed the hem of her dress and yanked it up around her waist, revealing she wasn’t wearing anything underneath. The knowledge that she’d been sitting across from Ricky and Marcus like this—completely bare beneath her dress—sent another surge of possessive rage through me.

“You planned this,” I accused, my fingers finding her already slick and ready.

“Maybe,” she admitted with a sly smile. “Is it working?”

Instead of answering, I spun her around to face the wall. She braced herself with her palms flat against the surface, around to face the wall. She braced herself with her palms flat against the surface, arching her back to press her ass against me. I fumbled with my belt, my hands shaking with a combination of bourbon and desperate need.

“Tell me you want this,” I demanded, freeing myself from my pants.

“I want this,” she breathed, looking back over her shoulder at me. “I want you.”

I positioned myself at her entrance, teasing her with just the tip. “Even after Ricky? Even after his big black cock stretched you out?”

The words left my mouth before I could stop them, crude and jealous and honest in a way I’d never been before. Instead of being offended, Chanel moaned, pushing back against me.

“Yes,” she gasped. “But right now, I only want you.”

That was all I needed to hear. I thrust into her with one hard stroke, burying myself to the hilt. She was wet, and warm, and velvety around my skin.

I groaned as I laid into her with unbridled fury.


Chapter 11 (Chanel)

Seeing Garrett like this, so primal, so raw, so rough…well, it had me wondering if we shouldn’t have started doing this sooner. He was finally letting go of his caution and leaning into his aggressive side.

Now, if I could just get him to bring this to the negotiating table, to the business, we’d take over sports.

I bit my bottom lip as he burrowed into me. Nowhere near as deep as Ricky, but it still felt incredible. On a different level entirely, because he was still my husband, still the man I loved.

I felt him grab my hips even harder, his fingers digging into my flesh as he drove into me with a force that made me gasp. My hands scrambled against the wall for purchase as Garrett pounded into me with an intensity I’d never felt from him before. This wasn’t the careful, considerate husband I was used to—this was someone new, someone possessive and primal.

“You’re mine,” he growled against my ear, his breath hot against my skin. “Say it.”

“I’m yours,” I gasped, meaning it despite everything. The contradiction thrilled me—how I could be his while giving myself to others for our future. The complexity of it made everything more intense.

His hand tangled in my hair, pulling my head back as he thrust deeper. The slight pain mixed with pleasure in a way that made my knees weak. I could feel him hitting spots inside me that made stars explode behind my eyelids. It wasn’t the same overwhelming fullness I’d experienced with Ricky, but there was an emotional connection here that transcended the physical—something fierce and real that belonged only to us.

“Harder,” I demanded, pushing back against him.

Garrett responded by wrapping his arms around me, one hand gripping my breast while the other slid between my legs, finding my clit with perfect precision. I gasped as waves of pleasure radiated through me. This was Garrett as I’d never seen him—dominant, possessive, unleashed.

As he pounded into me against the wall, I found myself surrendering completely to the moment. The contrast between last night and now was stark but equally thrilling. With Ricky, it had been pure animal lust—a transaction that evolved into something primal and forbidden. With Garrett, even in this rough new form, there was something deeper connecting us.

“You feel so good,” I moaned, and I meant it. Different from Ricky’s overwhelming size, but perfect in its own way—familiar yet suddenly new again.

His rhythm grew more urgent, more desperate. I could feel his breath hot against my neck as he whispered, “Tell me you love me. Only me.”

“I love you,” I gasped as his fingers worked magic against my clit. “Only you, Garrett. Always you.”

Then I bit my bottom lip, letting my dirty and mischevious side get the better of me. I decided to really send him over the edge.

“But, I do have another love now…not someone…but something…” I said, almost out of breath with excitement and lust.

Garrett grabbed a handful of my hair and yanked me back toward him.

“And what’s that?” he growled in my ear.

I smiled knowingly. He was taking the bait. Playing along. I moaned like a whore while he held me against his hot breath.

“Big, black cock,” I whispered.

Suddenly, an orgasm hit me like a tidal wave.


Chapter 12 (Garrett)

“You little fucking slut!” I growled at her bold taunt.

My cock began to pulse and throb harder as I thrust deeply into her womb. She began to cum and my own orgasm bubbled forth.

I exploded inside her with a force that made my vision blur. Everything about this was wrong—the jealousy, the rage, the twisted arousal at my wife’s confession—yet I’d never come so hard in my life. My fingers dug into Chanel’s hips as I emptied myself inside her, my body shaking with the intensity of my release.

“Fuck,” I gasped, my forehead pressed against her shoulder as I tried to catch my breath. “Jesus fucking Christ, Chanel.”

She was still trembling from her own orgasm, her inner walls clenching around me in aftershocks that made me groan. For a moment, we just stayed like that—connected, breathing hard, neither of us ready to face what had just happened.

Finally, I pulled out of her and stepped back, tucking myself back into my pants with trembling hands. Chanel turned to face me, her dress still bunched around her waist, her lipstick smudged, hair a mess from my rough handling. She looked thoroughly fucked and impossibly beautiful.

“That was...” I started, not even sure how to finish the sentence.

“I know,” she said, smoothing her dress, “fucking hot. The best sex we’ve ever had…”

And she was right.

“You’re right,” I said finally. “About everything.”

She smiled and pulled me in close.

“Think about where we were just yesterday. Broke. Desperate. Ready to give up. And now...” she said.

“And now we have Ricky Francis,” I finished for her. “And possibly Marcus Hayes.”

“Not possibly,” she corrected, her thumb caressing my jawline. “Definitely. After tomorrow night, we’ll have both of them. Two elite athletes with contracts worth hundreds of millions of dollars.”

I nodded slowly, my mind still reeling from everything that had happened. From everything I’d just allowed to happen. From how my body had responded to it all.

“I need to sit down,” I muttered, moving toward the couch on unsteady legs.

Chanel followed me, settling beside me with practiced grace. She reached for her abandoned bourbon and took a sip, watching me over the rim of the glass.

“So what happens now?” I asked, running my hands through my hair.

Chanel thought for a moment.

“Now? We build it. New office space. New house…” she bit her bottom lip… “a whole new life. The one we always planned on living.”

I let her words wash over me as I stared out at our apartment—the one we’d struggled to afford for so long. A whole new life. The one we’d always planned. It should have felt like a victory. Instead, I felt dizzy with the speed at which everything was changing. Not just our financial situation, but us. Our marriage. The boundaries I never thought we’d cross.

“You don’t seem excited,” Chanel said, studying my face with those knowing eyes that suddenly seemed to see right through me.

“I am,” I said automatically. “It’s just... a lot to process.”

She nodded, setting down her glass and moving closer to me on the couch. Her fingers found mine, intertwining them with a familiarity that somehow felt both comforting and strange after everything that had happened.

“I know,” she said softly. “But we’re in this together, right?”

I squeezed her hand, trying to find my footing in this new reality we’d created. “Right.”

“I meant what I said, Garrett,” she continued, her voice taking on that earnest quality I’d fallen in love with years ago. “I love you. Only you. What happens with these guys…it’s just sex. Business. Whatever. It doesn’t change how I feel about you.

And I believed her. At least for a while after that.

For a while after that, things were good.


Chapter 13 (Garrett)

The next morning came surprisingly quick and before I knew it, evening had arrive and Chanel was getting ready for her meeting with Marcus Hayes.

I stood in our bedroom doorway, watching Chanel get ready. She’d spent over an hour in the bathroom already, her routine more elaborate than I’d ever seen it. The flat iron hissed as she ran it through her blonde hair, making each strand gleam under the bathroom lights.

“You don’t have to watch me,” she said, catching my reflection in the mirror.

I shifted uncomfortably. “I know.”

But I couldn’t look away. There was something hypnotic about watching my wife prepare herself for another man—the careful application of makeup, the deliberate choice of lingerie, the subtle perfume that filled our bathroom with a scent that wasn’t meant for me.

“What are you thinking?” she asked, setting down the flat iron and turning to face me.

“I’m thinking you look beautiful,” I said truthfully. She did—painfully so. The black lingerie she’d chosen was new, something I’d never seen before. Had she bought it specifically for tonight? For him?

“Thank you,” she said, her eyes searching mine for something—approval, perhaps. Or permission.

I cleared my throat. “Have you... decided what you’re wearing?”

She nodded toward the bed, where a sleek black dress lay waiting. Shorter than what she’d normally wear, with a neckline that plunged dangerously low.

“Is that new?” I asked, trying to keep my voice steady.

“New-ish,” she said.

“What time are you meeting him?” I asked, though I already knew the answer.

“Eight,” she replied, blotting her lips on a tissue. “I should leave by seven-thirty to make sure I’m not late.”

I checked my watch. Twenty minutes. Twenty minutes until my wife walked out our door to meet another man. To fulfill her end of a bargain I’d somehow agreed to.

“Will you be home tonight?” I asked, the question slipping out before I could stop it.

Chanel paused, her eyes meeting mine.

“I wasn’t planning on it.”

I couldn’t breathe for a moment. The thought of her not coming home hit me harder than I expected. One thing to know she was going to sleep with Marcus Hayes. Another entirely to realize she planned to stay the whole night. Again.

“Right,” I managed to say, my voice surprisingly steady despite the storm inside me. “Makes sense.”

Chanel studied me, her eyes searching mine for... what? Permission? Anger? I wasn’t even sure what I was feeling anymore.

“Does it bother you?” she asked, her voice softer now.

I wanted to lie. To say I was fine with it. To be the cool, progressive husband who could handle his wife spending the night with another man. But something in her eyes made me tell the truth.

“Yes,” I admitted. “It bothers me.”

She nodded slowly, turning back to the mirror to apply a final coat of mascara.

“But it turns you on too, doesn’t it?” she said.

I felt my stomach twist with a sick jolt of recognition. Her words hung in the air between us, a truth I’d been trying desperately to deny. Did it turn me on? The thought of my wife with these men—these physically imposing athletes with their perfect bodies and massive...

“I don’t know, I mean…it’s…” I said, looking away from her knowing gaze.

“Liar,” she whispered, but there was no malice in her voice. Just certainty.

She turned back to the mirror, applying a final coat of lipstick—deep red, almost the color of blood. I watched her press her lips together, then blot them on a tissue that came away stained like evidence from a crime scene.

“I should get going,” she said, standing and reaching for the dress on the bed. “Can you zip me up?”

I moved behind her as she slipped the black fabric over her head, letting it fall around her curves. The zipper felt impossibly small between my trembling fingers as I slowly pulled it up her back. Her skin was warm beneath my knuckles. When I finished, my hand lingered at the nape of her neck, unable to break contact.

“Be safe,” I said lamely, my hand still lingering on the nape of her neck.

Chanel turned to face me, her eyes searching mine. “I will,” she promised, then reached up to wipe a smudge of her lipstick from my mouth. “Don’t wait up.”

And then she was gone, the door clicking shut behind her with a finality that left me standing alone in our bedroom, surrounded by the lingering scent of her perfume.

I wandered into the living room, poured myself a bourbon, and collapsed onto the couch. The silence of the apartment pressed in around me. What the hell was I doing? My wife was on her way to sleep with another man—again—and I had given her my blessing. Not just my blessing, but my encouragement. The line between business strategy and something far more twisted had become hopelessly blurred.

But at the same time, if I was being honest…I was quickly getting comfortable with the whole thing.


Chapter 14 (Chanel)

The lobby of the hotel was bustling with activity when I arrived. A mix of business travelers in crisp suits and vacationing couples in resort wear milled about, completely unaware of my purpose there. I smoothed down my black dress, suddenly conscious of how the fabric clung to my curves, how the neckline plunged just low enough to draw attention without being obvious.

That’s when I saw him.

Marcus Hayes stood near the concierge desk, a towering presence that seemed to make everyone around him shrink in comparison. Unlike Ricky’s casual confidence, Marcus carried himself with a disciplined intensity, like a predator who knew exactly how much power he possessed but chose to keep it carefully restrained. He wore a tailored charcoal suit that must have been custom-made to accommodate his massive frame, the fabric stretched across shoulders that seemed impossibly broad.

And he was holding flowers. Not just any flowers, but an elaborate arrangement of white lilies and orchids that looked almost comically delicate in his enormous hands.

Our eyes met across the lobby, and my stomach did a little flip. This wasn’t the same raw, animal attraction I’d felt with Ricky. This was something different—more refined, the fact that he was nearly 6’6” and covered in tattoos made it all the more thrilling.

I took a deep breath and crossed the lobby toward him, feeling a strange mix of nervousness and excitement that I hadn’t expected. With Ricky, everything had been raw and primal from the start—pure animal magnetism. But Marcus was different. There was something almost gentlemanly about the way he straightened when he saw me approach, his eyes never leaving mine.

“Ms. Underwood - I mean, Chanel,” he said, his voice even deeper in person than I remembered from dinner. “You look stunning.”

He extended the elaborate floral arrangement toward me, and I accepted it with a smile I hoped looked more confident than I felt.

“Thank you,” I said, admiring the delicate white blooms. “They’re beautiful.”

“Not compared to you,” he replied, and though the line should have sounded cheesy, it didn’t. There was a sincerity in his dark eyes that made my cheeks flush.

I glanced up at him—really up, as he towered over me by well over a foot. Where Ricky had been all lean muscle and coiled energy, Marcus was built like a mountain, broad and solid. His suit must have cost a fortune to tailor around those shoulders and that impossibly narrow waist. Those massive hands that had engulfed mine held the door of the elevator as we stepped inside.

“Presidential suite,” he said, his voice rumbling through the small space as he pressed the button for the top floor.

We rode in silence, the air between us charged with anticipation. I couldn’t help stealing glances at him—the way his suit strained against his muscles, the intricate tattoos peeking out from his collar and wrists, the controlled power in his every movement.

When the elevator doors opened, he placed one massive hand on the small of my back to guide me down the hallway. That simple touch sent electricity coursing through me. His palm nearly spanned my entire lower back, reminding me just how physically imposing he was.

The presidential suite was even more luxurious than I remembered from my night with Ricky. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered a panoramic view of Miami’s glittering skyline and the dark ocean beyond. But unlike Ricky’s casual confidence as he’d moved around the space, Marcus carried himself with a deliberate, almost formal precision.

“Drink?” he asked, setting my flowers carefully on a side table before moving to the bar.

But I wasn’t there to drink.

So I uttered what would become my trademark line in these business meetings of mine:

“Let’s just fuck,” I whispered in as sultry a tone as I could muster.

And it must have worked because his entire demeanor changed. He was still a gentleman but there was a dark hunger in his eyes. He looked at my left hand, appraising my wedding ring and smiled.

He took two steps toward me and gripped my hips hard.

“I’d love to,” he said, before leaning down to kiss me.

His kiss was different than Ricky’s—not as aggressive, but somehow more commanding. His lips pressed against mine with a controlled intensity that made my knees weak. Where Ricky had been all animal instinct, Marcus moved with deliberate precision, like every action was carefully calculated for maximum effect.

I felt myself being lifted effortlessly off the ground as his massive hands gripped my thighs. He carried me across the room as if I weighed nothing, my body pressed against his granite-like chest. The sheer strength of him was intoxicating—I was completely at his mercy, and we both knew it.

“I’ve been thinking about this since I saw you at dinner,” he murmured against my neck, his deep voice vibrating through my body. “About having another man’s wife.”

His words sent a forbidden thrill through me. I wrapped my legs around his waist, feeling the hard bulge pressing against me through his expensive suit pants.

“I’m going to take my time with you,” he said, setting me down on the edge of the massive bed. “Ricky told me how he had you, but that’s not my style.”

I swallowed hard, watching as he methodically removed his suit jacket, folding it carefully over a nearby chair. There was something mesmerizing about the deliberate way he moved, so different from Ricky’s raw urgency. Marcus loosened his tie but didn’t remove it, his dark eyes never leaving mine.

“Stand up,” he commanded, his voice like velvet-wrapped steel.

I obeyed without hesitation, my heart racing as he circled me slowly, appraising me like a valuable acquisition. When he stopped behind me, I felt his massive hands on my shoulders, his touch surprisingly gentle as he swept my hair to one side.

“What are you here for?” he asked.

“I’m here for you,” I replied, my voice a breathy whisper. “For your business.”

His fingers found my zipper, slowly drawing it down my back with deliberate precision. Unlike Ricky’s frantic urgency, Marcus moved with calculated patience, like he had all the time in the world to claim what was his.

“My business?” he chuckled, the sound vibrating through his chest against my back. “Is that what we’re calling it?”

The dress slipped from my shoulders, pooling at my feet in a whisper of expensive fabric. I stood before him in just the black lingerie I’d carefully selected earlier, feeling his eyes traveling over every inch of my exposed skin.

“You’re even more beautiful than I imagined,” he said, his massive hands coming to rest on my shoulders. They felt impossibly large, spanning almost from my neck to where my arms began. I shivered at the contact, at the controlled power I could feel in his touch.

He turned me around to face him, lifting my chin with one finger. The contrast of his dark skin against mine sent a thrill through me that I couldn’t explain. There was something forbidden and intoxicating about standing nearly naked before this imposing stranger who seemed to dwarf everything in the room. His sheer size was overwhelming—his hands could easily wrap around my throat, his arms could lift me without effort.

Marcus stepped closer, and I had to tilt my head back to maintain eye contact. His scent enveloped me—expensive cologne with undertones of something primal beneath. He traced one finger down my cheek, my neck, between my breasts, his touch feather-light despite those massive hands.

“Tell me what you want,” he commanded, his voice so deep I could feel it vibrate through my chest.

“I want you,” I whispered, meaning it more than I expected to. The hunger building inside me wasn’t just about business anymore.

He smiled, a predatory gleam in his eyes. “I know. But I want to hear you say it. All of it.”

I took a deep breath, understanding what he wanted. What Ricky had told him about me, about what I’d said and done.

“I want your black cock,” I said, the words sending a thrill through me. “I want you to fuck me raw with it. Fill me up with your seed and send me used and sore back home to my husband.”

His smile widened, revealing perfect white teeth against his dark skin. “Good girl. You’re picking this whole thing up quickly. A natural talent.”

His eyes held mine as one massive hand moved to my bra, unclasping it with surprising dexterity. The black lace fell away, and I shivered as the cool air kissed my exposed skin. Unlike Ricky’s rough handling, Marcus touched me with reverent precision, his fingertips tracing the curve of my breast as if memorizing every detail.

“Turn around,” he commanded softly. “Let me see all of you.”

I obeyed, turning slowly, feeling his gaze like a physical touch on my skin. When I faced him again, he had removed his tie and was unbuttoning his shirt with methodical patience. Each button revealed more of his incredible physique—dark skin stretched over muscles that seemed sculpted rather than grown. The tattoos I’d glimpsed at dinner now revealed themselves fully, intricate designs flowing across his chest and down his arms like dark rivers.

“Come here,” he said, his voice dropping even lower.

I moved toward him, drawn by some magnetic pull I couldn’t resist. He towered over me, his massive frame making me feel deliciously small. When his hands cupped my face, they were large enough to cradle my entire head.

“I want to taste you,” he whispered against my lip.

Then he laid me down on the bed and spread my legs while he knelt down in front of me.

His enormous hands gripped my thighs, spreading them wider as he lowered his face between my legs. The first touch of his tongue made me gasp—gentle yet confident, exploring me with the same methodical precision he’d shown in everything else. This was something Garrett had never done for me, despite my hints and occasional requests over the years.

“Oh god,” I whispered as Marcus lapped at me with slow, deliberate strokes. His massive hands completely engulfed my thighs, holding me open and exposed to his hungry mouth.

“You taste even better than I imagined,” he rumbled against my most sensitive flesh, the vibration of his deep voice sending shockwaves through my core.

Unlike Ricky’s aggressive urgency, Marcus took his time, exploring every fold, every sensitive spot with patient determination. When he found my clit, he circled it with expert precision, gauging my reactions to learn exactly what made me squirm.

“You like that?” he asked, his dark eyes looking up at me from between my thighs.

“Yes,” I gasped, my hands finding their way to his closely-cropped hair. “Don’t stop.”

He chuckled, the vibration of his deep voice sending another wave of pleasure through me. His tongue flattened against my clit, applying perfect pressure as he slid two massive fingers inside me.

“Oh my god,” I moaned, arching my back. His fingers were so much thicker than Garrett’s, stretching me in a way that made my toes curl. “That feels amazing.”

Marcus looked up at me, his dark eyes intense as he worked his tongue against me with deliberate precision. “Your husband ever eat this pussy like this?” he asked, his voice rumbling against my most sensitive flesh.

I shook my head, unable to lie. “Never. He doesn’t... he doesn’t do this.”

Something like satisfaction flashed in Marcus’s eyes. “His loss,” he murmured before diving back in with renewed hunger.

His technique was masterful—patient yet relentless. Where Garrett was always rushed and mechanical when he touched me, Marcus approached my pleasure like an art form. He alternated between broad strokes of his tongue and focused attention on my clit, reading my body’s responses with uncanny accuracy.

“You’re so fucking wet,” he growled against me.

“You’re driving me crazy,” I whispered, bucking my hips softly into him.

“Please,” I begged, my hands clutching the sheets as his tongue worked magic between my thighs. “Don’t stop.”

His massive hands gripped my thighs tighter, holding me open as he devoured me with skilled precision. I’d never experienced anything like this—this deliberate, focused attention on my pleasure. Garrett had always been so hesitant about oral sex, treating it like an obligation rather than something to be savored.

“You gonna come for me?” Marcus rumbled against my sensitive flesh, the vibration of his deep voice sending shockwaves through my core.

“Yes,” I gasped, my back arching off the bed. “I’m so close.”

He increased his pressure, his tongue flattening against my clit while his thick fingers curled inside me, finding that perfect spot that made stars explode behind my eyelids. I couldn’t control the sounds coming from my throat—desperate, animal noises I’d never made with Garrett.

“That’s it,” Marcus growled, his dark eyes watching my face as he continued his relentless assault on my senses. “Let me hear how much you love my tongue on your pretty white pussy.”

His words sent me over the edge. The orgasm hit me with an intensity I’d never experienced before, waves of pleasure radiating from my core and pulsing through my entire body. I screamed his name, my thighs clamping around his head as my back arched off the bed.

“Oh my god,” I gasped, my body trembling as he continued to lap at me through my climax, extending my pleasure with his skilled tongue. “Marcus... that’s... I’ve never...”

He looked up at me from between my thighs, his dark eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Never come like that before?”

I shook my head, still panting. “Never. Not even close.”

He chuckled, the sound vibrating against my oversensitive flesh. “Your husband doesn’t know what he’s missing.”

Before I could respond, he dove back in, his tongue working with renewed vigor. I wasn’t ready—still sensitive from my first orgasm—but he didn’t care. His massive hands held my thighs apart as he feasted on me with deliberate intensity.

“Wait,” I gasped, “I just came, I need—“

“You need to come again,” he growled, his tongue pressing flat against my clit with renewed intensity. My whole body jerked in response, still hypersensitive from my first orgasm.

“I can’t,” I gasped, even as my hips betrayed me by pressing up against his mouth. “It’s too much.”

Marcus looked up at me from between my thighs, his dark eyes gleaming with challenge. “You can. And you will.”

He slid two massive fingers inside me again, the stretch making me moan. His movements were deliberate, almost clinical in their precision as he found that perfect spot inside me and pressed against it while his tongue circled my clit.

“Oh god,” I whimpered, my legs starting to tremble. “Marcus... please...”

“Please what?” he asked, his deep voice vibrating against my core. “Please stop? Or please don’t stop?”

“Don’t stop,” I heard myself beg, my hands reaching down to grip his head, holding him against me. “Please don’t stop.”

He chuckled against me, the vibration sending another jolt of pleasure through my body. “That’s what I thought.”

His tongue flicked rapidly against my clit, his fingers pumping inside me with masterful precision. The pleasure was building again, impossibly quick, impossibly intense. My whole body began to shake as I felt another orgasm approaching, even stronger than the first.

“Oh my god, Marcus,” I moaned, writhing beneath his expert touch. “I can’t take it anymore!”

His dark eyes locked with mine as he continued his relentless assault on my senses. I could see the power there, the control, the knowledge that he was taking me to heights I’d never experienced before.

“Please,” I begged, my inhibitions completely gone now. “I need your cock. I need to feel it inside me.”

He rose slowly from between my thighs, his massive frame looming over me like a dark mountain. When he unbuckled his belt and lowered his pants, I gasped audibly. Ricky had been impressively endowed, but Marcus... dear god. His cock hung between his legs, thick as my wrist and impossibly long, the dark skin gleaming in the dim light of the hotel suite.

“You want this black cock in you?” he asked, his deep voice rumbling through me as he stroked himself.

I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t think. I just nodded frantically, my eyes fixed on his massive shaft. The sight of it made my mouth water and my body tremble with need. I’d never wanted anything so desperately in my life.

“Say it,” Marcus commanded, his voice dropping even lower. “Tell me exactly what you want.”

Something inside me snapped. All my inhibitions, all my reservations—gone in an instant. I was nothing but raw, primal need.

“I want your big, black cock inside me,” I gasped, spreading my legs wider for him. “Please, Marcus. I need it. I need you to fuck me with that monster.”

His eyes darkened with satisfaction as he moved between my thighs, the massive head of his cock pressing against my entrance. “You sure you can handle this?” he teased, rubbing himself against my wetness.

“Oh god, please,” I begged shamelessly, my hips bucking up to meet him. “Fill me up. Stretch me open. I need it so fucking bad.”

It felt so good to back here again, in this raw, primal headspace where the only thing I cared about was getting fucked and filled by an alpha stud.

Marcus pressed the head of his cock against my sopping wet entrance and pressed in slowly. As he entered me, all the air was sucked from my lungs as I felt the impossible stretch of my walls to accommodate his girth.

Before I knew it, Marcus had me seeing stars.


Chapter 15 (Garrett)

Minutes felt like hours as I sat on the couch, nursing my glass of bourbon. At this rate, it would feel like weeks before Chanel returned home to me.

I tried to distract myself with a basketball game on TV, but my mind kept drifting to what was happening across town. The image of Marcus Hayes—his towering frame, those massive hands that could probably span my wife’s entire waist—kept intruding on my thoughts. What was he doing to Chanel right now? Was she enjoying it? Was he better than me? Better than Ricky?

The bourbon wasn’t helping anymore. Three glasses in and all it had done was make the images in my head more vivid, more intrusive. I couldn’t stop picturing Chanel’s face as she experienced pleasure I’d never given her.

My phone buzzed on the coffee table. Miles. Again.

I ignored it, instead pulling up my laptop. The email from Ricky’s management team was still there, the signed contract attached. It was real. We had actually landed Ricky Francis. And if tonight went as planned, we’d have Marcus Hayes too.

I scrolled through the contract details, trying to focus on the numbers, on the business side of things. Commission schedules. Marketing rights. Endorsement percentages. This was what mattered—the financial security, the professional legitimacy. Not whatever was happening in that hotel room right now.

Crunching the numbers, running projections on where we’d be financially in a few months to a few years had me feeling more than better. I was starting to get really excited.

My mind was racing with possibilities. With Marcus and Ricky as clients, USM wasn’t just viable—it was poised to become a serious player. The math was undeniable. Between their contracts and endorsements, we were looking at millions in commissions within months, not years.

I poured another bourbon and pulled up real estate listings on my laptop. Maybe it was premature, but I couldn’t help myself. Waterfront properties in Coral Gables. Penthouses in Brickell. Places I wouldn’t have dared look at yesterday.

My phone buzzed again. Miles, still trying to reach me. I should probably call him back, but what would I say? “Hey Miles, great news! We’re going to be signing Marcus Hayes next because my wife is currently fucking him! Just like she did with Ricky! We can’t lose with this strategy! You’re getting a raise!”

I laughed like a loon at the thought. Christ.

I closed the real estate listings and opened another tab—office spaces. If we were going to be representing athletes of this caliber, we needed legitimate offices. No more co-working spaces or coffee shops for client meetings. I found a listing for a suite in a glass tower downtown with views of Biscayne Bay. The monthly rent was more than we’d made in the past three months combined, but with our new clients, we could easily afford it. I clicked through the photos, imagining Marcus and Ricky sitting in the sleek conference room, signing contracts that would make us all rich.

My phone buzzed again. This time, it wasn’t Miles.

It was Chanel.

My heart lurched as I grabbed for it, nearly knocking over my bourbon glass in the process. A text message with a photo attachment. My finger hovered over it for a moment before I tapped to open it.

The image loaded, and my breath caught in my throat.

It was a selfie of Chanel, her hair tousled, makeup smudged, a satisfied smile on her face. She was clearly lying in bed, the hotel’s white sheets pulled up just enough to maintain some modesty. But what made my heart race was the massive arm visible behind her—dark skin adorned with intricate tattoos, draped possessively across her pale shoulder.

The message below simply read: “Does this turn you on?”

Gulp.

I texted back: “Fuck. Yes…”

She responded immediately: “Prove it - show me :)”

My fingers trembled as I stared at her message. My cock was already half-hard just from the photo, and her direct challenge made it throb painfully against my pants. I hesitated for only a moment before unbuckling my belt and freeing myself.

I angled my phone carefully, making sure to capture my erection in my hand, the wedding band clearly visible on my finger. I snapped the picture and sent it before I could second-guess myself.

Three dots appeared immediately. She was typing a response.

After a beat: “Mmm, that’s hot.”

And that was all she said for several minutes waiting for her to respond.

Finally, a message came through: “Getting ready for round two…wanna listen in?”

Holy shit.

I hesitated for a moment then typed a response.

“You know I do…”

Thirty seconds later, my phone was ringing with a call from Chanel. With a trembling finger, I swiped across my screen to answer it.


Chapter 16 (Chanel)

“Hey baby,” I said softly, letting my voice drop to that sultry register I knew drove Garrett wild. I glanced over my shoulder at Marcus, who raised an eyebrow at me with amused interest.

“Chanel?” Garrett’s voice came through the speaker, breathless and uncertain. “Are you... is he...”

“I wanted you to hear something,” I whispered, moving the phone slightly away from my ear. I pressed the speaker button so Marcus could hear too. “I thought maybe you’d like to know what’s happening right now.”

Marcus’s massive hand slid up my bare back, his touch sending shivers down my spine. He leaned in close, his lips brushing against my ear as he whispered, “You’re full of surprises, aren’t you?”

“Is that him?” Garrett asked, his voice strained.

“Yes, baby. That’s Marcus,” I confirmed, feeling a wicked thrill course through me. “He’s right here with me. Can you hear him?”

“I can hear him,” Garrett said, his voice tight.

Marcus chuckled, the sound deep and rumbling as he pulled me closer, his massive chest pressed against my back.

“I thought maybe you’d like to know what’s happening,” I said, feeling Marcus’s hands roaming over my body. His touch was different from Ricky’s—more deliberate, more controlled. “Would you like that, baby?”

“Yes,” Garrett whispered, his voice tight with what I recognized as both jealousy and arousal.

“He’s so much bigger than you can imagine,” I told him, letting my voice drop to a breathy whisper as Marcus’s massive hands cupped my breasts from behind. “His hands... they’re so big they can almost wrap around my entire waist.”

Marcus pressed his lips to my neck, clearly enjoying this unexpected twist to our evening. I tilted my head to give him better access, making sure Garrett could hear my soft moan of pleasure.

“What’s happening now?” Garrett asked, his voice strained.

“He’s kissing my neck,” I said, closing my eyes as Marcus’s teeth grazed my sensitive skin. “And his hands are all over me. God, Garrett, you should see his body. It’s like he’s carved out of stone.”

I felt Marcus shifting behind me, his massive frame repositioning on the bed.

“He’s so big, baby. So much bigger than I expected,” I continued, feeling Marcus’s hands grip my hips. “His cock is pressing against me now, just teasing my entrance. God, it’s so thick... like nothing I’ve ever felt before.”

I gasped loudly as Marcus pushed forward, entering me with deliberate slowness. The stretch was incredible, almost overwhelming.

“He’s inside me now,” I moaned, not having to fake the tremor in my voice. “Just the tip, but I already feel so full. Fuller than I’ve ever been.”

Marcus growled behind me, clearly enjoying this unexpected addition to our night.

“He’s pushing deeper now,” I moaned, feeling Marcus’s massive hands grip my hips tighter. “Oh my god, Garrett, he’s stretching me so wide... I can’t—ahh!”

I heard Garrett’s breathing quicken on the other end of the line. This had been a spontaneous idea, calling my husband while Marcus took me from behind, but something about it felt electric, dangerous, and impossibly arousing.

“Tell him how it feels,” Marcus commanded in my ear, his voice a deep rumble that sent shivers down my spine.

“He’s so deep,” I gasped into the phone. “Deeper than anyone’s ever been. I can feel him... oh god, I can feel him in my stomach, Garrett. He’s so fucking deep…”

Marcus responded by thrusting harder, his massive hands gripping my waist tight enough to leave bruises. I couldn’t help the loud moan that escaped my lips.

“What’s happening now?” Garrett asked, his voice tight with that mixture of jealousy and arousal I was coming to recognize.

“He’s... oh god... he’s fucking me so hard,” I panted, barely able focus. I dropped the phone onto the bed and lost all control of my body…


Chapter 17 (Garrett)

I heard the phone muffle against what must have been the bed, followed by Chanel’s increasingly desperate moans. The sounds coming through my phone speaker were primal, raw, unfiltered—nothing like the controlled, almost performative noises she made with me. Each gasp, each whimper, each cry of Marcus’s name sent daggers of jealousy through me, yet I couldn’t hang up. I was frozen, my cock painfully hard in my hand as I listened to my wife being thoroughly fucked by another man.

“Oh god, Marcus! You’re so fucking deep!” Chanel cried out, her voice distant but clear enough that I could hear the genuine pleasure in it. “Yes, fuck me with that big, black dick! Fuck me baby!”

I heard Marcus’s deep rumble in response, though his words were too muffled to make out. Whatever he said made Chanel moan even louder.

“Yes! Yes! Right there! Don’t stop!” she begged, her voice reaching a desperate pitch I’d never heard before. “Oh god, I’m gonna cum again! You’re making me cum all over that BBC again!”

My hand moved faster on my cock as I listened, hating myself for my reaction yet unable to stop. The sounds coming from my phone were unlike anything I’d ever heard from Chanel—raw, uninhibited pleasure that I’d never been able to give her.

“Fuck, you’re taking this dick so good,” I heard Marcus rumble, his deep voice suddenly closer to the phone. “Your husband listening to you take this black cock?”

“Yes!” Chanel cried out.

“Oh fuck, I’m about to cum,” Marcus grunted. “Where you want it?”

“Inside me,” I heard Chanel moan. “I want to feel you cum inside me.”

The sound of skin slapping against skin intensified, along with Chanel’s increasingly frantic cries. I gripped myself harder, my own orgasm building as I listened to my wife being claimed by another man.

“Oh fuck yes, fill me up!”

Chanel’s scream was primal, animalistic – a sound I’d never heard from her before. It pushed me over the edge, and I came violently into my hand, my body shaking with the force of my release even as shame and arousal battled within me.

“Oh my god,” I heard Chanel gasping through the phone. “That was... I’ve never...”

“Your husband still listening?” Marcus rumbled, his voice closer to the phone now.

There was rustling, and then Chanel’s breathless voice came through clearly: “Garrett? You still there?”

“I’m here,” I managed, my voice hoarse.

“Did you like what you heard?” she asked, a note of satisfaction in her tone.

Before I could answer, I heard Marcus’s deep laugh in the background.

“Oh and tell him I’m in — I’ll have my team file the paperwork tonight,” he said.

“Did you hear that baby?” Chanel said.

“Yeah, yeah I heard,” I said, clearing my throat and trying to come down off the incredible high of my orgasm. “That’s great. That’s wonderful news…” I said.

“Bye baby,” she said, and made a kissing sound into the phone, “get some rest.”

And then she hung up without waiting for me to respond. I was left there, phone to my ear in one hand, half-hard and deflating dick in the other.

"We’re gonna sign him…Marcus Hayes…what the fuck is going on?” I whispered breathlessly to our empty apartment.


Chapter 18 (Chanel)

The next morning I woke up thoroughly sore with dried cum between my legs where Marcus’s loads had leaked out of me while I slept.

The bed was empty and I was all alone but there was a handwritten note on the pillow next to me from Marcus.

I picked up the note, admiring Marcus’s bold, decisive handwriting. The letters were strong and angular, much like the man himself:

“Chanel - Had to head out early for team meetings. Last night was exceptional. Looking forward to our new professional relationship and the personal benefits that come with it. Take your time checking out. Order room service, enjoy the amenities, charge whatever you want to the room. -M”

I traced my fingers over his signature, just a strong, confident “M” with a line slashed underneath. So different from Ricky’s scrawled note, yet both men had left me with the same delicious ache between my legs and a signed contract for my husband’s agency.

My phone buzzed on the nightstand. Garrett. I smiled, remembering how I’d left him last night—listening to me cry out as Marcus filled me. I wondered if he’d slept at all.

“Good morning,” I texted back. “Just woke up. Will be home in a few soon.”

I stretched languidly, feeling the pleasant soreness in muscles I hadn’t known existed before. Where Ricky had been raw animal energy, Marcus had been controlled power. Both had left their mark on me, claimed me in ways I’d never imagined possible before this week began.

I picked up my phone again, scrolling through my messages. Several from Garrett, asking when I’d be home. One from Miles, congratulating us on signing Marcus Hayes. News traveled fast in the sports world.

I set the phone down and ran my fingers over the note again. There was something about Marcus’s handwriting that intrigued me—decisive, controlled, much like the man himself. I could still feel the ghost of his massive hands on my body, the impossible stretch of him inside me.

My stomach growled, reminding me I hadn’t eaten since dinner last night.

I picked up my phone and texted Garrett: “Meet for breakfast? I’m starving.”


Chapter 19 (Garrett)

I met Chanel at our favorite breakfast spot on Ocean Drive. I walked into the restaurant feeling like a different man than I was just 48 hours ago. The hostess led me to a table where I could see the entrance, and I ordered a coffee while I waited for my wife to arrive.

My wife. The term felt both familiar and strange now, like a shirt that still fit but had somehow changed color overnight. In just two days, Chanel and I had crossed boundaries I never thought possible, rewritten the rules of our marriage, and somehow secured the two biggest clients of our careers.

I spotted her through the window, walking up Ocean Drive with a confidence in her step that seemed new. She wore oversized sunglasses, a flowing sundress, and flat sandals—casual, yet somehow more radiant than I’d ever seen her. There was something different about the way she moved, a newfound assurance that was both beautiful and slightly terrifying.

“Hey,” she said, sliding into the seat across from me. She removed her sunglasses, revealing tired but satisfied eyes. “Sorry I’m late.”

“No problem,” I said, studying her face. “Did you... sleep well?”

A small smile played at the corners of her mouth. “Not much sleep, actually.”

The waiter approached our table as Chanel settled in. I noticed his eyes lingering on her a beat too long before turning to me with a professional smile.

“Can I get you anything to start?” he asked.

“Just coffee for me,” I said, then looked at Chanel. “You?”

“Orange juice and water,” she said, her voice raspy in a way that made my stomach twist. I knew exactly why her voice sounded like that.

When the waiter left, an awkward silence settled between us. There was so much to say, yet I had no idea where to start. The reality of what had happened—what was happening—sat between us like a third person at our table.

“So,” I finally managed, “Marcus Hayes.”

Chanel smiled, a genuine one that lit up her tired eyes. “Yes. Marcus Hayes. Did you see the notifications this morning? It’s all over the sports news sites already.”

I nodded. “Miles has called me six times. I haven’t picked up yet.”

“You should call him back. He’s probably freaking out.” She reached for the water glass the waiter had just delivered. “This is it, Garrett. This is what we’ve been working for,” she continued, taking a sip of water. “USM is officially legitimate.”

I nodded, still trying to process everything. In less than forty-eight hours, we’d gone from the brink of bankruptcy to signing two of the biggest names in professional sports. I should have been ecstatic. And I suppose I was but I also felt like I was standing at the edge of a cliff, dizzy with both exhilaration and terror.

“What do you want to do after breakfast?” I asked casually.

Chanel looked up at me with a wry smile.

“What do you mean? Don’t you want to take back what’s yours? Reclaim me?”

Then she leaned in and whispered.

“Don’t you want to feel me?”

I felt a shiver run down my spine. The way Chanel said it—so bold, so direct—made my heart race. Even after everything that had happened, she could still make me feel like a teenager with a single sentence.

“I do,” I admitted, my voice lower than I intended.

She smiled, that new confident smile I was still getting used to, and took another sip of her water. “Good. Because I’m yours, Garrett. No matter what happens in those hotel rooms.”

The waiter returned to take our orders. I barely registered what I asked for—something with eggs—while Chanel ordered an elaborate breakfast that made me raise my eyebrows.

“Hungry?” I asked after he left.

“Starving,” she replied with a knowing look. “It was... intense last night.”

My stomach twisted with that now-familiar mix of jealousy and arousal.

“Well, hurry up and eat…then we can head home and you can tell me all about it…”


Chapter 20 (Garrett)

8 Weeks Later

Ricky Francis went tenth overall to Miami, would you believe our luck? A few days later, Marcus Hayes inked an record-breaking extension with Los Angeles. And USM was officially on the map and flush with cash.

Within a month, we had actual offices. Not just any offices, but a gleaming suite on the 34th floor of the newest high-rise in Brickell with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking Biscayne Bay. The kind of place I used to walk past and imagine working in someday. The kind that screamed “legitimate” to anyone who stepped off the elevator.

“Mr. Underwood?” My new assistant—I had an assistant now—appeared at my office door. “Your eleven o’clock is here.”

I nodded, straightening my tie—Hermès, purchased last week during a shopping spree that still made me feel slightly guilty despite our new financial reality. “Send him in.”

Miles walked in, carrying a leather portfolio and wearing a suit I hadn’t seen before. We’d all upgraded our wardrobes since the signings. Nothing says “successful sports agent” like custom tailoring.

“Garrett, man, you’re not going to believe this,” he said, dropping into one of the chairs across from my desk. “DeAndre Williams wants a meeting.”

I nearly choked on my coffee. “The DeAndre Williams? Corner back for Boston?”

Miles nodded.

We had already added another five clients to our roster, all because our name was out there now and not at all because of Ricky Francis talking us up to his boys.

It was all earned business. Done the right way.

USM was the hot new shop on the block and every body wanted in on the action.

Things between Chanel and I had never been better.

In a few more weeks, I thought I might forget the whole thing. It would be nothing more than a foggy blip on the radar. Boy, was I wrong.


Chapter 21 (Chanel)

Things were going great — more than great really. Garrett was finally thriving. He was assuming the role he was always destined for.

But he was neglecting me again. And cutting me out. Looking back, maybe that’s why I did what I did.

I sat at the restaurant, staring at the flickering candle between us. It was our anniversary—five years of marriage—and Garrett couldn’t stop checking his phone. The waiter had already come by twice to take our order, but Garrett kept holding up one finger, mouthing “just a minute” while he typed furiously on his device.

“Garrett,” I said, reaching across the table to touch his hand. “Can we at least order?”

“What? Oh, yeah, sorry babe.” He glanced up briefly, then back down at his screen. “DeAndre’s team is being difficult about the language in section twelve. Just need to sort this out.”

I sighed and signaled the waiter. This wasn’t how I’d imagined our anniversary dinner. When we’d first started dating, Garrett would’ve never dreamed of checking his phone during dinner. Now, it seemed like I was competing with his clients for attention.

“I’ll have the sea bass,” I told the waiter, then looked expectantly at my husband.

“Uh, steak. Medium rare.” Garrett didn’t even look up from his phone.

Once the waiter left, I tried again.

“Remember our first anniversary?” I asked, trying to draw him back to me. “That little bistro in Cambridge? You were so nervous about that promotion interview the next day, but you still managed to be present.”

Garrett glanced up, a flicker of guilt crossing his face before his phone buzzed again.

“Sorry, Chanel. This is important. The DeAndre deal could fall apart if we don’t nail down these details tonight.”

I took a long sip of my wine, swallowing my frustration along with the expensive Cabernet. The restaurant around us was filled with happy couples, leaning close across candlelit tables, actually engaging with each other. I felt a pang of envy watching them.

“More important than our anniversary?” I finally asked.

Garrett looked up, his expression torn between irritation and guilt. “That’s not fair. You know what this means for USM. For us.”

“Us,” I repeated, the word feeling hollow. “When was the last time there was an ‘us,’ Garrett? You’re always at the office or on your phone.”

“That’s not—“ His phone rang, cutting him off. He glanced at it and sighed.

“I have to take this,” Garrett said, already standing up from the table. He mouthed “sorry” as he walked toward the restaurant entrance, phone pressed to his ear.

I watched him go, my wine glass frozen halfway to my lips. So much for our anniversary dinner. I set the glass down harder than necessary, earning a few glances from nearby tables. Five years of marriage, and here I was, sitting alone at what was supposed to be a romantic celebration.

When Garrett returned ten minutes later, our food had already arrived. He slid back into his seat with an apologetic smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes.

“Sorry about that. They were being difficult about—“

“I don’t care,” I cut him off, my voice sharper than intended. “It’s our anniversary, Garrett.”

He had the decency to look ashamed, tucking his phone into his jacket pocket. “You’re right. I’m sorry. No more calls tonight.”

To his credit, he at least managed to stay true to his word. But later that night, when we got home — that was the last straw.

I watched Garrett finish his steak in silence, the candlelight between us doing little to bridge the growing distance. When we got home, I kicked off my heels and poured us both a nightcap—a tradition on our anniversary that even Garrett’s distraction couldn’t completely erase.

“Come here,” I said, handing him his glass and leaning in for a kiss. I pressed my body against his, running my hand down his chest toward his belt. It had been weeks since we’d had sex, and I was determined to reconnect tonight of all nights.

Garrett took a step back, gently removing my hand. “I’m sorry, babe. I’m just... really exhausted.” He downed his drink in one gulp. “The DeAndre negotiations are killing me. I need to be up early tomorrow to review the contract revisions.”

I stared at him, disbelief washing over me. “It’s our anniversary.”

“I know, and I’m sorry.” He set his glass down, already turning toward the bedroom. “We’ll make it up this weekend, I promise.”

“Like you promised last weekend?” I couldn’t keep the bitterness from my voice.

He sighed and went to bed.

“Chanel, can we not do this now, please?”

I bit back a retort, watching him walk away toward our bedroom. The distance between us felt like a canyon now. This wasn’t what I had envisioned when I agreed to our... arrangement. The whole point had been to save our marriage along with the business, but now that the business was thriving, Garrett was slipping away from me.

I heard the shower running, then silence. Within minutes, soft snoring drifted from our bedroom. He hadn’t even waited for me.

I stood alone in our living room, still dressed in the expensive black dress I’d chosen specifically for tonight. The dress that Garrett had barely even noticed. I kicked off my heels and poured myself another glass of wine, downing half of it in one swallow.

My phone sat on the counter, glowing with unread notifications. I picked it up, scrolling mindlessly through social media to distract myself from the hollow ache in my chest. That’s when I saw Ricky’s latest post – a shirtless gym selfie captioned “Late night grind. Always working.”

My fingers hovered over the screen. I shouldn’t. I really shouldn’t.

But Garrett was asleep. After brushing me off.

I grabbed my phone, an impulsive anger taking over. Garrett had fallen asleep on our anniversary after brushing me off. After everything I’d done for us, for him, for the business. I’d crossed lines I never thought I would, and for what? To be ignored on our anniversary?

My fingers moved across the screen before my better judgment could catch up.

“Hey you…” I texted Ricky. I felt a sticky, wet heat building between my legs. I hadn’t even done anything wrong yet and already the thrill was almost too exciting to handle.

Three dots appeared almost immediately. My heart raced as I waited for his response, a mixture of guilt and excitement washing over me.

hey sexy.

I bit my thumb and tried to think of something clever to say. I typed out a few ideas and kept deleting them.

My fingers trembled slightly as I typed out a reply: “What are you up to tonight?”

His response came back instantly: “Just finished working out. About to hit the shower. What about u? Shouldn’t u be celebrating with ur man?”

I felt a flush of heat rise to my cheeks. He remembered our anniversary? I took another sip of wine before responding.

“He’s asleep. Passed out after dinner. Apparently the DeAndre Williams deal is more important than our anniversary.”

Three dots appeared, disappeared, then reappeared. Finally: “His loss... my gain. Still looking sexy in that black dress?”

My heart raced. How did he know what I was wearing? I glanced down at myself.

“How did you know I’m wearing black?”

“Just a guess. U always wear black when u want to get fucked.”

I nearly dropped my phone, a jolt of electricity shooting between my legs. I shouldn’t be doing this. I should put the phone down and go to bed. Instead, I found myself typing back.

“Maybe I do. Too bad nobody’s taking advantage of it tonight.”

His response was immediate: “I would. Would bend u over right there, pull that dress up and fuck you raw.”

My breath caught in my throat as I read his words. I shouldn’t be doing this. Garrett was just down the hall, asleep in our bed. But the thrill of Ricky’s attention after being ignored all night was intoxicating.

“You think you could handle me tonight?” I typed back, taking another sip of wine.

“Baby, the question is could you handle me again? Remember how sore you were last time? How you could barely walk?”

I felt a flush of heat spread through my body, my thighs pressing together involuntarily at the memory. I glanced toward the bedroom where Garrett’s soft snores continued, completely oblivious to what I was doing.

“I remember,” I typed, my fingers trembling slightly. “I remember everything.”

“Tell me what you remember most,” came his response. “What part of that night keeps you up when hubby’s asleep?”

I hesitated only briefly before replying: “How full you made me feel. How deep you went. Places no one had ever reached before.”

Three dots appeared immediately. “You miss this BBC, don’t you? Miss how it stretched that pretty pussy of yours?”

God, what was I doing? My fingers trembled as I typed back: “You know I do.”

My phone suddenly lit up with Ricky’s incoming call. My heart leapt into my throat. I glanced toward the bedroom where Garrett was sleeping, then quickly tiptoed to the balcony door, sliding it open as quietly as possible.

The Miami night air hit my skin as I stepped outside, closing the door behind me. The city lights twinkled below, oblivious to my betrayal.

“Hello?” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the distant traffic sounds.

“Why you whispering?” Ricky’s deep voice rumbled through the phone, sending a shiver down my spine. “Your man asleep?”

“Yes,” I admitted, leaning against the railing. “He passed out right after we got home.”

“Damn, what a waste,” Ricky chuckled. “You all dressed up with nowhere to go.”

I felt my face flush. “I didn’t say that.”

“You didn’t have to.” His voice dropped lower. “I can hear it in your voice. You’re hungry, aren’t you?”

I bit my lip, feeling a heat spreading through me that had nothing to do with the warm Miami night air.

“Maybe,” I admitted, my voice barely above a whisper as I glanced back through the glass door to make sure Garrett was still asleep. “It’s been a while.”

“Too long,” Ricky said, his voice dropping to that deep rumble that made my knees weak. “Tell me you miss it, Chanel.”

I hesitated, but only for a second. What was the point in lying? We both knew why I’d texted him tonight.

“I miss it,” I said.

“Miss what?” he shot back, egging me on.

I took a deep exhale.

“I miss your big, black cock,” I whispered, the forbidden words sending a thrill through me. I slipped my hand between my legs, pressing against the fabric of my dress. “I miss how it filled me up.”

“Mmm, that’s what I like to hear,” Ricky purred. “You became such a good little white slut for me, didn’t you? So proper and reserved until I showed you what you really needed.”

“Yes,” I gasped, leaning against the railing as my fingers worked faster.

“What are you doing right now?” he asked, though his tone suggested he already knew exactly what I was doing.

“Touching myself,” I admitted, my inhibitions melting away. “Wishing it was you instead.”

“Pull your dress up,” he commanded. “I want you to feel the night air on that wet pussy while you think about my big, black dick stretching you open.”

I glanced back through the glass door, making sure Garrett was still asleep. The bedroom was dark and quiet. I hiked my dress up around my waist, the warm Miami breeze caressing my exposed skin.

“Ok,” I whispered.

“Touch yourself for me,” Ricky commanded, his voice dropping even lower. “I want to hear how wet you are for me.”

I slipped my hand into my panties, my fingers immediately coated in my arousal. “I’m so wet,” I whispered, glancing nervously through the glass door at our darkened bedroom. “God, I shouldn’t be doing this.”

“But you are,” Ricky chuckled. “Because you know what you need. What does your husband think about at night? Work? Contracts? I bet he’s not thinking about this pussy the way I am right now.”

I bit my lip to suppress a moan as my fingers found my clit. “No, he’s not.”

“Tell me you miss it,” Ricky demanded. “Say it again.”

“I miss your big, black cock,” I whispered, the forbidden words sending electric pulses through my body. “I miss how deep you went, how you stretched me open.”

“That’s right,” he growled. “No white boy could fill you up like I did. You’re a black cock slut now, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped, my fingers moving faster. “Fuck yes, I am…I can’t help it. I can’t —”

My breath was growing ragged as my chest heaved.

“Yes, oh god yes, I’m your black cock slut,” I moaned into the phone, my fingers working frantically between my legs. The Miami breeze felt cool against my exposed skin, making me even more aware of how wet I was getting.

“You like that, don’t you?” Ricky’s voice rumbled through the speaker. “You’re thinking about how I stretched that tight little pussy open, how I went deeper than your husband ever could.”

“Yes,” I gasped, glancing nervously at the glass door. “I can’t stop thinking about it.”

“But you know what would be even better?” Ricky asked, his voice dropping to a dangerous whisper.

“What?” I breathed, my fingers circling my clit faster.

“Two big black cocks at once,” he said. “One filling that pretty mouth while the other stretches your pussy. Imagine how full you’d feel, being taken by two men at the same time. That’s what a real black cock slut needs.”

My breath caught in my throat as the image filled my mind - being sandwiched between two powerful bodies, completely overwhelmed and filled beyond capacity. “Oh my god,” I whimpered, my fingers working frantically at my clit. The image of being filled completely by two massive men was overwhelming, pushing me closer to the edge.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Ricky’s voice was pure sin in my ear. “Being completely stuffed with black cock from both ends?”

“God, yes,” I moaned, my back arching against the balcony railing. “I can barely handle one of you... I can’t imagine two.”

“But you want to try, don’t you?” His laugh was dark, knowing. “That’s what separates the amateurs from the real size queens. The real black cock sluts.”

My fingers moved faster as I imagined it—being completely overwhelmed, used, stretched beyond my limits. “Yes,” I gasped. “I want it. I want to try.”

“Tell me exactly what you want, Chanel,” Ricky demanded. “I want to hear you say it.”

“I want... oh god,” I whimpered as my orgasm approached. “I want two BBCs at once. I want to be stretched and filled completely. I want to be a good black cock slut.”

“That’s my girl,” he growled, and I could hear the satisfaction in his voice. “You’re getting there. Almost a real black cock slut.”

My fingers worked frantically between my legs as I leaned against the balcony railing, my dress hiked up around my waist, the Miami night air kissing my exposed skin. I was so close, teetering right on the edge of release.

“I’m... I’m going to cum,” I gasped into the phone, my voice barely above a whisper.

“Do it,” Ricky commanded. “Cum thinking about two big black cocks filling you up completely.”

The image pushed me over the edge—being sandwiched between two powerful bodies, stretched beyond what I thought possible. My orgasm crashed through me in waves, and I had to bite my lip hard to keep from crying out and waking Garrett. My legs trembled as pleasure coursed through me, and I had to grip the railing with my free hand to keep from collapsing.

“That’s it,” Ricky purred in my ear as I came down from my high, breathing heavily. “You know what, Chanel? Me and my boy Marcus would be happy to make this fantasy a reality. I know he’s dying to get back inside that married white pussy almost as bad as I am…”

I glanced into the apartment where Garrett was sound asleep, completely oblivious to what I was doing on our balcony. A mixture of guilt and electric excitement coursed through my veins as I considered Ricky’s proposition.

“I would love that,” I whispered into the phone, my voice trembling slightly.

There was a pause on the other end, then Ricky’s deep chuckle. “Damn, such a bad white girl, aren’t we?”

“Yes,” I admitted, the confession making my already sensitive body tingle with renewed desire. “When? How would we...”

“Let me handle the details,” Ricky said confidently. “Marcus is in town next weekend for that charity event. I just moved into my new crib. Got a pool and everything…”

I closed my eyes, imagining being sandwiched between their powerful bodies, completely overwhelmed and filled beyond anything I’d ever experienced.

“Friday night?” I suggested, already mentally calculating how to explain my absence to Garrett. He’d been so busy with the DeAndre negotiations that he probably wouldn’t even notice.

“Bet. Friday works,” Ricky confirmed. “I’ll tell Marcus.”

We hung up.

I hung up and slid my phone into my purse, my legs still trembling from the intensity of my orgasm. The Miami skyline glittered before me, endless lights stretching toward the horizon like fallen stars. I should have felt guilty—and part of me did. I’d just masturbated on our balcony while talking to another man on our anniversary, with my husband asleep just inside.

But that guilt was quickly overshadowed by the electric thrill coursing through my veins. Friday night. Me, Ricky, and Marcus. Two powerful men with bodies carved from obsidian, both focused entirely on me. The thought made me shiver despite the warm night air.

I promised Garrett I’d never lie to him. That was our deal when this all started—complete honesty about everything. But as I stared out at the city, the warm breeze caressing my still-sensitive skin, I knew that promise was about to be broken. How could I tell him I was craving this? That while he was building our business empire, all I could think about was being stretched and filled by two massive black cocks at once?

To be continued in Part III


Light Her Fire: An Interracial Hotwife Romance

(BONUS PREVIEW - BUY NOW)

Chapter 1: The Confession

I always knew Ethan had a secret.
Not a big one, mind you. He’s not exactly the type to hide a mistress or a gambling problem. No, Ethan’s the kind of man who’s got spreadsheets for his spreadsheets, who double-checks the locks at night and pays the credit card bill two days early just for the thrill of it.

But today, as I am “cleaning” his home office—translation: looking for something to amuse me before the wine kicks in—I find a little black USB drive tucked under his desk calendar. Nothing scandalous, right? Except my husband is the kind of man who labels everything. This one is just...blank.

Of course, I plug it in. And of course, I’m not prepared for what I find.

Porn.

LOL.

How pathetic. Ethan’s porn stash.

Only…something makes me stop. Something I can’t explain right away.

I have no idea why, but I click into one of the folders and I feel my mouth gape wide open. I almost knock over my wine glass as my pulse quickens and thrums in my chest.

The folder isn’t even named—just a string of numbers and letters, like he can outsmart my curiosity with obfuscation. Nice try, Ethan. Inside: more folders, some just “A,” “B,” “Z,” and one labeled “Fire.” That one brings me up short. I am staring at the word, the tiny flame icon someone must have added, and suddenly I am warm. Actually, I am sweating. I run my finger along the trackpad and click the fire.

There are videos. Dozens. And not the bored, rusty kind of porn you see when you’re killing time on your phone. The women are all…my god. They’re all a little like me: red hair, pale skin, a certain unspoken defiance in the way their mouths curl at the men on the screen. But it’s not the women that glue me.

It’s the men.

All of them Black, and not just in a “diverse casting” way. Towering, carved, handsome. Fucking hung. The first clip I hover on: a woman with wild green eyes and freckles kneeling in front of two of them, her hands trembling not from fear but anticipation.

My thighs are pressed tight under the desk and my skin feels prickly, too alive, as the woman gasps and then opens her mouth to suck one, then the other. Alternating, sharing, ravenous. I watch, transfixed, as she melts into them, as their hands cradle and guide her. Gentle and greedy at once.

I should stop, but I don’t. I should think, What does this mean about Ethan? About me…us?

But mostly I’m thinking, Why am I this wet right now?

Apparently, I don’t care to answer. At least not right now. I still have a few hours before Ethan gets home and I feel my hand creep down between my legs as my eyes widen and stay fixed on the erotic scene before me.

The reckless little demon in my head cackles as I slide a finger into my panties. I don’t take my eyes off the screen, but I let my mind wander a little. I wonder how long this folder has been here, how many times Ethan has crept to his office late at night and watched red-haired women be pleased by two...no, sometimes three, sometimes a veritable wall of perfectly chocolate skin and rippling muscle. Watching these men split these women open like they were nothing, and the women… most resembling some version of me…begging for more.

My own fingers are slick and moving now, slow circles and little jabs.I’m suddenly irrationally angry at Ethan for hiding this from me, for not inviting me into this dark, sticky corner of his brain.

For years he’s played the safe, beige husband. The one who prefers missionary and dim lighting and, god help us, pillow talk about 401(k)s, but here he is, hoarding a hunger for something raw and enormous. For something other than me. Or maybe for something only I could ever give him, if I only knew how to read the signals.

My orgasm is sudden and violent and I bite the inside of my cheek so hard I taste copper. I slap the laptop shut, cast the USB drive onto the desk, and sit there with my thighs quivering and a wet patch seeping cool and tacky beneath the cotton of my panties.

The hum of shame mixed with satisfaction lingers in the air. I am still catching my breath when I hear the garage door begin its slow, grinding ascent.

Ethan, home early.

Shit.

I scramble to my feet, adrenaline coursing through my veins, and wipe my hands on my jeans as if I have just eaten something messy, as if the proof of my little sin is smeared between the cracks of my knuckles.

And it is.

I almost laugh—almost—because what else is there to do? I stare at the drive spun halfway off the desk and contemplate sliding it back under the calendar, pretending none of this ever happened, but the notion is so craven it repulses me.

I won’t be that girl. Not anymore.

Instead, I close the now-dormant laptop, and sweep up the USB, palming it like a lucky coin.

Ethan’s footsteps pad up the hall; the well-rehearsed routine, the brushing of his shoes on the slate tile, the slight impatient shuffle right before he opens the door. It’s all so Ethan, so guileless and suburban, I almost want to scream.

He appears, briefcase dangling from two fingers, glasses halfway down his nose. He’s already talking as he shoulders through, voice bright and oblivious: “Hey, Savannah, you won’t believe what the new guy—oh.”

He stops. Looks at me, unblinking, zeros in with those tired blue eyes.

I wonder, in that millisecond, if I have moaned so loudly he heard it from the driveway, or if he’s just startled by the fact that I’m in his sacred space.

Maybe it’s the wine glass, still with a red thumbprint on the rim.

Maybe I’m just flushed, post-orgasmic and transparently alive for the first time in weeks.

Or maybe, just maybe, he can read it all. Every last detail of what just happened — because it’s written all over my face.


Chapter 2: Curiosity Burns

Before I know it, it’s time for bed and I still haven’t confronted him. I’m totally going to, I just want to make sure the timing is right. And I have a plan. A devious little plan I hatched over dinner and a few more glasses of wine.

I’m going to fuck Ethan tonight.

I know how that sounds. He’s my husband, right? Who cares? We do it all the time. Well, that’s not true. Maybe once a month. Or less at this point.

No, tonight is different.

I’m going to fuck him and his mind.

When the moment is right, well…you’ll see.

I watch him get ready to go to sleep with a curious and devious indifference.

I can’t see them, but I’m sure there’s a devilish sparkle in my eyes right now.

I shimmy out of my jeans and throw one of his old university t-shirts over my shoulders, letting it hang long enough to brush the bare skin at the tops of my thighs. He’s always loved that shirt on me, which says something, since it’s faded and has a mysterious rust-colored stain above the C in “Cornhuskers.”

I sidle up behind him, wrap my arms around his waist. He almost chokes on toothpaste, but his eyes catch mine in the mirror, and I see the flicker of panic, then the careful modulation of his features into confusion, then mild pleasure. I drag my fingers under his shirt, up the faint ladder of his ribs.

I reach down into his waistband and grab a handful of his cock.

“Come to bed,” I whisper in his ear before moving my hand quickly off his cock and grabbing him by the hand.

He still tastes a little like toothpaste when I kiss him, but I bite his lower lip and slide my palm up his chest until I feel his heart pattering. It’s like a small, caged thing that’s trying so hard to keep secrets.

I don’t give him time to process, just pull him by the belt loops into the bedroom and push him onto the bed.

He lies there awkwardly for a second, like he’s been invited to a party but isn’t sure if he’s allowed to dance. I yank off my t-shirt, pop my bra with the back-of-the-neck ninja trick, drop both on the floor. His eyes go wide.

I straddle him, pinning his arms down at the wrists, and let myself settle heavy on his hips. His cock, already halfway hard, presses against my bare heat. I grind down, slow at first, then enough to make him arch his back and try to roll me underneath, but I tighten my thighs and whisper, “No. Stay.”

He’s breathing through his nose, still so eager to please, but confused at the lack of roadmap. This isn’t how we usually do things. It’s not how our little dance number usually goes.

I lean down close enough to taste the stubble on his chin.

"How bad do you want me right now?" I ask, voice barely above a growl. It comes out a little more dangerous than intended.

"Jesus, Savannah," he breathes, and his cock jerks against me. “Like, so bad.”

For all his control-freak tendencies, it's the rare moments I break script that make him wild.

I rock against him, sliding my cunt the length of his cock, then pull away, sitting up so he can see every inch of me. For once I want him to know what it feels like to be halfway starved.

"Take your shirt off," I say, and it comes out clipped, almost like an order. He hesitates, looking up at me with an odd, speculative glint in his eyes, but he peels off the t-shirt and tosses it aside. His torso is pale, scattered freckles and the faintest outline of abs. He looks good for thirty-two and the knowledge nearly makes me smile.

I rake my hands over his chest, down the treasure trail, and then sit back and just watch his cock. It’s fully hard now, straining against thin gray boxer briefs.

I want to tell him to fuck me. I want to demand it. I want to split myself open and let all the pent-up something pour out but I don’t say anything. I make him wait.

Instead, I drag my nails lightly up the V beneath his navel, teasing the waistband lower with each pass without ever committing to the reveal. I want him leaking for it, desperate. I want him needy in a way that makes me the only thing holding the universe together.

It’s a sick little thrill, watching my husband squirm. This man who never once in twelve years of marriage has shown a crack in his armor. Except now, he’s helpless and twitching beneath me, and I can do whatever I want.

I slip my hand beneath the fabric and grip his cock fully, feeling it pulse hot and curious in my palm. His breath hitches. He bites his lip and tries to keep his hips from bucking, but I see the tension ripple through his abdomen.

“Savannah,” he says, all gravel and nerves. There’s so much packed into the syllables. There’s lust, need, and that little streak of bewilderment he can’t seem to shake. Maybe also a bit of fear.

And it drives me absolutely wild to see him like this.

I put my finger to my lips and shake my head. “Shhhh,” I say. “Don’t ruin it.”

He nods, biting down harder.

“You know,” I say, and my voice is liquid velvet, “I found something interesting today.”

I begin to squeeze and pump and jerk his cock while I talk.

"Do you want to know what it was?" I croon, milking his cock so slow it aches. "Or should I keep you guessing a little longer?"

He tries for bravado, just like he always does, but the way he’s shivering tells me I've got him strung up like a marionette.

"Depends," he manages with a tight smile, and the syllables are rigid, strained. "Is it work-related?"

I give him a look. He's trying to be funny, to drag us both back into safe harbor. It's a valiant effort, but we’re already in open water.

"It’s about you," I say. My hand stills, just gripping him, hard, enough to make his breath shudder out. "Or maybe us."

I lean forward again, hair falling over my shoulders, tickling his chest. I press my lips to his ear so close he's probably counting the brush of every word: "I found your porn stash."

He freezes.

I almost laugh, but it isn’t funny at all; it's exhilarating. All those years of vanilla missionary, all those times we faked surprise at what the other wanted in bed. The way he freezes now, like prey, makes me want to bite him.

Hard.

I keep going, relentless, my thumb rolling over the slick head of his cock, as I purr low, "Do you want to guess what I watched, Ethan?”

He swallows so hard I hear it. His eyes won’t meet mine. But his hips twitch upward, seeking friction, and his fists clench the comforter.

I resist the urge to gloat. I’m not here to shame him, exactly; I’m here to see how far down the staircase he’ll follow me. I never knew I wanted to play this game until I realized how much he wanted it, too.

“You like watching girls that look like me, getting wrecked by men nothing like you.” I whisper it into his mouth just as I straddle him harder, slicking myself along the hard line of his cock.

I hear him gulp and almost whimper at my words.

“What?” he whispers, “No, it’s not what you think —”

I grind down harder on him, not letting up for a second.

“Oh, Ethan,” I say, making a mock pouty face and biting my lip. “It’s not? Then what is it then? Why don’t you explain it to me?”

His face is hot and shiny with shame, but his cock is throbbing in my hand, eager and more alive than I’ve seen it in months. I curl my fingers around the base and stroke him slow, daring him to contradict me.

He’s tongue-tied, which isn’t like him. Normally he masks discomfort with a snort of laughter, a reroute into a safer topic. But now I can almost see the conflict buzzing beneath his skin, some enzyme breaking down the outer Ethan to make room for whatever pulsing animal is thrashing inside. I let him writhe under the weight of it, heart pounding so loud I can feel it in my own chest, too.

“That’s what gets you off, isn’t it?” I whisper, soft enough to make him lean in, desperate not to miss a syllable. “Watching married, white women get destroyed by big, black cocks?”

The word lands heavy, obscene, and the way his eyelashes flutter is all the answer I need.

He doesn’t say yes. He doesn’t need to. I can feel the confession in the twitch of his cock against my knuckles, in the ragged stumble of his next breath.

“Savannah,” he pants, and I hear the plea inside it, the barely-voiced prayer for permission or forgiveness, or maybe punishment.

My pussy is blazing hot and wet and my thighs are sticky already, every nerve lit up and hungry. I can’t stop thinking about the girls in those videos. How they submitted, how they begged, how they were ruined for hours after, bodies limp and entwined in a tangle of damp sheets, how the look on their faces was always equal parts shame and rapture. How there was something monstrous and pure in the surrender of it.

I spit on my hand and stroke Ethan harder. He lets out a low, broken sound I’m not sure I’ve ever heard from him, and it reminds me of the animal inside my own chest. I slide down him, my hair hiding my face so he can’t read my intent, and pull his cock free. Lick a wet stripe up the head, swirl it in my mouth, and watch his eyes go bleak and wild at the same time.

I lick, and suck, almost sloppy, not the careful, gentle wifely head I usually give but something hungry and mean. I want to see him break. I want him to admit it, to shatter the beige lie of our sex life, maybe even of our whole marriage.

Finally, I pull my mouth off and look him directly in the eyes, still gripping his cock hard.

“Do you ever think about me?” I ask, grinding again, spreading myself slick around him but stopping just before the head can catch. I want to see the fight behind his eyes. “Do you want me to do what those girls do?” I can barely believe the words are mine, but the honesty tastes almost as good as the wine.

For a moment he’s silent, blinking up at me, bleeding nervousness and raw wanting. Then, a small, choked admission: “Yeah. I always think about you. Always you.”

My heart skips, fluttering against my ribs. I hop on top of him and straddle him.

I slide down the length of his cock until the tip is nudging at my entrance. I hold there, pinning his hips down. I want to hear him say it. To tell me, explicitly and directly, what he wants.

“Tell me,” I command, but my voice comes out raw, almost desperate. I want him to fucking own it. I don’t want a man who hides. I want a man who tells the truth, even if it kills him inside.

He hesitates. His face is a storm—shame, arousal, a little terror. Finally, he rasps out, “Yes. I want it. I want you to be like them.”

Like them. It knocks the air out of me, but not in a way I hate.

I rock my hips again, letting the head of his cock slide barely inside, feeling how he twitches, seesaws between control and surrender. “Say it,” I whisper.

He grabs my wrist—tight, but not enough to hurt. Just enough that I can feel his pulse thumping through. “I want to see you,” he says, voice tight as a garrote. “Like that. With a real man. I want to watch you get ruined, Savannah. For real.”

“Get ruined by what?” I growl. I want specifics. I want to hear him say it. Need to hear him say it.

He pauses and gulps and I can see the indecision.

So I do it for him. I feel my lips curl into a wicked smile.

“You want to see me get ruined by a big, black cock?”

Hearing the words on my own lips sends a twisted thrill down my spine. My entire body breaks out in gooseflesh.

Just saying those words, big, black cock, turns me on unlike anything ever has before.

I bite my lip and smile again as a wicked thought occurs to me.

He doesn’t just want to see me with one…he wants…

“Maybe two big, black cocks? Isn’t that right, Ethan? Isn’t that what really turns you on?”

He gulps and nods.

“Yes. Fuck yes…”

His whisper is almost a hiss and I feel like I could cum right then and there.

There it is. The secret. Out and alive and feral between us.

I let him in, a slow, deliberate slide down his cock, then grip his face in both hands.

“That’s what you want?” I drive him deeper with those words, squeezing my thighs against his ribs so tight I feel his heartbeat stutter.

His eyes flash panic, but there’s no going back now. This is a full confession, both of us wild and open.

“Yes,” he says again, louder, shame cracked open and pouring out.

“God, Ethan,” I whisper and ride him in slow, deep strokes, like I already have a third audience in the room.

Every movement is wanton, every thrust a dare. I fuck him the way I saw the women in his videos fuck: proud, needy, unashamed. He’s losing it beneath me.

His hands scramble up my back, his mouth finds my nipple and fastens on, tongue frantic.

I’m shaking. Literally vibrating on top of him, thighs burning, holding back the violence of what I want to unleash because once I go, there’s no stuffing this thing back in a box. He’s sucking my nipple so hard the skin aches, and I arch into him, clawing at the back of his neck. I want the pain. Need it, even, to drown the blunt force of what’s happening between us.

I ride him until my ass is smacking his thighs, until he can barely keep hold of my hips. He tries to hold back, like he always does, tries to let me go first. I disobey the script and slap his cheek. Just a quick sting, the kind that says, Pay attention. His eyes reel, then focus hard on mine.

“Don’t hold back,” I say, and it’s a fucking order. “Come for me, Ethan. Fill me up.”

He does it, nearly sobbing, his cock throbbing inside me, pulsing white-hot.

I grind down and rub my clit against his pubic bone and I’m right there too. We’re both shuddering, clawing at each other, not making love but taking it, all teeth and sweat and ugly, beautiful desperation.

He collapses, panting, eyes wide and unseeing, and I collapse too, breathing in sharp tides, sweat pooling in the space between us as if we’ve just battled, not loved.

We lie there, bodies knotted, the pitiful aftershocks wracking us both. I can feel his cum leaking out, sliding slick down my thighs, and for a moment I just bask in the filthy satisfaction of what we’ve done.

He’s trembling when he wraps his arms around me. Not from cold, but the kind of tremor that happens after the release of something enormous, something coiled and mean that’s been hiding for years. I burrow in, press my face to his chest and lick the taste of salt and regret from his skin.

After, in the calm, we lie side by side, shoulder to hip, staring at the nothing on the ceiling, and breathing ragged little echoes of our former selves.

Neither of us says a word and before I know it, we’re asleep.

All night long, I dream of my pussy getting wrecked by big, black cocks while Ethan watches and cheers me on.

When I wake up the next morning, I’m soaking wet. My pussy throbs and aches.

I realize there’s no going back. We’ve awoken a hunger that simply must be satisfied.
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Chapter 1

It’s our third night in the new house and we’re nowhere close to being unpacked. The house is a sea of boxes and containers in various states of unpackedness.

Claire’s out picking up Thai from the little place on Main that she wouldn’t stop talking about during the entire escrow process.

“It’s not just good, it’s great,” she said, slipping her arms around my neck that first night we came to see the house. “Like really great.”

So now she’s off picking up food while I’m ankle-deep in packing paper and cardboard flaps. Boxes everywhere. The living room looks like an abandoned Amazon warehouse.

I don’t mind it. The silence. The weight of the house settling around me. New walls. Old town. But not just any town. Claire's town.

She grew up here. Went to college here. Made memories here.

We’d talked about this move for years, always in abstract, non-committal terms.

But I knew it was something she really wanted.

“Someday, maybe,” she’d say. A wistful kind of longing in her voice.

Unfortunately, the circumstances that brought us here were less than ideal.

Her mom got sick. And we hastily decided it was time.

But before we could even make settlement, she was gone.

It was that quick.

And it was too late to change plans so…just like that, we were moving to Middleton.

Claire calls it fate.

I call it timing.

Same thing, depending on the day.

But something's been just a little different since we moved back. A subtle shift. But that’s to be expected I guess, right?

I’m opening a box labeled OFFICE–MISC.

Not my handwriting, which is probably why I assume it’s Claire’s. But inside I find a confusing and messy mix of a cables, an old, dusty keyboard, and tattered books.

My hand comes to rest on a cracked, leather-bound notebook near the bottom.

Funny, I didn’t even realize I’d begun rummaging.

I pull it out.

It’s heavier than it looks. Worn in a beautiful, careful kind of way. Like it’s been handled and paged through thousands of times. Loved in an obsessive kind of way. The edges are soft. There’s no label. No name.

I flip it open.

It’s an old journal. Every page seemingly filled with a carefully scrawled entry.

Ordinarily, I would never do something like this. Reading a journal that isn’t mine? Not my jam.

But before I know what’s happening, I’m too far gone. I can’t put it down.

The handwriting is tight, elegant. Slanted in a way that makes it feel like it was meant to stay secret. Only to be viewed from a certain angle and in just the right light by just the right person.

And the words?

They’re definitely not mine. Not even close. If there was any doubt left in my mind, it’s gone now.

This isn’t a forgotten journal of mine or some old school notebook.

This belongs to her.

To Claire.

And it is absolutely filthy.

In every kind of way.

It’s erotic and playful.

Flirty.

But it’s also raw.

Visceral.

Explicit.

Kinky.

Dirty.

Sexy.

Before I’m even totally comprehending the words, my pulse is pounding in my ears as my heart rate skyrockets.

I blink. Go back. Reread.

It seems most every entry is written to someone named Julian.

And the more I read, the less I recognize the writer as my wife.

Dear Julian,

I’m still sore from last night…in the best way possible. I cannot believe we did that. Then again, I can’t believe we’ve done any of this. Can you?

I never thought I'd enjoy being taken like that – no date, no foreplay, no build up…just fucking taken – until you showed me just how hot it could be to do exactly that.

You remember that first time in your office? When I came to office hours with a question and after you answered, well…you bent me over the desk and punished me?

Crazy how fast you made me go from a good girl to something else entirely...an insatiable slut :).

But then maybe that's what I've always been: wild. Slutty. Insatiable. Something only you bring out of me.

One thing is FOR SURE. I know it’s true what they say. Once you go…

Just as I turn the page, I hear the garage door opening.

Claire's home.

I shut the journal. Heart pounding. I slide it behind a row of books on the lower shelf of the study.

Claire comes in carrying two bags. She kicks the door closed with her foot, and through a wide smile, I see she’s wearing a fresh coat of lipstick.

“Baby!” she calls from the kitchen. “Need some help?”

I’m still in some kind of stupor. Like I’ve just binge-watched a dozen episodes of a show too crazy to process.

“Dan?” she repeats, head poking around the corner. Her eyebrows do this cute little dance that only happens when she's genuinely confused. “Did you hear me?”

“Yeah,” I manage, shaking off the haze. “Just trying to find my way out of these boxes.”

I navigate my way through the mess, head still swirling…not wanting to believe the revelations of my recent discovery.

“I got all your favorites,” she says as I reach her, unloading cartons and containers onto the counter with a flourish. “Panang curry, extra spicy…pad thai…”

She runs through our order but I don’t hear what she’s saying. She gives me a quick kiss on the cheek.

As far as she’s concerned, nothing major between us has changed since she left to pick up takeout and came back.

As far as I’m concerned, everything has.

What to do?

“You’re amazing, thanks” I blurt out, trying to keep my voice steady as I say the first banal thing that comes to mind so as to appear totally calm and normal.

“I know,” she grins, tilting her head to the side. “How’s the unpacking going?”

“Uh, good. Just unpacking some things in the study. Books and whatnot.”

She nods absently as she cracks open cartons and fills plates with fragrant heaps of chicken and noodles.

For a moment, I wonder if I should just get it over with – mention the journal. Get it all out in the open and move on.

But then I picture those words again, Claire’s elegant handwriting such dirty, filthy words across the page. Line after line of wanton filth. All written to some guy named Julian.

And I don’t even know where to start.

“Smells incredible,” I say instead, my stomach churning with something other than hunger.

“Told you! It’s like really great…” She hands me a plate, her eyes sparkling with a playful triumph. “I’ve missed this place.”

We settle into a makeshift dining area on the floor, surrounded by chaos and the scent of lemongrass and chili, and eat on upturned boxes.

Claire tucks her legs beneath her, looking cozy and comfortable.

She’s exactly where she wants to be. We’re exactly where we want to be, or so I thought, and for a little while, I forget all about the journal.

“So,” she says between bites, “uncover anything good while I was gone? Gosh, we have so much stuff…” There’s an innocent curiosity in her voice as she looks around the disheveled house.

My heart stops for a moment and I almost choke.

I fight back coughs and take a large sip of water.

“Huh? What?”

“Jeez, Dan? Are you ok honey?”

“Yeah, yeah fine, just uhh, down the wrong pipe.”

Claire sighs relief.

“Good. No, I was just asking if you uncovered anything good while I was gone. Anything we forgot about or any hidden treasures maybe?”

“Ahh, nope. Not really.” I shovel another forkful of pad thai into my mouth even though I’ve only just recovered my wind. “Nothing too crazy.”

She frowns, slightly disappointed. Then shrugs and goes back to eating.

The silence stretches out like the miles we crossed to get here. I glance toward the study, and suddenly the journal pops back into my head and lodges itself there for good.

I stare at the bookcase, imagining that journal and the books I stashed it beneath. I can almost feel it pulsing. Like it has its own heartbeat, one that syncs up with mine every time I think about those entries.

I realize with mild horror and morbid curiosity that I can’t wait to find time later to steal away and read it again.


Chapter 2

After dinner, Claire heads upstairs and slips into the shower, and I quietly but quickly slip into the study.

Finally.

I lock the door behind me and pull the journal from its hiding place. I clutch it like a stolen treasure.

I sit down and hold it in my lap for a moment. Should I really be doing this?

But the question doesn’t linger for long and it goes unanswered.

My hand trembles as I grip the cover and open to a random entry.

I’m hungry to learn more.

To see what else this artifact from my wife’s past will reveal to me…

Dear Julian,

I had a dream about you last night. It was so real, I’m surprised I didn’t wake up in your bed. You were doing that thing to me – you know the one ;).

It felt like every nerve ending was lit on fire and the only words I could get out were oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck.

Even in my dreams, you ruin me. But it’s never enough...I always want more.

All I can think about is Friday. Do you have any idea what I’ll wear? Or not wear? We both know how much you like…

I turn the page and thumb through to another entry.

Julian,

I’m lying in bed right now, spent and sore in the most delicious way from the pounding you just gave me. I could barely walk straight on my way home.

I don’t know how to explain it, but the more you wreck me, the more I want it. The more I want you.

All day, I think about being filled, stretched, and ruined by you.

What is it about that big cock of yours? It’s all I can do to keep my panties dry in class.

God, I’m such a mess.

But you love it, don’t you? That’s why you crammed me into that tiny coat closet by the lecture hall.

That’s why you made me feel every inch of you while people came and went down the hall.

You knew they might hear us, well…hear me, if they got too close.

But you wanted them to hear what a dirty whore I was for you, didn’t you? It was so crazy wrong and so stupid hot.

You make me someone else…

A thought occurs to me…the first entry I read just before dinner. I thumb my way backward through the book. Ah, here it is:

But then maybe that's what I've always been: wild. Slutty. Insatiable. Something only you bring out of me.

One thing is FOR SURE. I know it’s true what they say. Once you go BLACK, you NEVER GO BACK…
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Chapter 1

“Get ready to have the best snowed-in weekend ever!” I called in through the foyer and up the stairs, my voice echoing off the hardwood.

It was just after 4:00 PM on Friday and it had finally started to snow and it wasn’t supposed to stop until Sunday afternoon. They were calling for two to three feet of snow in what was being billed as the Biggest Blizzard Since ‘78.

But I was skeptical.

They always seemed to get these things wrong, especially when it was supposed to snow a shit ton.

We were more likely to get several feet of snow when they only called for a dusting and vice versa.

But we didn’t have any plans and I figured what the heck? Lean into it right?

So, I went out and grabbed up all the supplies we’d need to make it through the long, white weekend ahead. Namely, lots of unhealthy snacks and plenty of booze.

Thanks to a downed tree during last summer’s unstoppable run of nasty thunderstorms, we were more than taken care of in the firewood department.

And I’m sure you know exactly what snow plus snacks plus booze plus fire equals, right?

If you guessed a romantic, snowed-in weekend with my wife in which we did nothing but explore each other’s bodies and make intense, passionate love with one another for hours on end, well ding, ding, ding!

You’d be exactly correct, well...sort of anyway.

“What?” Monica called down from upstairs. “Hello? Luke, is that you?”

She appeared at the bannister overlooking the foyer and peered down at me.

“Hi honey, what did you say?” she asked with a smile. She was wearing a sports bra and yoga pants and still, even after all these years her insane figure made me drool. She had her brunette hair up in a ponytail and I could see little beads of sweat dripping down her tight tummy.

I smiled up at her, “I said, get ready to have the best snowed-in weekend ever!”

“Oh, I am so ready. Thank you so much for going out to get everything,” she ran down the stairs and wrapped her arms around me and gave me a wet smooch on the lips.

“Eww, gross you’re all sweaty,” I said, teasing her.

She let go of me and inspected my haul from the grocery store. I could tell she was already eyeing up the wine.

“Why don’t you head upstairs and take a nice, hot shower and I’ll open us a bottle of wine and get a fire going?”

“Sounds like heaven to me,” she said and gave me a quick peck on the cheek before prancing back up the stairs.

I went outside to our woodshed and grabbed enough wood to last us through the night and probably the next day. I’d guess we were already at about an inch or two of accumulation at that point and it was snowing pretty hard.

On my way back through the yard and up onto our deck, I paused and looked at our seldom-used hot tub and shook my head. What a waste of money that had been.

Once I had the wood safely inside, I took off my coat and gloves and got two wine glasses from the cabinet and placed them on the counter in the kitchen. Then I opened a bottle of red wine and placed it between the glasses to let it breathe while I got the fire going.

The wood was nice and seasoned at that point so I had no trouble getting the fire started, just some crumpled up paper bags, a little kindling, and a few logs. I struck a match and got the thing going in under a minute.

When I was satisfied with the blaze and that it would keep going strong without me tending to it, I returned to the kitchen and watched the snow for a little while as the sun faded from the gloomy January sky.

I heard the water from the shower shut off upstairs and it broke me from the meditative trance I’d entered as a result of watching the steady, calming snowfall as it covered our yard in a blanket of white crystals.

I turned and picked up the bottle of wine on the counter and poured out two healthy glasses for use to enjoy once Monica came downstairs. I didn’t have to wait long and when she rounded the corner, I almost dropped both glasses on the kitchen floor. And what a mess that would have been, not to mention a shameful waste of good wine.

She was standing in the entrance to the kitchen wearing a see-through, white negligee. Barely hidden underneath was some new lingerie I hadn’t seen before, perhaps she’d been saving it for an occasion such as this one. It was black lace and perfectly accentuated her curves and ample breasts.

“Hi,” I said. It was all I could muster.

“Hi,” she said with a smile. She walked over to me and took one of the glasses from my hand.

She offered a toast.

“To the best snowed-in weekend ever,” she said and we clinked glasses and each took a healthy sip.

We retreated to the living room and the fire was going strong. We sat down on the couch together and drank some more.

The cackling fire cast shadows across the room and the reflection of the flames glistened and shimmered in the windows as it was now approaching nightfall.

There was probably close to six inches on the ground then and neither one of us had any idea what was about to come next.

We were on our third glass of wine and the fire was still roaring. It was turning into a magical night. We hadn’t turned on the TV even once and for what felt like the first time in a long time we were just enjoying each other's company. It was nice to simply just be with one another in that moment with the snow outside and the fire bright.

“My god, you are so beautiful,” I said as I placed my nearly-empty glass carefully down on the coffee table.

Monica smiled at me and I leaned in to kiss her. I stopped and brushed a stray piece of hair away from her face before I did. Her lips were wet and warm as I placed my hand gently on the side of her face and pulled her closer to me.

I could feel myself getting hard as her tongue lapped at mine and the pace of her breath quickened as she laid back on the couch, pulling me down with her so that I was now on top of her trembling body.

She placed her hand in my waistband and held it there for a moment before reaching in fully and grabbing a handful of my cock.

“My, my somebody is happy to see me,” she said, nibbling on my bottom lip.

“You have no idea,” I said and began to remove my shirt.

I’d gotten it halfway over my head when a deep thudding and pounding came from the foyer. My heart nearly leapt into my throat and my arms went numb.

I pulled my shirt back down and looked down at Monica.

“What was that?” I whispered.

Thud, thud, POUND.

She shrugged.

“Sounds like someone at the door?”

I looked at my watch and it was well past nine.

“Who the hell could be knocking on our door at this hour? In this weather?”

Thud, thud, POUND.

Monica shrugged again as I dismounted from the couch and straightened myself up. As I walked across the living room and through the foyer I wondered who the hell it could be.

We didn’t have any kids and our relatives were all at least several hours away from us, so thankfully, I thought, I didn’t have to worry about it being some police officer who’d come to deliver some horrible news.

And we didn’t talk to our neighbors much or get involved in the community.

But we did keep a spare car parked on the street and I began to wonder if someone hadn’t skidded out on the slippery snow and maybe side-swiped it or something and was now knocking on our door to apologize and exchange insurance information.

Only it wasn’t that.

It wasn’t anything or anyone I could have ever prepared for.

I opened the door, slightly annoyed and saw a large man in a parka, standing on our front porch with his back to me. He seemed to be looking out into the dark void of the night.

There was a small carry-on suitcase at his side and a yellow taxi cab was idling in our driveway. The thick plumes of smoke from the exhaust pipe billowed up into the night sky.

I should have recognized him instantly from the hulking build, but I didn’t think I’d ever see him again. Not in this lifetime.

And yet, when he turned around...there he was.

“Hello, Luke,” he said with a grin.

“Matteo,” I said, my voice barely a whisper as all the breath had been knocked out of me just then. I shut the door behind me before I stepped out onto the porch to ask him what the hell he was doing at my house after all these many years.


Chapter 2

“What the hell are you doing here?” I asked, not hiding my shock and disappointment even a lick. I was careful to keep my voice down as I did not want Monica to hear anything that might make her curious enough to come and see what might be wrong. But then I thought of the negligee and her lingerie and thought that she wouldn’t risk coming to the door and showing herself off to some stranger. She would probably sit tight and wait it out. Probably.

“Just hear me out. I need a place to stay for the weekend. I was in town on business and supposed to fly out tonight and everything is cancelled. Then I remembered, I thought I saw somewhere you’d moved to Providence and so I looked you up and well…” Matteo’s voice trailed off mid sentence.

“You couldn’t find a hotel?” my voice was colder than I meant it to be. But he had just interrupted what I was certain was going to be some absolutely wonderful sex between Monica and I and well, Matteo and me had a bit of a history and a nasty falling out but I’ll get to that later.

“Hey look, I understand you probably don’t want me here but everything is sold out. I got nowhere else to go.”

“Why not stay at the airport?” I asked sharply.

He scoffed and probably rightly so.

“They said it’s going to be at least forty-eight hours before they get any planes out of there.”

I didn’t know what to do.

“Come on, please,” his eyes were pleading with me, but I still saw something else - something darling, lurking beneath the surface. “I promise, you won’t even know I’m here. And I’ll be on the first plane out of here whenever it is. Please.”

For some reason, and to this day I don’t know why, I put my hand on the door, opened it and stepped aside. I made a sweeping motion with my hand to usher him inside. Despite having all of our history as a guide, I couldn’t seem to tell him no. Maybe a part of me wanted to go back there, to play with fire like we used to, and see if maybe one more time would help right the wrongs from our past. Maybe that was it, but I can’t be sure.

“Thanks, Luke,” he said with a smile that almost looked like a pained grimace.

Matteo looked back at the taxi idling in the driveway and gave a small wave and a nod and the cabbie backed his way out and was gone.

Matteo crossed the threshold into our home and our lives would never be the same again.
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Other Works by F. Rey Noel

(Complete Works Here)

Coming Clean: An Interracial Hotwife Novella: We need to talk. Those four words bring Mark's world crashing down around him when his wife Blair finally comes clean to him about a massive indiscretion on a recent business trip.

Mark finds himself even more confused and upset when Blair shows no signs of remorse, only pity for him. And what she proposes they do next to fix things between is wilder than anything Mark could have ever imagined.

But despite his intellectual reservations, Mark finds himself curious and intrigued as his baser instincts take over and call the shots.

Will Mark be able to handle watching Blair fulfill her deep, dark desires right in front of him? Or will reality be too much for him to handle?

Hidden Desire - Hannah’s Hotwife Awakening (2-Book Series): Something is off. Oscar can feel it. His wife, Hannah isn't the same and neither is their marriage. She's hiding something, but he can't quite figure out what it is.

When Hannah finally comes clean, will Oscar be able to hand the truth? Is he willing to go along for the ride to save his marriage and keep his wife satisfied?

One Sweet Summer Night: A Hotwife Romance: A shy, conservative couple tries to shake their religious upbringing and the sexual hangups that go along with it.

Joey and Alice have been married three years and have a great marriage. The only thing missing? Passion in the bedroom.

Luckily, one night at a friend's pool party, a tall, dark, and handsome stud gets Alice riled up enough to push the boundaries and explore her wild side. It's everything Joey dreamed it could be and more...but can he handle the heat?

She Wants It Darker: A Hotwife Fantasy Romance: Will a snooping wife's dark discovery about her husband's internet habits be the nail in the coffin for their faltering marriage...or will it be just the kind of spark it needs to reignite their flame? Kendra is fed up with her husband's apathy and evasiveness as their marriage falls apart. As her fears mount, she begins to suspect he's having an affair.

But when she goes looking for evidence of it and finally manages to break into his computer, she's shocked by what she finds. She's even more shocked at how much she likes it.

Will Kendra keep this dirty little secret to herself, or will she tell her husband she's more than willing to give it a try?

Heartbreak Cove: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: Amy and Noah Harrington are all set to take the trip of a lifetime to a super exclusive lifestyle resort on a private island in the middle of the Caribbean with their friends, Claire and Liam. When Noah finds out that their friends have to cancel last minute due to a family emergency, he worries that Amy will get cold feet and back out.

After all the work Noah put into convincing his wife to give this trip a try, he doesn't want to give up his dream now. So, he decides to lie - or rather, not fill her in on the new development. When Amy finds out about his deception, it's too late and they're already en route but she's livid and dying to settle the score once they arrive.

Does Noah's lie of omission come back to haunt him?

Sometimes fantasies should just stay fantasies and the saying, be careful what you wish for is wise advice.

Sharing Annabelle: A Hotwife Vacation Romance: William and Annabelle have escaped the dreadful New England winter (and their annoying families) to spend the holiday season in Playa Del Carmen at a posh, luxury resort on the Caribbean. Their Christmas getaway proves to be just what their marriage needed as they reconnect and rekindle their love in paradise.

But Annabelle has discovered a secret about Will that she's just dying to tell him about. She knows about Will's deepest, darkest fantasies and is surprised to find herself totally game to try them out.

When a tall, dark, and handsome man makes an impression on them at dinner one night and then the following day on the beach, Will and Annabelle find themselves faced with a tough choice. Do they answer the call and put their relationship to the test or do they play it safe and risk regretting it for the rest of their lives?

The SHARED on Vacation Series (10 Books):

These wives only travel for pleasure and their husbands love to watch them play. The SHARED On Vacation series, by F. Rey Noel features the steamiest Hotwife fantasy romance tales set in tropical and exotic locations all over the world.
 

Lana’s List - The Making of a Hotwife Series (Books 1-3):

Can a marriage survive an unsuspecting husband finding a list of his wife's deepest, darkest fantasies and realizing they don't involve him? Can it somehow not only survive but...thrive? 

David and Lana will have to answer this very question after David finds a specific and emphatic list while cleaning the house one morning after his wife's book club that states, in no uncertain terms, one BIG fantasy that Lana can't seem to get out of her head.

And what makes David sick to his stomach is that he knows for sure he can't be the one to fulfill it. But when he confronts her about it, he's surprised at just how much this fantasy of her's turns both of them on as he finds himself inexplicably willing to entertain the idea of actually making it happen for her.

Just how far are they willing to take things and will they get burnt by this scorching, debaucherous fantasy of Lana's? Sometimes fantasies should stay just that and other times they need to be allowed to come to fruition. David and Lana are walking a fine line. Will it make their marriage stronger or end it in one fell swoop?
 

Demi’s Dark Thoughts: An Interracial, Cheating Wife Story:

Demi has had it with her husband. He's never home and hardly notices her. She has unmet needs and a score to settle.

She wants to teach him a lesson and the hot, single guy next door has just the kind of package she's looking for. Her dark desires have been fantasies for far too long. It's time to make them a reality and show her loser husband how a real man takes care of a woman like her.

Told from the wife’s POV.

A Curious Little Hotwife: A Short, Wife-Sharing Story:

Brett and Leah are a curious couple that enjoys the hotwifing lifestyle. When Brett's old college roommate, Jax, informs him he'll be in town, Brett insists he come stay at their place.

Leah has never met Jax before, but she's heard so much about his conquests back in college and his prowess in the bedroom that she can't help but be curious.

She's eager to find out if the stories are true and Brett is more than willing to watch her find out for herself. So, they hatch a little plan and embark on a devious weekend adventure together.

Last Day Blues: A Wife Sharing Romance:

It's the last day of vacation and Jeff and his wife, Reya, have a bad case of the last day blues. They finally got an entire week away from their kids and responsibilities and while they had a good time, they didn't quite get around to exploring each other - physically - as much as they'd hoped.

When they go for one final, sunset walk on the beach, a dark and mysterious stranger named Joss wanders into their lives and just so happens to be staying at the same resort as them. He also just so happens to provide them with the perfect opportunity to get over their case of the last day blues by exploring one of their biggest fantasies.

Will Jeff and Reya take a leap of faith and make up for all the lost time? Or will they keep making the same mistake they've been making all week?
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