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Chapter 1



It was September 2018 when everything changed. My name is Ethan, though my wife, Sophia, had always called me that, and my mother used to call me Eddie. After that weekend, Sophia started calling me Eddie too, a subtle shift that marked the unraveling of our marriage as I knew it.

I was 31 years old, standing 5’9” and weighing 150 pounds. I’d played sports in high school and still hit the gym regularly, but I’ve always been lean, wiry rather than bulky. Sophia, my height but a slender 125 pounds, was a vision of athletic grace. She’d played sports too, her body toned and muscular, a fact that always drew eyes wherever we went. We’d been living together since 2014, married in 2016, and our sex life was solid—enjoyable, if not earth-shattering. By that September, Sophia had undergone breast augmentation, transforming her natural B-cups into striking 34Ds. She was a statuesque blonde, radiating confidence, and when she left for a girls’ trip to Vegas with her sister and two friends, I had no inkling of the storm that was coming.

When Sophia returned, our life tilted. It was November 2018 when the truth hit me like a freight train. She’d flown back to Vegas alone for a single night, a 28-hour absence that felt like an eternity. When she came home, she sat me down and showed me a photograph. It was him—the man she’d met in September. He was tall, powerfully built, his skin a deep ebony, and his nudity in the photo left nothing to the imagination. His cock was enormous, a stark contrast to my own, and the sight of it made my throat tighten. I felt tears prick my eyes, but I held them back.

We talked for two hours that Sunday afternoon, the air heavy with her words. Sophia laid it bare: she’d discovered something in Vegas, a craving she couldn’t ignore. She called it her “love for huge black cock.” The words landed like a slap, but her voice was calm, resolute. She’d gone to a club with her friends that September, and four men had swept them up. They’d swapped partners, again and again, until satisfaction and flight schedules pulled them apart. Her solo trip confirmed it—she needed this, needed them. She loved me, she said, and wanted to stay married, but I would no longer be her only lover.

The weight of her confession settled into my bones. I could leave, start over, or I could stay and accept this new reality. I chose to stay, though I didn’t fully understand what that meant until just before Christmas.

Sophia announced that her Vegas lover, Marcus, was coming for the weekend. I had a choice: book a hotel or sleep in the guest room. Marcus would be in our bed. I agonized for days, my mind spiraling, but in the end, I chose the guest room. The thought of leaving her alone with him in our home was unbearable, but so was the idea of not being there at all.

That Friday evening, Sophia was radiant. She’d spent the day at the salon, her blonde hair gleaming, her nails perfect. She wore a new dress, low-cut and daring, her 34Ds threatening to spill out. When Marcus arrived, I watched from the living room as he pulled her into his arms. His hands, large and commanding, gripped her ass as they kissed, long and deep, like lovers reunited after years apart. I felt like an intruder in my own home. Sophia turned, her face flushed, and introduced me as “Eddie,” her voice casual, as if this were normal. Then they were gone, out for their date.

I tried to distract myself with a movie and bourbon, but the alcohol only dulled the edges. When I heard their car pull up, I shut off the TV and retreated to the guest room, hoping to avoid them. But the walls were thin, and their voices carried—laughter, teasing, the sound of intimacy unfolding. The bedroom door was open, and I realized Sophia didn’t care if I heard. Maybe she wanted me to.

The light in their room flicked off, and soon the sounds began. Marcus was between her legs, his tongue working her. Sophia’s moans were louder than I’d ever heard, her voice rising in sharp, needy gasps. I could picture it vividly—her naked on our bed, knees bent, Marcus’s dark head buried between her thighs. His hands, those large hands I’d noticed when he arrived, were likely on her, spreading her open. She’d always loved when I went down on her, but I’d never elicited the sounds she made now.

I heard her squeal, that unmistakable sound she made when she came. My hand, without conscious thought, had found my cock, and I was hard. The realization shocked me—listening to another man pleasure my wife had me erect. I stroked myself, the bourbon fogging my mind, as Marcus’s fingers and tongue pushed her over the edge. Her hips bucked, her cries filled the house, and I knew she was grinding against his face, chasing every wave of her orgasm.

Then silence, a brief pause. My hand slowed, but the sounds resumed. Marcus had moved up her body, and Sophia cried out as his cock—massive, from what I’d seen in the photo—entered her. I could imagine her pale skin against his dark frame, her hands clutching his ass as he thrust. She was wet, always so wet when fucked, and I knew this was no different. The rhythm of their bodies, his grunts, her moans—it was relentless. I came in my hand, my release spilling over my stomach, but they kept going. Long after I’d finished, Marcus groaned, and Sophia squealed again. He’d made her cum twice, and he’d filled her with his seed.

I fell asleep with my own cum drying on my skin, their sounds echoing in my mind. They fucked again before morning, and I drifted off to the rhythm of their pleasure.

Saturday morning wasn’t as awkward as I’d feared. Marcus was polite, treating me like a roommate rather than Sophia’s husband. Sophia kissed my cheek and asked if I’d make breakfast, as I always did on weekends. But this time, there were three plates. Eggs, bacon, toast, coffee—I served them like a dutiful host. Marcus showered after, and Sophia helped me clear the table. My hands trembled as I washed dishes, and I admitted I’d heard her cum twice. She smiled, unfazed, and said, “Three times last night, Eddie. And once this morning.” My knees nearly buckled.
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