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Patrice had been gone for only two days, on a business trip to negotiate a major contract at the other end of the country, and the house already felt too vast, too silent. I needed a tool for some minor fix in the kitchen, and I knew his workshop—that orderly sanctuary of wood and metal in the basement—was bound to have what I needed. The air down there was cool, thick with the comforting scent of sawdust and motor oil. As I methodically searched through one of the sliding metal drawers where he kept his precision instruments, my fingers brushed against something that wasn't mechanical at all. A small, black, anonymous portable hard drive, tucked away at the bottom of a storage box.

"Why would this be stashed in here?" I muttered to myself, my brow furrowing.

It was far too elaborate a hiding spot for mere invoice backups. Immediately, the small voice in my head—the voice of reason and caution—began screaming against the walls of my skull.

"Put that back right now, you fool! What are you doing? Don't look at what's inside—I promise you won't like what you find! Put it back and act like you never saw it, for your own good!"

But moderation had never been my strong suit. I’d always possessed a devouring curiosity that ultimately overrode common sense. I squeezed the plastic casing in my palm, feeling its coldness crawl up my arm, then headed back upstairs to plug it into the living room computer.

In my mind, the script was already written: I was going to find porn. To be honest, I almost hoped that's all it was—just digitized fantasies. The idea that Patrice might actually be cheating on me, with a woman of flesh and bone, hadn't even crossed my mind until that very moment. Yet, as the small disk icon appeared on the screen, my heart began hammering violently against my ribs—a frantic drum echoing all the way up my throat. What if I was wrong? What if my blind trust was just a big joke?

My hands were clammy as I started scrolling through the folders. My eyes swept feverishly over the filenames, searching for the ultimate proof, the incriminating document that would send me straight to a divorce lawyer’s office. My fingers trembled on the mouse. But, folder after folder, the tension finally ebbed away. It was nothing more than a massive stash of porn photos and videos accumulated over the years. A secret collection, sure, but nothing involving a double life or a hidden mistress. It’s not that bad, after all, is it? It’s almost normal.

I felt my lungs loosen, air finally flowing more freely into my chest. Relief made me bold. Now that the specter of infidelity had vanished, I wanted to know. I wanted to understand what made my husband tick when he was alone in front of his screen. I knew some of his leanings—pretty standard stuff that didn't surprise me much, and there they were: famous naked actresses, aesthetic lesbian scenes, perfect bodies. But as I explored further, I hit a directory that immediately grabbed my attention.

The folder was simply marked Domination.

Opening the files, a whole new world appeared on the monitor. The aesthetic shifted radically. The images showed women with pitiless gazes, strapped into gleaming black leather, perched on sky-high heels that looked like they could pierce the floorboards. They didn't just pose; they ruled. They ordered the men at their feet to fulfill their every whim with a natural, icy authority. The contrast with the image I had of Patrice was striking.

I never would have suspected he could be attracted to this kind of power dynamic. Yet, looking back, certain memories began to surface, taking on a new meaning. Patrice had always shown clear pleasure when I took the reins in bed—when I dictated the rhythm and told him exactly what I wanted. But I had never gone as far as what I was seeing here, in these dark, explicit videos.

Was this what he really wanted from me, deep down? Did he truly want me to cross that line and become this dominant woman? If that was his deepest desire, I wasn't even sure I had the stomach for such a role—the necessary coldness—but the idea was taking root. I suppose I’d be willing to try the experience, to play the game if it truly made him happy. Who knows? Once I got a taste for it, I might even find I enjoyed it.

I kept scrolling through the icons, my index finger clicking the mouse nervously, exploring this architecture of buried desires. The next folder had an explicit name: Interracial. I stayed frozen for a moment, the cursor hovering over the title, my mind racing.

"So, my dear husband likes Black women, does he?" I whispered to myself, a hesitant smile flickering on my lips. "You certainly hide your game well, Patrice."

At its core, the idea didn't bother me in the slightest. It was almost reassuring to find a common ground with my own secret gardens. Because I had my little fantasies too—the kind you never share, even after years of marriage. Sometimes I’d feel my stomach knot and a familiar heat wash over me when I saw a charismatic Black man on TV or the big screen. It was a dull vibration, an electric thrill I guarded jealously. Once or twice, I’d even been bold enough to summon those images while Patrice was on top of me. Closing my eyes, I’d let a sharp, burning memory take over, using my husband’s rhythm to relive an older, rawer sensation, while he fucked me, completely unaware.

I had never shared that memory. It belonged to another life, long before I wore Patrice’s ring, back when I was still single and hungry for experience. It was a sweltering night in a crowded bar. I had locked eyes with a young Black man—stunningly handsome, with a charisma that seemed to radiate through the entire place. The seduction had been brief, animalistic. He took me back to his place without wasting a second. I could still remember the scent of his skin, the strength of his hands, and, above all, the fact that he was exceptionally well-hung. That one-night stand had been "long" in every sense of the word; we spent the night discovering each other, exhausting our bodies in a succession of intense carnal bouts. I had savored every second of that first and only taste of dark meat, a sensual discovery that had left me branded for life. I never tried to see him again, preferring to keep that night as an untarnished jewel in my memory—a memory that still made me smile like a fool whenever I dove back into it.

I snapped back to the reality of the silent room, my eyes fixed on the monitor casting its bluish light over my face. Curious to see the kind of ebony beauties Patrice fantasized about, I double-clicked the folder. But as I scrolled through the first few rows of thumbnails, I felt a disconnect. I couldn't find a single Black woman.

What was spread out before my eyes was an avalanche of images featuring Black men possessing White women. And these weren't just suggested trysts; it was raw realism, a systematic exploration of everything the human body can endure and enjoy. I discovered with shock that the folder was organized with almost surgical precision. Subfolders categorized the media: blowjobs, anal, DP, threesomes, and even gangbangs involving several Black men surrounding a single White woman—often one who looked small and fragile compared to their stature. I suddenly realized, seeing the total file size, that this interracial theme was by far the largest in his entire collection. The proportion was overwhelming, and the discovery left me completely stunned, breathless at the sheer scale of the fantasy Patrice had been cultivating in the shadows.

There were still two subfolders I hadn't dared to explore yet, lurking at the bottom of the list like secrets denser than the rest. My cursor hovered over the first one, and I felt a polar chill instantly wash over me when I read the filename. It was written in all caps: SOPHIE.

"What the fuck is this?" I breathed, my voice breaking with confusion. "What has he done?"

A jolt of adrenaline shot through my limbs. Paranoia took over in a fraction of a second. Had Patrice installed hidden cameras in our bedroom? Was he filming me without my knowledge, hoarding images of my nakedness to archive them here in his secret laboratory? My throat tightened, and a wave of nausea hit me as I clicked the icon, dreading to see my own face pop up in the thumbnails.

But it wasn't me.

As I navigated through the gallery, dozens, hundreds of photos and videos scrolled past. It was, once again, White women being taken by Black men in scenes that were increasingly brutal and explicit. It wasn't the same actress in every file, though they all shared a disturbing family resemblance. At first, I was lost. There was no way all these strangers shared my name. This wasn't a catalog of names; it was something else. And suddenly, the truth hit me with the force of a freight train. I scrolled back up the list, eyes wide, scrutinizing every face, every anatomical detail to confirm my intuition.

"It’s me... It’s fucking me, everywhere," I whispered, fascinated despite my disgust.

They all looked like me. The precision was terrifying. They were all blonde, with the same unruly curls or waves that defined my look. They all had a firm, athletic, healthy silhouette. And above all, they all seemed to worship Black cock with an insatiable hunger.

The realization literally floored me, leaving me pinned to my office chair. My husband’s fantasy was no longer a mystery; it was screaming from the screen. Patrice dreamed of seeing me, his wife, getting turned over and fucked by a Black man. It was his true obsession. Given the countless videos centered on ejaculations, it was clear he worshiped the idea of seeing a Black man—or two, or a whole group—unloading their sperm in my mouth. In most of the clips, the girls serving as my doubles seemed
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