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“What if I told you I’ve been fantasizing about watching you fuck another man?” Thomas blurted out, his voice trembling slightly as the words left his lips. Julia froze, her hand mid-air as she was about to pour herself a glass of wine. The room suddenly felt too quiet, the hum of the refrigerator in the background amplifying the tension.

Her eyes widened, and she set the bottle down slowly, the clink of glass against granite echoing in the silence. “Wait... what?” she asked, her voice soft but edged with disbelief. She stared at him, searching his face for some sign that this was a joke. But Thomas’s expression was earnest, his cheeks flushed with a mixture of nerves and something else—excitement?

He took a deep breath, running a hand through his hair. “I’ve been thinking about it for months, Julia. Watching you... with someone else. Seeing you take another man. It’s all I can think about sometimes.” His voice wavered, but there was a ferocity in his tone, a hunger that made her stomach tighten.

Julia’s heart thudded loudly in her chest, her mind racing. She sank into the chair across from him, her fingers fidgeting with the edge of the tablecloth. “Thomas, I... I don’t even know what to say. Are you serious? Is this really something you want?” Her voice was a mix of confusion and curiosity, her thoughts swirling like a storm.

He reached across the table, his hand covering hers. “Yes,” he said firmly. “I know it sounds crazy, but it’s something I need. You’re everything to me, Julia, and seeing you like that... it would be the most fucking erotic thing in the world.”

She blinked, her mind still trying to process his words. “But... why? Why would you want that? Aren’t I enough?” Her voice cracked, and she looked away, her cheeks burning with a mix of embarrassment and something she couldn’t quite name.

Thomas stood up, moving around the table to kneel beside her. He took her face in his hands, forcing her to meet his gaze. “You are more than enough, Julia. This isn’t about you not being enough. It’s about... sharing you. Letting someone else see how fucking perfect you are. Watching you lose yourself in pleasure. It’s about us—together—experiencing something new.”

Her breath faltered as she looked into his eyes, feeling the intensity of his desire. She could see the truth in his words, the raw honesty that made her heart ache and her body stir in ways she hadn’t expected. “I... I don’t know, Thomas. It’s a lot to take in. What if I’m not comfortable with it? What if it changes things between us?”

He stroked her cheek gently, his touch warm and reassuring. “We’ll take it slow. We’ll talk about it, figure out boundaries, and only do what you’re comfortable with. I would never push you into something you didn’t want. But Julia... just think about it. Think about how incredible it could be.”

She shivered, her mind already starting to wander down that forbidden path. The idea was terrifying yet thrilling, and she couldn’t deny the spark of curiosity that had been ignited. As she sat there, her thoughts raced with fleeting images—sensual, hazy, and intoxicating. What would it feel like to have another man’s hands on her, exploring her body, making her moan? And Thomas... watching her every move, his eyes dark with desire? She could almost feel the weight of his gaze, the heat of it sending a flush through her skin. “Okay,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper. “I’ll think about it.”

Thomas’s grin widened, and he leaned in to kiss her again, deeper this time, his tongue brushing against hers. The kiss was slow but insistent, his lips claiming hers with a hunger that made her pulse quicken. When he pulled away, her breath was ragged, her body tingling from his touch. She could see the raw desire in his eyes, the way they gleamed with anticipation. “Good,” he said, his voice low and husky. “Because I can’t fucking wait to see what you decide.” 

Julia felt a shiver run down her spine, her heart pounding wildly in her chest. She could feel the magnetic pull of his fantasy, the way it tugged at something deep inside her—a part of her that craved exploration, excitement, and danger. Would she be brave enough to let go? To step into this uncharted territory with him? The thought was both exhilarating and unnerving, like standing on the edge of a cliff, unsure whether to step back or leap forward. 

“I just... I need to process this,” she admitted, her voice trembling slightly. “It’s so... different. But I can’t stop thinking about it.” Her hand reached out instinctively, gripping his arm as if to anchor herself. Thomas chuckled softly, the sound deep and warm, and placed his hand over hers.

“Take your time,” he murmured, his thumb brushing over her knuckles. “There’s no rush. I just want you to understand how much this means to me—how much you mean to me. This isn’t about taking anything away from us. It’s about adding something... something we can both enjoy.” 

Julia nodded slowly, her mind still swirling with possibilities. She could feel the weight of his words settling over her like a blanket, both comforting and electrifying. The idea of sharing herself with another man while Thomas watched sent a jolt of heat through her core, stirring something primal she hadn’t known existed. Could she really do it? The question lingered in her mind, taunting her with its uncertainty. But one thing was clear—she was intrigued. Deeply, undeniably intrigued. 

“I’ll think about it,” she repeated, her voice steadier this time as she met his gaze. “I promise.” 

Thomas smiled, his eyes alight with a mixture of love and anticipation. “That’s all I need,” he said softly, leaning in to kiss her once more. His lips lingered on hers, sealing the unspoken promise between them.
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The days following Thomas’ confession passed in a haze of quiet tension between them. Julia found her thoughts straying often to his words, replaying the way his voice had trembled with honesty and desire. She caught herself glancing at him more frequently, studying the lines of his jaw, the way his broad shoulders shifted as he moved around the house. There was something magnetic about the way he had laid himself bare to her, offering up this secret fantasy with a vulnerability that made her heart ache. Yet, it wasn’t just his vulnerability that clung to her thoughts—it was the idea itself. The idea of another man’s hands on her, Thomas watching, encouraging it. It was forbidden, thrilling, and utterly intoxicating.

One evening, as they sat together on the couch, the TV humming softly in the background, Julia broke the silence. “Thomas,” she began, her voice tentative but firm. “I’ve been thinking about what you said. About...your fantasy.”

His head turned sharply toward her, his dark eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that made her stomach flip. “Yeah?” he asked, his voice low, almost cautious.

She nodded, twisting her fingers together in her lap. “I have questions. A lot of them. This isn’t something we can just jump into without talking about it.”

“Of course,” he said immediately, shifting closer to her. His hand reached out, settling over hers, warm and grounding. “Ask me anything.”

She took a deep breath, her mind racing. “What if I don’t like it? What if it changes things between us? I don’t want to ruin what we have.”

Thomas’ thumb traced circles over her knuckles, his touch steady and reassuring. “Julia, I love you. This is about trust—about us. If it doesn’t feel right, we stop. We walk away. But if it does...” He paused, his gaze darkening with something she couldn’t quite place. “If it does, it could be something incredible.”

Her pulse quickened, a shiver of anticipation skittering down her spine. “And you’d really be okay with it? Watching me with someone else?”

He nodded without hesitation. “It’s not about stepping back or being replaced. It’s about sharing you. Seeing you let go, seeing you feel...it would be the hottest thing I could ever imagine.”

The raw honesty in his voice stirred something deep within her. She could feel the heat building low in her belly, a flicker of desire that grew stronger with every word he spoke. “What if...what if I wanted to choose the man?” she asked slowly, testing the waters.

Thomas’ lips curved into a slow smile. “I’d say that’s perfect. You’re in control, Jules. Always.” He leaned in closer, his breath warm against her ear as he whispered, “Tell me. Who do you see yourself with?”

Her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she met his gaze head-on, her voice barely above a whisper. “A black man. I’ve always...wanted to know what it would be like.”

His eyes darkened, a low hum of approval escaping him. “Fuck, Julia,” he murmured, his hand tightening around hers. “That’s so fucking hot. Let’s do it. Go out, find someone, bring him home. I’ll be there every step of the way.”

Her heart pounded in her chest, a mix of nerves and excitement coursing through her veins. “You really mean that?”

“Every word,” he said firmly, his fingers brushing along her cheek. “This is your decision. Your fantasy too, if you want it to be.”

She hesitated for a moment longer, then nodded slowly. “Okay. Let’s try it. Once. If it feels right.”

The smile that spread across Thomas’ face was nothing short of triumphant. He pulled her into his arms, his lips crashing against hers in a kiss that was equal parts desperation and promise. When they finally broke apart, both of them breathless and flushed, Julia felt a surge of boldness she hadn’t known she possessed.

“Let’s go out tonight,” she said suddenly, her voice steady despite the fluttering in her chest.

Thomas raised an eyebrow, his grin widening. “Looking for trouble already?”

She couldn’t help but









































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
BLACK FANTASY

o s

EMBER EVERLY

N Hotwife






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





