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Chapter 1: The Wake-Up Call



I jolted awake in a haze, my mind sluggish as if wading through molasses. Blinking at my watch, I saw it was nearly three in the morning. "Christ," I muttered under my breath, "Lauren’s going to have my head."

Groggy, I hauled myself off Marcus’s couch, the living room silent and dim. I was alone—apparently, the party had fizzled out without anyone bothering to nudge me awake. A flicker of irritation sparked in my chest. I’m Thomas Reed, 35, a Regional Sales Rep for a upscale office supply company. Marcus Tate, our Purchasing Manager, is a charismatic guy, well-liked, and he throws these casual shindigs at his place every few months. Usually, I’m there with my wife, Lauren, but tonight she’d been called into the hospital for an emergency shift.

Disoriented, I stumbled through Marcus’s house, my head still swimming. I’m not the type to crash at parties or lose control with booze—this was an embarrassing fluke. Reaching for my keys on the table, I froze as a loud noise echoed from down the hall. At first, it didn’t register, but then it hit again—a woman’s moan, raw and unmistakable. I stood there, rooted, unsure what to do. The sound of bedsprings creaking followed, paired with more moans. Curiosity tugged at me, but I knew I should leave. I edged toward the door when a sharp cry pierced the air: "Oh! Fuck! Fuck me, Marcus!"

I stopped dead, a mix of shock and amusement washing over me. Marcus? Single, quiet, polite Marcus? This was too bizarre. Worse, the woman’s voice sounded familiar, but my foggy brain couldn’t place it. Against every shred of sense, I crept down the hall, silent as a shadow.

The moans grew louder, more desperate, as I neared the bedroom door. My pulse hammered. It took guts, but I peeked inside—and the sight hit me like a freight train.

Marcus, stark naked, was pounding into a blonde woman from behind. It took a second, but I recognized her—Rachel, married to Daniel, one of our coworkers. She was also tight with Lauren. My stomach twisted for Daniel, but my body betrayed me, stirring at the raw, primal scene. I blinked hard, trying to make sense of it. Marcus, late 40s, ex-athlete, was a big Black guy—unassuming despite his size, handsome in a subtle way, and a damn good colleague. Yet here he was, fucking a coworker’s wife.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away. The contrast of Marcus’s dark, muscled frame against Rachel’s pale, delicate one was hypnotic. Her head was thrown back, lips bitten, eyes shut, stifling moans as her small breasts swayed with each thrust. The wet slap of their bodies filled the room. Then, a phone screen flared in the corner, and my jaw dropped. Daniel was there—naked, stroking himself, watching them. My mind reeled. Between the booze, the hour, and this insanity, I felt unmoored. As I turned to bolt, Marcus shifted Rachel, and his cock slipped free. I thought it was a trick of the light—huge, thick, almost unreal. I averted my gaze, but not before a flicker of terror hit me. Had Marcus seen me? His face had tilted my way as I ducked back. I didn’t check—I scurried out, shutting the door silently behind me.

The drive home was a blur, my thoughts a chaotic mess. How could Daniel just watch? Was it a bet? He’d looked... aroused. I shook my head, the image of Marcus and Rachel burned into my brain. My phone buzzed—five missed calls from Lauren, then a text from Marcus: ‘Would appreciate it if you didn’t tell anyone about that. I’d like to talk on Monday so I can explain.’

"Fuck," I said aloud. Busted. I typed back: ‘You don’t owe me an explanation, I shouldn’t have wandered down the hall, won’t say a word.’

A minute later: ‘It’s important that you don’t, Thomas. I don’t want to hurt Daniel and Rachel’s marriage with gossip—I know you’re a good guy who wouldn’t do that, but I need to make sure. Please give me a few minutes on Monday.’

Fair enough, I thought. I’d spied like some creep. ‘No problem, we’ll talk then. Really sorry about catching that, I was drunk and stupid.’

Marcus replied: ‘No worries, natural curiosity I’m sure—see you Monday.’

I got home minutes later. Lauren was pacing the living room in her nightgown, her curvy silhouette backlit, her brunette hair wild. "What the hell, Thomas! I called you ten times!"

"I’m sorry, babe," I said, scrambling. "I passed out—woke up at 3 a.m. All those late nights at work caught up with me. I’m mortified."

She softened, our trust solid. "You should be! I was worried sick. Pace yourself next time, babe." She hugged me, her warmth grounding me. Lauren’s 31, a stunning ER nurse—5’4”, pale skin, hazel eyes, and a body that turns heads. I felt a surge of lust, fueled by what I’d seen. I kissed her hard, and soon we were naked on the couch, my six inches driving into her as she wrapped her legs around me. My mind flashed to Marcus flirting with her at past parties—and to that massive cock. I came hard, Lauren shuddering with me. Exhausted, I decided to keep Marcus’s secret—for now.


















Chapter 2: The Confession



Monday rolled in, and I drove to work with a knot in my gut, dreading my chat with Marcus. The day buried me in tasks, and by 5 p.m., I’d almost forgotten—until I stepped into his office and shut the door.

Marcus hung up a call, smiling. "Thanks for coming, Thomas."

"Y-Yeah, sure thing," I stammered, nerves flaring.

"Let me cut to it," he said, leaning forward. "What you saw the other night? It’s a regular thing here. A few guys like to share their wives with me. I won’t name others, but you caught me with Daniel and Rachel."

I gaped, floored. He gestured to a chair. "Take a seat. It’s not as wild as it sounds."

I sat, dazed, as he went on. "A few years back, me and a couple got drunk. We ended up in bed. The husband saw how big I am—how much she loved it—and just watched. They kept coming back. Then another guy heard about it, same deal. Now Daniel and Rachel—it was their first time that night." He leaned back, sighing. "That’s it, I guess."

"I... uh, dunno, Marcus," I managed. "That sounds pretty crazy."

He laughed, loud and warm. "Yeah, saying it out loud—it does."

His ease loosened me up. "What do these guys get out of it? What do you?"

"It’s a kink," he said simply. "More common than you’d think. I’m... well-endowed, more than Daniel or the others. The husbands get off on their wives being pleasured." He paused. "At first, it was just sex for me. Now? I love the power—taking a wife while her man watches, making her scream like he can’t. I talk dirty sometimes, tell her I’m better. Drives them wild—Rachel came hard from it."

My jaw must’ve dropped, because he chuckled. "Lighten up, Thomas—it’s just sex."

"I’m not judging," I said quickly. "Just... never heard of this."

"It’s cuckolding," he replied casually. "Huge among married couples. If people split sex from love, it’d be everywhere."

I nodded, still reeling. "I won’t tell anyone, Marcus. It’s not my business."

He stood, shaking my hand. "Good man. Gossip would wreck things here. Thanks." As I turned to go, he added, "Don’t take this wrong—it’s just sex—but if you and Lauren ever got curious, I’d love to take her to bed. She’s gorgeous, and I’m sure she’d love it. You could watch, join—whatever works."

Rage flared—I wanted to deck him—but I held back, remembering years of his decency. "That’s not appropriate," I said, voice tight.

"Say no more," he cut in, sincere. "No offense meant. I just see it differently now. Your marriage could gain from this, but I respect you. Won’t bring it up again."

I nodded, dazed, and left. That night, Lauren and I sipped wine on the couch, a rerun droning. I tried to forget, but couldn’t. Then she grinned, sly. "You won’t believe what Rachel told me."

My spine iced over. "Oh? What?"

"You can’t tell anyone—it’s nuts!" She spilled it—everything I’d seen. Before she got far, I cut in.

"Lauren, I know."

"What? How?"

My face burned. "Leaving Marcus’s, I heard noises. Looked in—saw him with Rachel, Daniel watching."

"You saw it!?"

"Just a second. I bolted after the shock."

"Oh my god..." She gaped. "Did they see you?"

"Yeah, Marcus did. We talked today—he begged me to keep quiet."

She leapt up. "This is insane! What’d he say? Why didn’t you tell me?"

"I was going to," I said. "He told me he’s been with a few wives. Said it’s cuckolding, common. Asked me not to talk."

"Why would they let him?" she pressed.

"Turns them on, I guess."

She shook her head. "Rachel said that too. What else did she say?"

I turned it on her. "What’d she tell you?"

She blushed. "She heard Marcus is... huge. That he does this. From a friend—wouldn’t say who."

"You’ve known him years—what about him?"

"That he’s... massive," she stammered. "Willing to share."

"Did you see it?" she asked.

"Yeah," I admitted. "It’s big."

Her eyes sparkled, worrying me—but thrilling me too. "Wow, she wasn’t lying," she said. "Rachel said her and Daniel were in a rut. Heard about Marcus, got drunk, tried it. She says she’s never cum like that."

"How’s Daniel okay with it?"

"She says he loves it—turns him on to see Marcus... you know, with his ‘huge meat.’" My dick twitched at her words.

"What else?"

"That’s it..." She hesitated.

"Spill it, Lauren."

"She said I should try it," she blurted, then caught herself. "I told her to fuck off—I’m married."

"That bitch!" I snapped. "She’s got nerve suggesting you cheat."

"She didn’t mean behind your back," Lauren soothed. "Said to talk you into watching. That you’d love it."

I laughed bitterly. "Unbelievable."

"It’s wild," she agreed, sipping wine. "Who knew this was happening with our friends?"








Chapter 3: The Spark Ignites


Lauren’s phone buzzed mid-conversation, cutting through the tension. She glanced at it and gasped, "Oh my God!" Her eyes flicked away, then back, wide with shock.

"What?" I leaned in—and nearly keeled over.

It was a photo from Daniel: Marcus and Rachel mid-act. Marcus’s colossal cock was half-buried in her, eight inches still exposed, his heavy balls dangling like a trophy. Rachel’s head was back, eyes shut, lip bitten, clawing the sheets in ecstasy, heels still on. Marcus’s chiseled frame gleamed in the flash. The caption read: ‘Look what you’re missing, girl! Delete this after!’ My dick stiffened instantly.

Lauren stared, biting her lip. She reached for my crotch, smirking. "Oh, you’re hard? Maybe this does excite you."

I choked on my words as she rubbed me, eyes locked on the screen. "God, he’s huge. I’ve never seen a Black dick before—they aren’t all that big, right?" She fumbled my pants open.

"N-No," I stammered. "Marcus is... rare."

She kissed me, stroking me. "I think Rachel’s the lucky one," she whispered. I erupted, cum splattering her hand, the orgasm blinding.

She giggled, wiping it on my shirt. "Busted! You’re into this!"

"No, I just... needed that," I panted.

"Uh-huh, because this got you hot." She grabbed her phone, texting Rachel: ‘That’s so hot! Can’t believe that’s his dick! He’s so big.’ I froze as she hit send.

She peeled off her sweats and
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