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THE ANNIVERSARY CONFESSION


Phillip's hips slapped against Ariana's ass with a steady rhythm that echoed off the hotel walls. They had been at this for twenty minutes already, his six-inch cock drilling into her from behind while she braced herself against the headboard. The Marriott's expensive sheets were twisted around their ankles. It was their twenty-fifth anniversary, but this wasn't gentle lovemaking. This was something hungrier.

"Tell me about that one guy again," Phillip grunted, gripping her hips tighter. His fingers dug into the flesh of her ass cheeks. "The frat boy. The one with the big cock."

Ariana's breath hitched. She knew this game. They'd been playing it for months now, ever since Phillip discovered how hard it made him to hear about her college years. The years when they were broken up and she had fucked her way through half the campus.

"Which one?" she panted, pushing back against his thrusts. "I fucked a lot of frat boys back then."

"The one from Sigma Chi. With the nine inches. You measured it."

"Oh, him." Ariana smiled, even as her pussy clenched around Phillip's familiar shaft. "Trevor. He was a linebacker. Had hands like dinner plates."

Phillip's pace increased. His balls slapped against her clit with every stroke.

"Tell me how it felt."

Ariana closed her eyes, remembering. Phillip's cock was rubbing her G-spot perfectly from this angle, but her mind was twenty-five years in the past.

"It hurt at first. He wasn't gentle. Just pushed me down on his dorm room bed and pulled my panties off."

"Did you want him to be gentle?"

"Hell no. I wanted to be fucked. I was so angry back then. Angry at you for leaving. Angry at myself."

Phillip's thrusts became harder. The headboard started thumping against the wall.

"Did he make you cum?"

"Three times. His cock was so thick it stretched me open and stayed there, rubbing everything at once. I couldn't stop cumming on it."

Phillip made a sound that was half-moan, half-growl. He pulled his cock all the way out, then slammed it back in so hard Ariana's head jerked forward.

"Fuck," she whispered. "Just like that."

"I need to see it."

Ariana thought she misheard him. Phillip was fucking her so hard now that her tits were swinging wildly beneath her. Her nipples, those big sensitive nipples he loved so much, brushed against the cool sheets with every thrust.

"What?"

"I need to see it happen. Not just hear about it."

The words hung in the air between them, filthy and impossible. Phillip stopped moving completely, his cock buried to the hilt inside her. She could feel it throbbing.

"You're not serious."

Phillip pulled out slowly, inch by inch, until just the head remained inside. Then he slammed back in with a force that made her scream.

"Dead serious. I want to watch you fuck a big dick. A stranger's big dick."

Ariana's mind reeled. This was new. They'd talked about her past, sure. But this was different. This was Phillip saying he wanted to watch another man fuck her. In real life. Not just fantasy.

"Where did this come from?" she managed to ask.

Phillip flipped her over so fast the room spun. He was on top of her in an instant, his cock finding her entrance again. He pushed inside and started pounding her missionary style. His eyes were wild.

"Every time you tell me those stories, I picture it. I picture you getting railed by some huge cock while I watch. And it makes me so fucking hard I can't stand it."

He dropped his head to her chest and sucked one of her nipples into his mouth. Ariana arched her back. Her tits were her weakness, and Phillip knew it. He'd been obsessed with them since high school.

"Look at these perfect tits," he mumbled around her nipple. "Other men see these and want to fuck you. I see them and I want to watch them bounce while a bigger man fucks you."

Ariana wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. The idea was insane. They had two kids. They were pillars of the community. She was a forty-five-year-old mother, not some college slut anymore.

But the thought of it... of being taken by a huge cock while Phillip watched... it made her pussy clench in a way it hadn't in years.

"You're really thinking about this?" she breathed.

Phillip switched to her other nipple, sucking it hard. His hand reached down and started rubbing her clit roughly.

"Thinking about it? Baby, I'm going to make it happen. I want to see your little pussy stretched around something that actually fills you up."

His words were crude. They were nothing like the man she'd married. But they were making her wetter than she'd been in months.

"What if I like it too much?" she teased, grinding her hips against him.

"You'll love it. That's the point. I want you to cum on a cock so big you forget your own name."

Phillip sat up, still fucking her, and grabbed both of her tits in his hands. He squeezed them hard, pinching her nipples between his fingers. Ariana moaned.

"Tell me what you'd do," he demanded. "If I brought a stranger here right now. With a huge cock."

Ariana's imagination ran wild. She pictured it. A faceless man with a body like a god and a cock like a porn star. Phillip sitting in that chair by the window, watching.

"I'd let him do whatever he wanted," she whispered. "I'd be his little fuck toy."

Phillip's cock twitched inside her. He was getting close. She could feel it.

"Would you let him cum inside you?"

"Yes."

"No condom?"

"None."

"Even though you're not on birth control?"

Ariana paused. That was crossing a line. A big one. But Phillip's eyes were begging her to say yes. And the truth was, the thought of being bred by a stranger while her husband watched made her stomach flip with excitement.

"Especially then," she breathed.

Phillip lost it. He started fucking her with a speed and intensity she'd never felt from him. Not in twenty-five years. Not in thousands of fucks. This was something animalistic.

"Fuck yes," he grunted. "That's my girl. That's my perfect slut wife."

The headboard was banging against the wall so hard Ariana knew the people next door could hear. She didn't care. She was getting close too, her orgasm building with every deep stroke.

"Slow down," she whispered, pulling his ear close to her mouth. "Don't cum yet. I want this to last."

Phillip froze, buried balls deep. She could feel his heart hammering against her chest. His breathing was ragged.

"Fuck, babe. I've never been this hard. This is... fuck... this is everything."

Ariana licked his ear slowly, the way she knew drove him crazy. She whispered directly into it.

"You're going to let a stranger fuck your wife's pussy. You're going to watch him stretch me open and cum inside me. And then you're going to eat it out of me."

Phillip's whole body shook. He pulled out all the way, his cock glistening with her juices, then slammed back in so hard she saw stars.

"Yes. Fuck yes. That's exactly what I'm going to do."

Ariana was so close now. She could feel her orgasm right there, just out of reach.

"Tell me more," Phillip demanded. "Tell me about the biggest cock you ever had."

Ariana thought back to college. There had been so many. But one stood out.

"There was this guy. Marcus. He was black. Not just big, but thick. Like a soda can."

Phillip's eyes glazed over. He was fucking her with short, hard strokes now, his cockhead rubbing her G-spot perfectly.

"Did you cum on it?"

"So many times I lost count. He fucked me for hours. I couldn't walk the next day. My pussy was sore for a week."

"That's what I want for you," Phillip groaned. "I want you so sore you can't sit down. I want you to feel empty when I'm inside you."

He pulled out suddenly and dove between her legs. His mouth found her pussy and he started eating her like a man possessed. Ariana spread her legs wide, giving him access to everything.

"Fuck, baby," she moaned. "Eat that pussy. Get it ready for a real cock."

Phillip's tongue was everywhere. In her slit, on her clit, then lower. He pushed her legs up and back, exposing her asshole. Ariana tensed, but then his tongue was there too, licking from her pussy to her ass and back again.

"Oh fuck," she cried out. "Nobody's ever..."

Phillip didn't stop. He was eating her ass with the same enthusiasm he usually reserved for her tits. The sensation was new and overwhelming. It pushed her over the edge.

Her orgasm crashed through her body. Her legs shook. Her pussy clenched on nothing, desperate to be filled. Phillip moved up to her clit and sucked it hard, making her scream.

As she came down, she put her hand on his head and started grinding against his face.

"That's it," she panted. "Eat the pussy you're going to give to another man. Eat your wife's cunt that you're going to let a stranger ruin."

Phillip slid back up her body, his face slick with her juices. He kissed her hard, shoving his tongue into her mouth. She tasted herself, musky and sweet. It was intoxicating.

"Where do you want my load?" he asked, his cock pressed against her entrance. "Tell me."

Ariana looked him right in the eyes.

"Cum in me. Just like you want him to cum in me."

Phillip slammed inside her and started jackhammering. The bed was shaking now, the headboard a constant thump against the wall.

"He's going to fuck you so good," Phillip grunted. "He's going to ruin my wife's pussy. And you're going to love his big fat cock."

"Yes," Ariana screamed. "Give me your cum. Pretend it's his."

Phillip's whole body went rigid. She felt the first spurt hit her cervix, hot and thick.

"Fuck yes," she encouraged. "Fill me up. Just like he'll fill me up."

Rope after rope of cum shot into her pussy. Phillip kept thrusting, working every drop into her. It was more cum than she'd felt from him in years. Maybe ever.

"Think about it," she whispered in his ear as he kept pulsing inside her. "Think about his big cock unloading in me. Making me his."

Phillip moaned, his cock still twitching. He slowly pulled out, his cum already starting to leak from her stretched hole.

Without a word, he slid back down between her legs. His tongue found her pussy again, lapping at the mixture of their juices.

"Get used to it," Ariana said, stroking his hair. "You're going to eat his cum out of me after he fucks me all night long."

Phillip's tongue pushed inside her, scooping out his own load. She could hear him slurping, could feel him sucking at her hole.

"That's it, cuckold," she whispered, trying out the word. "Eat that load. Practice for the real thing."

Phillip didn't stop until her pussy was clean. Then he crawled back up and kissed her, letting her taste the mixture on his lips.

"Happy anniversary," he said, smiling for the first time all night.

Ariana laughed. "Best one yet. And we haven't even gotten to the main event."

Phillip's cock was already getting hard again against her thigh.

"Next weekend," he said. "I'll find him. I'll find the cock that's going to ruin you."

Ariana felt a shiver of anticipation run through her body. Her pussy, still gaping slightly from the hard fuck, clenched at the thought.

"I can't wait," she whispered.

They fell asleep wrapped around each other, both dreaming of the stranger who would soon be between them.
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THE DIGITAL HUNT


The laptop screen cast a blue glow across their darkened bedroom. Phillip had it set up on the nightstand, the cursor blinking on a website Ariana had never seen before. The logo at the top read "Bull Market" in bold red letters. Below it, a tagline: "Connecting Hotwives with Real Men."

"What's this?" Ariana asked. She was already naked, fresh from the shower. Her nipples hardened in the cool air.

Phillip patted the bed beside him. "Our new hobby. Come here."

She sat down next to him, her thigh pressing against his. Phillip was already hard, his cock tenting his boxer briefs. He pulled them off and his six-inch dick sprang free, pointing at the ceiling. Ariana's eyes went to it automatically. She'd seen that cock thousands of times. Tonight, it looked smaller than ever.

"This is where we find him," Phillip said, his voice thick with excitement. "The guy who's going to ruin you."

Ariana felt a flutter in her stomach. Last night had been a one-time thing, a fantasy they played out. But this... this was real. This was a website full of actual men who wanted to fuck married women while their husbands watched.

"Are you sure?" she whispered.

Phillip grabbed her hand and put it on his cock. It was hot and pulsing. "Does this feel unsure to you?"

He was harder than she'd felt him in years. She gave him a slow stroke, watching a bead of precum form at the tip.

"Get on my face," he said suddenly. "I want to taste you while we do this."

Ariana straddled his head without question. She lowered her pussy to his mouth and felt his tongue immediately find her slit. He started lapping at her, long wet strokes from her entrance to her clit. She was still a little sore from last night's pounding, but his tongue felt like heaven.

Phillip's hands gripped her ass, pulling her down harder on his face. He was moaning into her pussy, the vibrations making her clit throb.

"Fuck, you taste good," he mumbled. "Now let's make you a profile."

He reached up and pulled her down so she was sitting fully on his face, her weight pressing his head into the pillow. She could barely see the screen over her own tits, but she felt Phillip's tongue push inside her, fucking her with it while his hands typed.

Username: ArianaP_Hotwife

Password: Phillip's cock is small

He typed it right in front of her, laughing into her pussy. She ground down on his face, smothering him with her wet cunt.

"That's mean," she giggled.

"It's true," he said, his voice muffled. "Now describe yourself."

He typed as she dictated, his tongue never stopping its work on her clit.

"Forty-five-year-old MILF. Married twenty-five years. High school sweetheart husband has a small cock and wants to watch me get fucked by a real man. I have 38DD tits and a pussy that needs stretching."

Phillip groaned. His tongue moved faster, flicking her clit in tight circles.

"Fuck yes," he breathed. "That's perfect."

He uploaded a photo of her tits, taken last night after he came inside her. The angle showed her nipples, hard and red, with a drip of cum on her belly.

"Now we hunt," Phillip said.

He clicked on the "Bulls" tab and the screen filled with thumbnails. Cock pics. Every single one. Ariana's eyes widened. These weren't like Phillip's six inches. These were massive. Thick. Veiny. Some were measured against rulers, others against beer cans.

"Holy shit," she whispered. Her pussy clenched on Phillip's tongue.

He pulled her down harder, his nose pressed against her asshole now. He was eating her like he was starving, his tongue diving deep into her hole then sliding up to her clit.

"Scroll," she commanded. "Let me see more."

Phillip's hand moved the mouse while his mouth worked her pussy. Page after page of huge cocks. Some black, some white, some curved, some straight. All of them dwarfed Phillip's.

"Stop," Ariana said suddenly. Her eyes locked on one profile.

The thumbnail showed a torso, ripped abs, and a cock measured against a Red Bull can. The can looked tiny next to the shaft. The profile name read: RudyLogan_Bull.

Phillip clicked it.

The profile opened to a full gallery. Rudy Logan was thirty-six, six-foot-three, two hundred twenty pounds of solid muscle. His main profile picture showed him holding his cock with both hands, the head peeking out above his grip. The description read: "10.5 inches of thick, cut cock for married pussy. I specialize in ruining holes and making husbands watch."

Below that, a video played automatically. Rudy stroking himself, the camera panning down to show his massive balls.

Ariana's mouth went dry. Phillip's tongue was doing amazing things to her clit, but her eyes were glued to the screen.

"He's perfect," Phillip said, his lips vibrating against her pussy.

"He's huge," Ariana breathed. "Bigger than anyone I've ever had."

Phillip's cock twitched beneath her. She could feel it leaking precum on his stomach.

"Message him," Phillip commanded.

Ariana hesitated. This was real. This was actually happening. But Phillip's tongue on her clit felt so good, and the thought of that massive cock inside her...

She typed: "Hi Rudy. My husband and I are looking for our first bull. Your cock looks perfect for what we need."

She hit send. Phillip immediately went back to eating her, his tongue flat against her entire pussy, lapping at her like a dog.

The reply came in less than a minute.

RudyLogan_Bull: "Show me what I'm working with. Pussy pic. Now."

Ariana looked at Phillip. He nodded, his face shiny with her juices. She positioned herself so her pussy was right over his mouth, then held her phone down and snapped a picture. It showed her lips spread, Phillip's tongue visible between them.

She sent it.

Rudy's reply was instant: "Nice married cunt. Tight looking. Won't stay that way. Hubby's dick small?"

Phillip saw the message. He grabbed the laptop and typed: "Six inches hard. She can't feel it anymore after seeing your pics."

Ariana laughed. "That's not true."

"It will be," Phillip said. "After he fucks you, you won't feel me at all."

The thought made her pussy gush onto Phillip's face. He slurped it up greedily.

Rudy: "Verify on video. Both of you. Now."

Phillip's eyes lit up. "Get off my face. I need to set up the camera."

Ariana moved aside, her pussy clenching at the emptiness. Phillip grabbed his phone and propped it against the lamp. He positioned it so it showed the whole bed.

"Take my cock out," he told her. "Show him what you're used to."

Ariana wrapped her hand around Phillip's shaft. It was hard and hot, the skin velvety soft. She stroked it slowly, pointing it at the camera.

"This is what I have at home," she said to the camera. "Six inches. It's nice, but..."

"But you need more," Phillip finished for her. "Tell him."

"I need more," Ariana said, looking directly into the lens. "I need a real cock. A cock that can stretch me."

Phillip positioned himself behind her. "Show him your pussy. Spread it."

Ariana lay back on the pillows and spread her legs wide. She used her fingers to pull her lips apart, showing the camera her pink inner walls. Phillip's cum from last night was still dried on her inner thigh.

"See this pussy?" Phillip said to the camera. "This is my wife's married pussy. And I'm giving it to you. To ruin."

He pushed his cock into her from behind, entering her in one smooth stroke. Ariana moaned for the camera.

"This is what she's used to," Phillip said, fucking her slowly. "Six inches. She can take it all without even warming up."

He pulled out completely, his cock slapping against his stomach. Then he grabbed the laptop and held it up so the camera on his phone could see Rudy's profile picture.

"This is what she needs," Phillip said, his voice thick with lust. "Ten and a half inches. Thick as a wrist."

Ariana looked at the screen. Rudy had joined the video call. His face appeared in the corner, watching them. His cock was in his hand, slowly stroking.

"Show me your tits," Rudy commanded. His voice was deep and rough.

Ariana sat up, her tits swinging. She cupped them, lifting them for the camera. Her nipples were hard as diamonds.

"Pinch them," Rudy said.

She did, twisting them between her fingers. It hurt so good. Phillip was jerking his cock behind her, watching her perform for another man.

"Now show me your asshole," Rudy said.

Ariana turned around, getting on her hands and knees. She reached back and spread her cheeks apart, showing the camera her tight pink rosebud.

"Has hubby ever fucked that?" Rudy asked.

"No," Phillip answered. "I've never wanted it."

"I do," Rudy said simply. "I'll take that too."

The words sent a jolt through Ariana's body. She'd never done anal. Never even considered it. But the way Rudy said it, like it was already his...

Phillip was jerking faster now, his fist pumping his six-inch cock.

"Look at that," Rudy laughed. "He's jerking like a teenager. Pathetic."

Ariana felt Phillip's shame radiating off him. But his cock was even harder now. The humiliation was turning him on.

"Measure it," Rudy commanded. "Show me how small he is."

Phillip grabbed a ruler from the nightstand. He held it against his cock. Just under six inches.

"Now measure mine," Rudy said. He held a tape measure to his cock on screen. Ten and a half inches. Thick as a Red Bull can.

Ariana's pussy clenched at nothing. The difference was obscene.

"She'll never feel you again after me," Rudy said. "You'll be a fleshlight. A warmup."

Phillip came. His cum shot out in three thick ropes, landing on the bedspread. He kept stroking, milking every drop.

"Did you just cum?" Rudy asked, disgust in his voice. "Without permission?"

Phillip's face went red. "I... I couldn't help it."

"You'll learn control," Rudy said. "Or you'll learn to eat your load without wasting it."

He turned his attention to Ariana. "You. Finger yourself. Show me how you cum."

Ariana lay back, her legs spread for the camera. She slid two fingers into her pussy, then three. She was so wet they went in easily. Phillip's cum was still leaking out of her.

"That's it," Rudy encouraged. "Fuck yourself like I would. Hard. Deep."

She pistoned her fingers in and out, her tits bouncing. Her thumb found her clit and she rubbed it in circles. She was close. So close.

"Look at the camera," Rudy said. "Look at me while you cum."

Ariana's eyes locked on the screen. On Rudy's massive cock. On his strong hand stroking it. On the precum dripping from the tip.

She imagined that cock inside her. Stretching her. Ruining her.

Her orgasm hit like a truck. Her back arched off the bed. Her pussy clamped down on her fingers, squeezing them tight. She screamed, not caring if the neighbors heard.

"That's my girl," Rudy said. "That's how you cum for a real cock."

Phillip was watching, his cock already getting hard again. He crawled between her legs and started licking her fingers clean, then her pussy.

"Good boy," Rudy said. "Clean her up. Get her ready for me."

Phillip's tongue was gentle now, lapping at her sensitive clit. Ariana looked at the screen.

"When?" she asked Rudy.

"This weekend," Rudy said. "I'll come to your house. I'll fuck you in your marital bed. And hubby will watch every second."

He ended the call. The screen went black.

Ariana looked at Phillip, his face buried in her pussy, her juices and his own cum smeared across his cheeks.

"We're really doing this," she whispered.

Phillip looked up, his eyes bright and wild.

"We're really doing this," he confirmed.
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THE VIDEO AUDITION


The laptop pinged at exactly nine o'clock. Rudy Logan was never late. Phillip had spent the last hour setting up the bedroom like a porn studio. He'd moved the bed to the center of the room, positioned three lamps for perfect lighting, and set up their best camera on a tripod. The laptop sat on the dresser, ready for the video call. He'd even put a bottle of lube and a fresh towel on the nightstand.

"Are you sure about this outfit?" Ariana called from the bathroom. Her voice had a nervous edge.

"Let me see," Phillip said. He was already naked, his cock half-hard with anticipation.

Ariana stepped out. She wore a black lace bodysuit that Phillip had bought online. It was crotchless, the fabric splitting open right at her pussy. Her tits spilled out of the top, her nipples barely covered. The back was nothing but a string between her ass cheeks.

"Fuck," Phillip breathed. "He's going to lose his mind."

Ariana looked down at herself. "I feel like a slut."

"That's the point."

The laptop pinged again. Rudy was waiting.

Phillip sat in the chair he'd placed in the corner. It was the chair he usually used to watch TV. Tonight, it was his cuckold throne. He positioned himself so the camera would catch him in the background. Ariana sat on the edge of the bed, facing the laptop.

"Ready?" Phillip asked.

Ariana nodded. Her hands were shaking. Phillip clicked accept.

Rudy's face filled the screen. He was shirtless, his muscular chest covered in tattoos. His cock was already in his hand, thick and half-hard.

"Show me the outfit," he commanded. No hello. No small talk.

Ariana stood up and stepped back so the camera could see her whole body. She turned slowly, giving Rudy a full view. When she faced the camera again, she spread her legs slightly so he could see the crotchless opening.

"Good," Rudy said. "Now show me what my cunt looks like."

Ariana's breath caught. "Your cunt?"

"That's right. After tonight, that pussy belongs to me. Hubby can borrow it, but I'm the owner now. Show me."

Phillip's cock jumped at the words. He started stroking it slowly, already leaking precum.

Ariana sat back on the bed. She spread her legs wide and used her fingers to pull her lips apart. The camera on the laptop wasn't great, but it showed enough. Her pink inner walls, already glistening with wetness.

"Wider," Rudy said. "Use both hands."

She obeyed, pulling her lips apart until it hurt. The camera caught everything. Her entrance, her clit, even her asshole peeking out.

"That's a nice married cunt," Rudy said. His hand was moving faster on his cock now. It was growing, thickening. "Now show me your asshole."

Ariana turned over, getting on her hands and knees. She reached back and spread her cheeks apart. Her asshole was tight and pink, untouched.

"Has hubby ever had that?" Rudy asked.

Phillip spoke up from his corner. "No. She's never done anal."

"She will," Rudy said simply. "Now flip back over. I want to see those tits."

Ariana lay on her back. She pulled the bodysuit down, freeing her tits. They spilled out, heavy and full. Her nipples were hard as rocks.

"Pinch them," Rudy ordered. "Hard."

Ariana grabbed her nipples between her thumbs and forefingers. She squeezed until she gasped.

"Harder. I want to see you hurt yourself for me."

She twisted them, pulling them away from her body. The pain shot straight to her pussy. She was soaking wet now, the crotchless suit allowing her juices to drip onto the bedspread.

"Good girl," Rudy said. "Now, hubby. Show me your dick."

Phillip stood up and walked to the camera. He held his cock in his hand, pointing it at the lens.

"Measure it," Rudy said. "Show me how small it is."

Phillip grabbed a ruler from the nightstand. He held it against his shaft. Six inches exactly.

"Pathetic," Rudy laughed. His own cock was fully hard now, standing up against his stomach. It reached past his belly button. "Now measure mine."

He held a tape measure to his cock. Ten and a half inches. The head was huge, purple and leaking precum. The shaft was as thick as Ariana's wrist.

"See the difference?" Rudy said. "That's a boy's cock. This is a man's tool. Ariana, tell me which one you want."

"I want yours," she said immediately. "I need yours."

Phillip's cock twitched in his hand. The humiliation was making him harder than ever.

"Say it again," Rudy commanded. "Look at hubby while you say it."

Ariana looked at Phillip. His face was red with shame, but his hand was still moving on his cock.

"I want Rudy's cock," she said clearly. "I don't want yours anymore. It's too small."

Phillip groaned. A drop of precum dripped from his tip.

"Now," Rudy said, "fuck yourself with a toy. Show me how you prepare for a real cock."

Phillip grabbed the dildo from the nightstand. It was eight inches long, thick, and flesh-colored. He'd bought it specifically for tonight. He handed it to Ariana.

"Use this," he whispered. "Pretend it's him."

Ariana took the dildo. It was heavier than Phillip's cock, thicker. She ran it over her tits first, teasing her nipples with the head. Then she dragged it down her stomach, leaving a trail of wetness.

"Spread your legs," Rudy said. "Show me how you fuck yourself."

Ariana pulled the crotchless suit open wider. She pressed the head of the dildo against her entrance. It was big. Bigger than Phillip. She had to work it in slowly, rotating her hips.

"That's it," Rudy encouraged. "Stretch that little pussy. Get it ready for me."

The head popped inside. Ariana gasped. It filled her in a way Phillip never had. She pushed more in, inch by inch, watching her pussy lips stretch around the shaft.

"How does it feel?" Rudy asked.

"Big," Ariana panted. "So big."

"Not as big as me," Rudy reminded her. "You'll need to do better than that."

Ariana pushed the entire dildo inside. She could feel it hitting her cervix. Her pussy was stretched tight around it, the lips gripping the shaft.

"Now fuck yourself with it," Rudy said. "Hard. Like I would."

Ariana started moving the dildo in and out. She used both hands, pulling it all the way out then slamming it back in. Her tits bounced with every thrust. The wet sounds of her pussy filled the room.

Phillip was jerking faster now, his fist a blur on his cock. He'd never seen Ariana like this. So wild. So desperate for bigger cock.

"Faster," Rudy commanded. "Pound that cunt."

Ariana was sweating now. The bodysuit was sticking to her skin. She slammed the dildo in and out, her pussy making sloppy wet noises. She could feel an orgasm building, different from any she'd had with Phillip. This was deeper. Fuller.

"Rub your clit," Rudy said. "Make yourself cum on that fake cock."

She let go of the dildo with one hand, leaving it buried inside her. Her fingers found her clit, swollen and sensitive. She rubbed it in fast circles while the dildo stretched her open.

"That's it," Rudy groaned. His hand was moving faster on his cock. "Cum for me. Show hubby what a real orgasm looks like."

Ariana's eyes locked on the screen. On Rudy's massive cock. On his hand moving up and down that impossible shaft. She imagined it inside her. Splitting her open. Ruining her.

Her orgasm hit like a wave. Her back arched off the bed. The dildo shot out of her pussy, followed by a gush of wetness. She screamed, her legs shaking uncontrollably.

"Fuck yes," Rudy shouted. "That's what I want to see."

Phillip came too, his own orgasm triggered by Ariana's. His cum shot out, landing on his stomach and the chair. He kept stroking through it, milking every drop.

Ariana lay panting on the bed, her pussy gaping open, the dildo lying beside her. She'd never cum that hard in her life.

"Now," Rudy said, his voice calm again. "Hubby. Clean that toy."

Phillip froze. "What?"

"You heard me. Lick her cum off that dildo. Show me what a good cuckold does."

Phillip looked at Ariana. She was still catching her breath, but she nodded slowly.

"Do it," she whispered. "Show him you'll do anything to see me get fucked."

Phillip stood up on shaky legs. He picked up the dildo, still slick with Ariana's juices. He could smell her pussy on it, strong and musky. He brought it to his mouth.

"All of it," Rudy said. "Lick it clean."

Phillip's tongue came out. He licked the shaft from base to tip, tasting his wife's cum. It was thick and sweet. He licked again, getting every inch. When he got to the head, he sucked it into his mouth, cleaning it thoroughly.

"Good boy," Rudy said. "Now clean her up."

Phillip didn't need to be told twice. He dove between Ariana's legs, his tongue finding her swollen pussy. She was soaked, her lips red and puffy from the dildo. He licked up every drop of her orgasm, his tongue pushing inside her to get the deeper wetness.

"That's it," Rudy encouraged. "Get that cunt ready for me. Make it nice and clean."

Ariana put her hand on Phillip's head, guiding him. "Eat it, baby. Eat the pussy that's going to belong to another man."

When Phillip had licked her clean, Rudy spoke again.

"I'm going to cum now," he announced. "Ariana, I want you to watch. I want you to imagine this load going inside you. Deep in your married womb."

He stroked faster, his hand a blur on that massive cock. The head was purple and swollen. His balls tightened up against his body.

"Here it comes," he grunted.

The first rope shot out, thick and white. It hit his chest, splattering across his tattoos. The second was even bigger, landing on his stomach. Rope after rope pumped out, more cum than Ariana had ever seen. It pooled on his abs, running down his sides.

"Look at that," Rudy panted. "That's what a real load looks like. Not that little spurt hubby gave you."

Phillip's face burned with shame. His own load looked pathetic compared to Rudy's fountain.

"Now," Rudy said, "hubby. Give her a facial. While she's looking at me."

Phillip was hard again. He stood up, his cock level with Ariana's face. She turned her head to look at the laptop, at Rudy's cum-covered chest.

"Keep your eyes on me," Rudy said. "Don't look at him."

Ariana stared at the screen, at Rudy's satisfied face, at the mess of cum on his body. She felt Phillip's hand on the back of her head, turning her slightly toward his cock.

"Open your mouth," Phillip whispered.

She did, her eyes still locked on Rudy. Phillip stroked his cock twice, three times, then groaned. His cum shot out, landing on her cheek, her nose, her lips. It was warm and salty. She kept her mouth open, letting it drip in.

"Swallow it," Rudy commanded.

Ariana swallowed Phillip's load, never taking her eyes off Rudy's face.

"Good girl," Rudy said. "You're learning. This weekend, you'll swallow mine. And hubby will lick it off your face."

The call ended. The screen went dark.

Ariana wiped the cum from her face with her fingers. She looked at Phillip, who was staring at her with a mixture of love and complete submission.

"Did I do okay?" he asked quietly.

Ariana pulled him down for a kiss, tasting his cum on his lips.

"You were perfect," she whispered. "Now go get me a towel. And start counting down the days."

Phillip scrambled to the bathroom. Ariana lay back on the bed, her bodysuit still on, her pussy still gaping from the dildo. She touched herself, feeling how open she was. How ready for Rudy's massive cock.
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THE RESTAURANT MEETING


The steakhouse smelled like expensive meat and money. Phillip had made the reservation at Rudy's request. "Somewhere nice," the bull had texted. "I want to see her dressed up before I strip her down."

Ariana walked between the two men, her hips swaying in a dress that left nothing to the imagination. It was black, skin-tight, and ended just below her ass. Phillip had picked it out. She wore nothing underneath it. No panties. No bra. Her 38DD tits bounced freely with every step, her nipples pressing hard against the fabric. The heels were four inches, making her legs look endless.

Phillip could see every man in the restaurant watching her. The hostess eyed her with disapproval. The bartender nearly dropped a glass. A man at the bar turned his whole body to stare.

"Table for three," Phillip told the hostess. "Preston."

The hostess led them to a corner booth. It was private, tucked away from the main dining room. Rudy had requested it specifically. "I like my privacy when I'm playing with my new toy," he'd said.

Rudy slid in first, taking the back corner. Ariana followed, sitting next to him. Phillip sat across from them. The tablecloth was long, reaching almost to the floor.

"Wine?" the server asked, appearing instantly.

"Bring us your best Cabernet," Rudy said, not looking at the menu. "And three filets. Rare. We'll order sides later."

The server nodded and disappeared. Phillip reached for his water glass. His hand was shaking.

"Nervous?" Rudy asked. He wasn't looking at Phillip. His eyes were on Ariana's tits.

"A little," Phillip admitted.

"Don't be," Rudy said. He put his hand on Ariana's thigh, high up where the dress ended. "Your wife is in good hands."

Ariana's breath hitched. Rudy's hand was warm and rough. Calloused from construction work. He squeezed her thigh, his fingers digging into her flesh.

"Spread your legs," he whispered, his lips close to her ear.

Ariana looked at Phillip. Her husband gave a small nod. She shifted in the seat, spreading her legs apart.

Rudy's hand moved up immediately. His fingers found her bare pussy. She was already wet, had been since they left the house.

"Fuck," Rudy murmured. "No panties. Good girl."

He slid one finger between her lips, feeling her wetness. Ariana tried to keep her face neutral as the server returned with the wine.

"Your Cabernet," the server said, pouring a taste for Rudy.

Rudy sipped it, his finger still playing with Ariana's pussy under the table. "Perfect. Fill our glasses."

As the server poured, Rudy pushed a finger inside Ariana. She had to bite her lip to keep from moaning. The server didn't notice. He was focused on not spilling the expensive wine.

"Will there be anything else?" the server asked.

"Not right now," Rudy said. His finger was pumping in and out of Ariana slowly, his thumb rubbing her clit.

The server left. Rudy added a second finger. Ariana gripped the tablecloth.

"Phillip," Rudy said, his voice casual. "Tell me about your wife's pussy. While I'm fingering it."

Phillip's face went red. He could see the movement under the tablecloth. He knew exactly what Rudy was doing.

"It's... it's tight," Phillip stammered.

"Not for long," Rudy laughed. He scissored his fingers inside Ariana, stretching her. "I'm going to loosen this cunt up. Make it a proper fuck hole."

Ariana whimpered. Rudy's fingers were thick. Almost as thick as Phillip's cock. And he was using two of them.

"Stroke my cock," Rudy told her. "Under the table. Take it out."

Ariana's hand moved to his lap. She found his zipper and pulled it down. Her hand reached inside. Rudy wasn't wearing underwear. Her fingers wrapped around his shaft.

"Holy shit," she whispered. Even soft, he was huge. Her fingers didn't meet around his girth.

"Get it hard," Rudy ordered. "Stroke it while I finger fuck you."

Ariana pulled his cock out through the zipper. It was growing in her hand, thickening. She stroked it slowly, feeling the veins pulse under her fingers.

Rudy added a third finger inside her. Ariana's pussy was stretched wide now. It burned in a good way.

"Tell me what you're feeling," Rudy said to her.

"Full," Ariana breathed. "So full. And you're not even hard yet."

"Wait until you see it hard," Rudy promised. He twisted his fingers inside her, hitting a spot that made her see stars. "Now, Phillip. Tell me what you see."

Phillip was leaning forward, trying to see under the table without being obvious. "I see... I see her hand on your cock. I see your arm moving under the tablecloth."

"And how does that make you feel?" Rudy asked. His fingers were pumping faster now, his thumb a constant pressure on her clit.

"Hard," Phillip admitted. "I'm so hard it hurts."

"Good," Rudy said. "That's your place now. Watching. Wanting. Never getting."

Ariana felt his cock grow to full hardness in her hand. It was massive. Ten and a half inches of thick, hot flesh. She couldn't even get her hand around it.

"That's it," Rudy groaned. "Stroke it just like that."

His fingers were moving faster inside her. Ariana was close. She could feel her orgasm building. Her hips were moving on their own, grinding against his hand.

"Don't cum yet," Rudy warned. "Not until I say."

Ariana whimpered. She was so close. But she stopped moving, forcing herself to hold back.

"Phillip," Rudy said. "Reach under the table. Feel my cock."

Phillip's eyes went wide. "What?"

"Do it. Feel what a real cock feels like."

Phillip slid out of his side of the booth. He moved to Ariana's side, squeezing in next to her. His hand went under the tablecloth. It found Rudy's cock, right next to Ariana's hand.

"Fuck," Phillip breathed. "It's... it's huge."

"That's right," Rudy said. "Your wife's pussy is going to be ruined for you after this. You know that, right?"

Phillip nodded, his hand still on Rudy's cock. He could feel the heat, the thickness. He compared it to his own six inches and felt a wave of shame and arousal.

"Now," Rudy said, removing his fingers from Ariana's pussy. "I need to fuck that throat. Bathroom. Now."

He stood up, tucking his cock back into his pants. It created an obscene bulge down his leg. He offered Ariana his hand.

"Coming?" he asked.

Ariana looked at Phillip. Her husband nodded.

"Go," he whispered. "I'll be right here."

Rudy led Ariana through the restaurant. Heads turned. The dress left nothing to the imagination. They reached the bathrooms. Rudy pushed open the door to the handicapped stall. It was large, clean, with a sink and plenty of room.

He locked the door behind them.

"On your knees," he commanded.

Ariana dropped to the tile floor. It was cold against her knees. Rudy unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out. It was fully hard now, standing straight out from his body.

"Suck it," he said. "Show me what that married mouth can do."

Ariana opened wide. The head alone filled her mouth. She could taste his precum, salty and thick. She tried to take more, but her jaw was already stretched to its limit.

"More," Rudy demanded. He put his hand on the back of her head and pushed.

The cock slid into her throat. Ariana gagged immediately. Her eyes watered. She tried to pull back, but Rudy held her firm.

"Take it," he grunted. "Take that big cock down your throat."

He started moving his hips, fucking her face. Each thrust pushed more of his cock into her throat. Ariana's hands braced against his thighs, trying to control the depth. It was no use. Rudy was in charge.

She could hear herself gagging, the wet sloppy sounds of her throat being used. Drool ran down her chin, onto her tits.

"That's it," Rudy groaned. "Choke on it. Choke on the cock that's going to ruin you."

Outside, Phillip stood guard. He could hear everything. The gagging. The wet sounds. Rudy's deep grunts. His own cock was hard in his pants. He wanted to touch it, but he didn't dare. Not here.

Ariana's throat was on fire. She couldn't breathe. But Rudy kept going, his cock pistoning in and out of her mouth. She could feel it hitting the back of her throat, then sliding down further.

"Touch yourself," Rudy ordered. "Rub that clit while I fuck your face."

Ariana's hand went under her dress. Her fingers found her clit, swollen and desperate. She rubbed it in fast circles as Rudy used her mouth.

She was going to cum. From being throat fucked. The humiliation, the pain, the sheer size of him... it was all too much.

"I'm close," Rudy grunted. "Don't you dare spill a drop."

He pushed his cock deep, holding her head against his stomach. She could feel it pulsing in her throat. Then the first spurt hit, hot and thick, straight down her throat.

Rope after rope pumped into her. Ariana swallowed desperately, trying to keep up. Some leaked out of her mouth, running down her chin.

Rudy pulled out slowly. The last few spurts landed on her face, across her cheek, on her lips.

"Swallow it all," he said.

Ariana swallowed. The taste was strong, salty, masculine. She licked her lips, getting every drop.

"Now," Rudy said, tucking his cock back into his pants. "Go kiss your husband. Give him a taste."

He unlocked the door and walked out. Ariana stayed on the floor for a moment, catching her breath. Her face was a mess of cum and drool. Her throat hurt. Her pussy was soaking wet.

She used the sink to clean up as best she could. Then she walked back to the table.

Phillip was waiting. He stood up when he saw her.

"Are you okay?" he whispered.

She didn't answer. She grabbed his face and pulled him into a deep kiss. She pushed her tongue into his mouth, letting him taste Rudy's cum.

Phillip's eyes went wide. He tried to pull back, but Ariana held him firm. She fed him the cum, letting it drip from her mouth to his.

"Get used to it," she whispered against his lips. "That's what a real man's cum tastes like."

She sat back down. Rudy was already there, sipping his wine like nothing had happened.

"The filets should be here soon," he said casually. "I hope you're hungry, Ariana. You're going to need your strength for this weekend."

Phillip sat down across from them. He could still taste Rudy's cum in his mouth. He took a big gulp of wine, trying to wash it away. It didn't work.

"How's your throat?" Rudy asked Ariana.

"Sore," she admitted.

"Good. It'll be sorer after this weekend. I'm going to fuck that throat every morning before I fuck your pussy."

The server arrived with their steaks. Ariana cut into hers, her hands still shaking. She could feel Rudy's cum in her stomach. She could taste it every time she swallowed.

Phillip watched his wife eat, watched the man who had just used her throat sip wine across from them. His cock was still hard in his pants.

"Next time," Rudy said, "you'll watch. In person. Not just listen outside the door."

Phillip nodded. He couldn't speak. His throat was tight with shame and desire.

"And next time," Rudy added, "you'll clean her up with your tongue. Right there in the bathroom. While I watch."

Ariana's fork stopped halfway to her mouth. The thought of Phillip licking Rudy's cum off her face in a public bathroom... it was insane. It was humiliating. It made her pussy clench with need.

"Yes," she heard herself say. "Yes, he will."

Phillip looked at her, his eyes begging. But he didn't say no.

The rest of the meal passed in a blur. Ariana could barely taste her steak. All she could think about was the weekend. About Rudy's cock. About Phillip watching.

When the check came, Rudy paid. He stood up, adjusting his cock in his pants.

"Saturday," he said. "Seven p.m. Your house. I'll bring friends."

"Friends?" Phillip asked, his voice cracking.

"Just one," Rudy said. "To help me break her in properly. Don't worry, little cuck. You'll have plenty to watch."

He walked out, leaving Phillip and Ariana alone at the table.

Ariana looked at her husband. His face was flushed. His cock was obviously hard under the table.

"Let's go home," she whispered. "I need you to fuck me while I tell you what he tasted like."

Phillip stood up so fast he knocked over his wine glass. He didn't care. He needed to be inside his wife. Even if she was already thinking about a bigger cock.
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THE RUINING


The hotel suite was on the fifteenth floor. It had a king bed, a sitting area, and windows that looked out over the city lights. Phillip had checked in three hours early to get everything ready. Now he stood naked in the bathroom, trying to fit his cock into the metal cage Rudy had sent him.

The cage was small. Cold stainless steel. It had a lock that clicked shut with a final sound. Phillip's six-inch cock was squished down to two inches. The cage was tight around his shaft and balls. It hurt and turned him on at the same time.

"Does it fit?" Ariana called from the bedroom.

Phillip looked at himself in the mirror. The cage looked obscene. His balls were pushed out, bulging. The lock hung between his legs like a symbol.

"Yeah," he called back. "It fits."

He walked out to the bedroom. Ariana was already naked. She had been told not to wear anything. Rudy wanted her ready. Her body looked amazing in the soft light from the lamps. Her tits were full and heavy. Her pussy was shaved bare, just like Rudy had demanded.

"Let me see," she said.

Phillip walked over to her. She knelt down to inspect the cage. Her fingers touched it gently.

"Does it hurt?"

"A little."

"Good," she smiled. "Rudy said it should hurt. He said you need to learn that your cock doesn't matter anymore."

The words made Phillip's caged cock try to get hard. It couldn't. The metal held it tight. The pressure was intense.

Rudy arrived at exactly seven. He didn't knock. He used the key card Phillip had left at the front desk for him. He walked in like he owned the place. He was wearing jeans and a black t-shirt that showed off his muscles. He was carrying a bag.

"Strip," he told Phillip. "I want to see the cage."

Phillip was already naked. He stood there, his hands at his sides, letting Rudy look at him.

Rudy walked around him, inspecting the cage. He flicked the lock with his finger. The metal clinked.

"Perfect," he said. "Now sit in that chair. Don't move unless I tell you."

Phillip sat in the armchair by the window. It had a perfect view of the bed. Rudy had positioned it that way on purpose.

Rudy turned to Ariana. His eyes ran over her body slowly, like he was inspecting meat.

"On the bed," he said. "On your hands and knees. Ass toward me."

Ariana got on the bed. She positioned herself so Phillip could see everything. Her ass was high in the air. Her pussy was visible between her legs. She could feel how wet she was already.

Rudy opened his bag. He pulled out a bottle of lube and a phone stand. He set the phone up so it recorded everything from the side.

"Phillip," he said. "You're going to watch your wife's pussy get ruined. And you're going to watch it happen up close. I'm going to show you what a real cock does to a married cunt."

He unzipped his jeans. His cock sprang out. It was already half-hard. Even half-hard it was bigger than Phillip's full erection. It hung down, thick and heavy.

"Look at this," Rudy said to Phillip. He held his cock in his hand. "This is ten and a half inches of prime cock. This is what's going to stretch your wife's little pussy until she can't feel you anymore."

He walked to the bed. He stood behind Ariana. He slapped his cock against her ass cheek. The sound was loud in the quiet room.

"Tell me what you want," he said to Ariana.

"I want your cock," she whispered.

"Louder. Tell your husband."

"I want Rudy's cock!" she said louder. "I want him to fuck me with his huge cock!"

Rudy slapped her ass hard. Ariana yelped.

"That's right. And what are you?"

"I'm a married whore," she said. The words came out easily now.

"Whose whore?"

"Your whore."

Rudy grabbed his cock and lined it up with Ariana's pussy. The head was huge. It looked impossible. It was bigger than the dildo she had practiced with. Much bigger.

"Phillip," Rudy said. "Watch this. Watch your wife's pussy stretch around a real man's cock."

He pushed forward. Just the head. Ariana's pussy lips spread wide. They stretched around him. It burned. It hurt. It felt like she was being split open.

"Oh fuck," she cried out. "It's too big."

"It's not too big," Rudy said. "Your pussy is just too small. But we'll fix that."

He pushed more. Another inch. Ariana's pussy stretched obscenely. Phillip could see her lips gripping Rudy's shaft. They were pulled tight, turning white from the stretch.

"Look at that," Rudy said, looking back at Phillip. "Look how tight she is. This is going to be fun."

He pushed again. Three inches inside. Ariana was panting now. Her hands gripped the sheets. Her tits hung down, swaying with her breathing.

"More," she heard herself say. "Give me more."

Rudy laughed. "That's my girl."

He thrust hard. Five inches slammed into her. Ariana screamed. It was a sound Phillip had never heard from her. Pure pain and pure pleasure mixed together.

"Fuck yes," Rudy grunted. "Scream for me. Let everyone in this hotel know you're getting fucked by a real cock."

He pulled back, then slammed in again. Seven inches. Ariana's pussy was stretched wider than it had ever been. She could feel every vein on Rudy's cock. She could feel the shape of his head rubbing inside her.

"Please," she begged. "Please fuck me."

Rudy started moving. Slow strokes at first, pulling out until just the head was inside, then pushing back in. Each thrust went deeper. Each stretch made Ariana cry out.

Phillip watched from his chair. His cock strained against the cage. It hurt so bad. But he couldn't look away. He watched his wife's pussy lips stretch around Rudy's massive shaft. He watched her body shake with every thrust. He watched her tits swing back and forth.

"Your pussy is so fucking tight," Rudy said. He was picking up speed now. "It's like a virgin pussy. But not for long."

He grabbed Ariana's hips and started pounding her. Hard. Fast. His balls slapped against her clit with every thrust. The sound of skin on skin filled the room. The bed shook.

"Look at you," Rudy said. "Taking my cock like a good little married whore. Phillip, you seeing this? You seeing your wife's pussy stretch?"

Phillip nodded. He couldn't speak. His cock was leaking precum inside the cage. The metal was slick with it.

Ariana felt something building. Something she'd never felt before. It was deeper than her normal orgasms. It felt like pressure building inside her.

"Oh god," she moaned. "Something's happening."

"That's your G-spot," Rudy laughed. "You've never had it hit properly before. Too small of cocks."

He angled his hips and slammed into her again. The head of his cock hit that spot perfectly.

Ariana's body locked up. Her pussy clamped down on Rudy's cock. Then she felt it. A release. A gush.

"Fuck!" she screamed. "I'm cumming!"

Liquid squirted out of her pussy, spraying back onto Rudy's stomach and thighs. It was clear and copious. She'd never squirted before. She didn't even know she could.

"That's it!" Rudy shouted. "Squirt on my cock! Show hubby what a real orgasm looks like!"

Phillip watched in amazement as his wife's pussy gushed. He'd never made her do that. He'd never even seen it happen.

Rudy kept fucking her through the orgasm. His cock was relentless, pounding her sensitive pussy.

"Please," Ariana begged. "It's too sensitive."

"No such thing," Rudy said. He pulled out completely.

Ariana's pussy stayed open. Gaping. It was red and swollen. Phillip could see inside her, see the tunnel that used to be tight. It looked ruined already.

"Look at that," Rudy said, pointing at Ariana's gaping hole. "Phillip, get over here. Look at your wife's cunt."

Phillip stood up. The cage pulled at his balls. He walked to the bed. He looked at Ariana's pussy. It was open. Wide open. He could have put his fist inside her.

"See that?" Rudy said. "That's what a real cock does. And I'm not even done."

He slammed back in. Ariana screamed again. Her pussy closed around him, gripping him tight.

"One more position," Rudy said. He flipped Ariana over onto her back. He grabbed her legs and pushed them up, over her shoulders. Her ass lifted off the bed. Her pussy was completely exposed.

"Phillip," Rudy said. "Hold her legs. Hold them right here."

Phillip moved to the bed. He grabbed Ariana's ankles, holding her legs in place. He was so close to the action he could smell the sex. He could see Rudy's cock sliding in and out of his wife's pussy. He could see the stretch. The wetness. The raw, red flesh.

"Watch this," Rudy said to Phillip. "Watch me go balls deep."

He thrust forward. All ten and a half inches disappeared inside Ariana. His balls pressed against her asshole. Ariana's eyes rolled back in her head. Her mouth opened in a silent scream.

"Feel that?" Rudy asked her. "Feel my cock in your cervix?"

"Yes," she whispered. "I feel it. It's so deep."

"That's where I'm going to cum," Rudy said. "Deep in your married womb. I'm going to breed you like you should be bred."

He started pounding her in this position. Each thrust slammed his cockhead against her cervix. Ariana's tits bounced wildly. Her hands grabbed at the sheets.

Phillip held her legs, watching his wife get fucked deeper than he'd ever been. He watched her pussy lips grip and release with every stroke. He watched her clit swell and throb.

"I'm close," Rudy grunted. "Where do you want it, slut?"

"Inside me," Ariana begged. "Cum inside me. Breed me."

"Phillip," Rudy said, never slowing his thrusts. "You okay with that? You okay with me putting a baby in your wife?"

Phillip's cock strained against the cage. "Yes," he whispered. "Breed her."

"That's what I thought," Rudy laughed.

He slammed into Ariana one last time. His whole body went rigid. His cock pulsed inside her.

"Fuck yes!" he shouted. "Take my load! Take that fucking cum!"

Ariana felt it. Hot ropes of cum shooting deep inside her. It filled her up, hitting her cervix, coating her walls. It kept coming. Rope after rope. More cum than Phillip had ever produced. More than she thought possible.

"Feel that?" Rudy grunted. "That's a real load. That's what a proper cunt deserves."

He stayed inside her, his cock still pulsing. After what felt like minutes, he slowly pulled out.

Ariana's pussy stayed open. Gaping. Cum leaked out immediately, white and thick, running down her asshole onto the bedspread.

Rudy stepped back. "Look at that, Phillip. Look at your wife's ruined pussy."

Phillip stared. Ariana's pussy was red, swollen, and gaping open. Cum poured out of it. Her lips were puffy and distended. She looked used. She looked broken.

"That's what a real cock does," Rudy said. He was wiping his cock with the towel. "She'll never be the same. She'll never feel you again."

He walked to his bag and pulled out a key. He tossed it to Phillip.

"You can take the cage off now. Jerk off if you need to. But you fuck her after I'm done. That's the rule."

Phillip caught the key. His hands were shaking. He unlocked the cage. His cock sprang out, hard and purple. It only took three strokes before he was cumming, shooting his load onto the hotel carpet.

"Pathetic," Rudy laughed. "Three strokes. That's all you lasted."

Ariana lay on the bed, her legs still spread. More cum leaked out of her. Her pussy was still gaping.

"Come here, cuckold," Rudy said. "Clean her up."

Phillip crawled onto the bed. He put his face between his wife's legs. The smell of sex and cum was overwhelming. He started licking. The cum was thick and salty. He lapped at Ariana's pussy, cleaning Rudy's load out of her.

"That's it," Rudy said, recording with his phone now. "Eat that bull cum. Eat it out of your wife's ruined cunt."

Ariana put her hand on Phillip's head. "Eat it, baby. Eat the cum that bred me."

Phillip kept licking, even when the cum was gone. He licked her swollen lips, her abused clit, her gaping hole. He could taste her. He could taste Rudy. He could taste the sex that had ruined his wife's pussy.

"Good boy," Rudy said. "You'll get used to that taste. You'll be eating it every day from now on."

He packed up his bag. He took the phone off the stand.

"Same time next week," he said. "And next time, we do it at your house. In your bed."

He left without another word.

Phillip stayed between Ariana's legs, licking gently now. Her pussy was still gaping. Still leaking a little cum.

"Did I do good?" Ariana whispered.

"You were perfect," Phillip said. His voice was muffled against her pussy. "You were the perfect slut wife."

They stayed like that for a long time. Phillip cleaning. Ariana recovering. Both knowing that nothing would ever be the same again.
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THE CUCKOLD’S FEAST


Phillip's tongue was buried deep in his wife's pussy. Rudy's cum was everywhere. It was thick and white and there was so much of it. Phillip lapped at it like a starving animal. The taste was strong. Salty. Musky. Different from his own cum. He could taste Ariana too. Her juices mixed with Rudy's load. It was intoxicating.

"That's it," Rudy laughed. He was standing by the bed, his cock still half-hard. "Eat that load, cuckold. Eat the cum that bred your wife."

Ariana lay on her back, her legs spread wide. She looked down at Phillip's face between her thighs. She couldn't believe this was happening. She couldn't believe how much she loved it. Her husband, the man she'd married twenty-five years ago, was eating another man's cum out of her pussy. And he looked like he was enjoying it.

"Is he cleaning it all up?" Rudy asked her.

"Yes," Ariana moaned. "His tongue is so deep inside me."

Phillip pushed his tongue in as far as it would go. He could feel Ariana's pussy walls. They were stretched and loose. He scooped out more cum. It dripped down his chin. He didn't care. He kept licking. He licked her inner lips. They were swollen and red. He licked her clit. It was sensitive and throbbing. Ariana jumped when his tongue touched it.

"Be gentle there," she whispered. "It's so sore."

Phillip eased up. He licked around her clit instead. He licked the whole area clean. The cum kept coming. It seemed like Rudy had pumped a gallon into her. Phillip swallowed mouthful after mouthful.

"Fuck," Rudy said. "Look at him go. He's a natural cum eater."

Phillip felt shame at the words. But his cock, still trapped in the metal cage, throbbed with pleasure. The shame made it hotter. He was a cum eater now. That's what he was good for.

Rudy walked to the bed. He grabbed his cock. It was getting hard again. "Move aside, little man. I'm not done with that pussy."

Phillip pulled back. His face was a mess. Cum and pussy juice covered his cheeks and chin. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. More cum smeared across his face.

Rudy climbed onto the bed. He grabbed Ariana's hips and flipped her over like she weighed nothing. She landed on her hands and knees. Her ass was in the air. Her pussy was still gaping. White cum dripped out of it.

"Phillip," Rudy said. "Hold her ass open. Show me that gaping cunt."

Phillip's hands were shaking. He grabbed Ariana's ass cheeks. He spread them apart. Her pussy was right there. It was open. He could see inside her. He could see the red walls. He could see more cum pooling at the entrance.

"Look at that," Rudy said. He slapped his cock against her pussy lips. The sound was wet and loud. "That's a well-fucked hole. But I need to add more."

He pushed his cock inside. It went in easier this time. Ariana's pussy was still loose from the first fucking. But it still filled her completely. She moaned.

"Fuck," she groaned. "It's so deep."

Rudy started fucking her. Not slow this time. Hard and fast. His hips slapped against her ass. The sound filled the hotel room. Slap, slap, slap. The bed shook. Phillip held her cheeks open, watching that massive cock disappear into his wife's pussy again and again.

"Watch this," Rudy grunted. He pulled out all the way. Ariana's pussy stayed open. It was a red, gaping hole. Cum dripped out. "See that? That's what I mean by ruined."

He slammed back in. Ariana screamed. Her face was buried in the pillow. Phillip could see her tits swinging back and forth with every thrust. They were red and marked from earlier. Her nipples were hard.

"Please," Ariana begged. "It's so sensitive."

"Good," Rudy said. "You should be sensitive. You just got fucked by a real cock."

He kept pounding her. Phillip watched his wife's pussy lips grip and release with every stroke. They were puffy and red. They looked nothing like they used to. They looked used. They looked broken.

"Rub her clit," Rudy ordered Phillip. "Rub it while I fuck her."

Phillip reached under Ariana's body. His fingers found her clit. It was swollen. It was bigger than he'd ever felt it. He rubbed it in circles. Ariana's body shook.

"That's it," Rudy said. "Make her cum on my cock. One more time before I paint her tits."

Phillip rubbed faster. Ariana's hips started moving. She was pushing back against Rudy's thrusts. She was close. Phillip could feel it. Her clit was pulsing under his fingers.

"Oh god," Ariana moaned. "I'm going to cum again."

"Do it," Rudy commanded. "Cum on this big cock. Show hubby how a real man makes you cum."

Ariana's body went rigid. Her pussy clamped down on Rudy's cock. She screamed into the pillow. Her orgasm ripped through her body. It was smaller than the first one, but still intense. Her legs shook. Her arms gave out. She collapsed onto the bed, her ass still in the air.

Rudy kept fucking her through it. He didn't slow down. He pounded her sensitive pussy until she was whimpering.

"Please," she begged. "It's too much."

"One more load," Rudy grunted. "Then I'm done with your pussy. For now."

He pulled out. Ariana collapsed on the bed, her legs shaking. Rudy grabbed her and flipped her onto her back. He straddled her chest. His cock was slick with her juices and his own cum. It pointed at her tits.

"Hold them together," he told her. "Make a hole for me to fuck."

Ariana pressed her tits together around Rudy's cock. He started thrusting between them. His cock head poked out the top, hitting her chin. It left trails of precum on her skin.

"Phillip," Rudy said. "Get over here. I want you to see this up close."

Phillip moved to the side of the bed. His face was inches from Rudy's cock. He could smell the sex on it. He could smell Ariana's pussy. He could see the veins pulsing. He could see how big it was compared to his own cock.

"Watch me cum on your wife's tits," Rudy said. "Watch me mark her."

He stroked faster. His cock was a blur between Ariana's tits. She was looking down, watching it too. Her nipples were hard and sensitive. They rubbed against his shaft with every thrust.

"Here it comes," Rudy grunted.

The first rope shot out. It landed on Ariana's chin. It was thick and hot. It ran down her neck. The second was bigger. It splattered across her tits. It covered her nipples. Rope after rope pumped out. It ran down her tits, pooling in her cleavage, dripping onto her stomach.

"Fuck yes," Rudy moaned. "Look at that mess."

He kept stroking, milking every drop onto her tits. When he was done, his cum covered her chest. It was thick and white. It dripped off her nipples.

"Clean it," Rudy ordered Phillip. "Suck my cum off her tits."

Phillip leaned down. He licked Ariana's chin first, getting the cum that had landed there. It was salty and thick. He swallowed. He moved to her neck. He licked it clean. Then he moved to her tits.

He started with her right nipple. It was covered in cum. He sucked it into his mouth. The cum coated his tongue. He sucked hard, cleaning every drop. He licked around her areola. It was big and brown. He got all the cum that had pooled there.

"That's it," Rudy said. "Get it all."

Phillip moved to her left nipple. He sucked it clean too. He licked down the curve of her breast, getting the cum that had dripped down. He licked between her tits, getting the cum from her cleavage.

"Good boy," Rudy said. "Now lick it all off her stomach."

Phillip licked down Ariana's body. He lapped up the cum that had dripped down. He licked her belly button clean. He kept going lower.

"Stop," Ariana said suddenly. She looked at Rudy. "I want him to lick your cum off my asshole."

Rudy's eyebrows went up. "You dirty girl. You want him to eat your ass while I watch?"

"Yes," Ariana said. She rolled over onto her stomach. She lifted her hips, presenting her ass to Phillip. "Lick it. Lick his cum off my asshole."

Phillip stared at his wife's ass. Rudy's cum had dripped down. It was there, on her tight pink hole. He'd never licked her ass before. He'd never even thought about it. But Rudy's command was clear.

"Do it," Rudy said. "Be a good cuckold and clean your wife's ass."

Phillip leaned in. He could smell the cum. He could smell Ariana's pussy. He stuck his tongue out. He licked from her pussy up to her asshole. The cum was there, thick and salty. He lapped at it.

"That's it," Ariana moaned. "Get it all. Clean my asshole."

Phillip's tongue pushed against her tight hole. It was closed up tight. But he kept licking, getting every drop of Rudy's cum off her skin.

"Push your tongue in," Rudy said. He was stroking his cock again, watching. "Get it deep inside her ass."

Phillip pushed. His tongue breached Ariana's asshole. It was tight and hot. He wiggled it around, getting it as deep as he could. Ariana's hips pushed back against his face.

"Oh fuck," Ariana moaned. "That feels so good."

Rudy stood up. He walked to the head of the bed. He grabbed Ariana's hair and pulled her head up. His cock was hard again. He slapped it against her face.

"Open your mouth," he said. "I'm going to cum on your face while your husband eats your ass."

Ariana opened her mouth wide. She stuck her tongue out. Rudy stroked his cock inches from her face.

"Phillip," Rudy said. "Keep eating that ass. Don't stop until I tell you."

Phillip's tongue was buried in Ariana's asshole. He could feel it pulsing around his tongue. He kept licking, kept pushing deeper.

Rudy groaned. The first spurt landed on Ariana's forehead. It ran down into her eye. The second landed on her nose. The third went right into her mouth.

"Swallow it," Rudy commanded.

Ariana swallowed. The taste was strong. It was Rudy's third load of the night. It was thick and bitter.

More cum landed on her cheeks, her chin, her lips. It covered her face. She kept her mouth open, catching what she could.

When Rudy was done, his cum covered Ariana's face. It dripped down onto the pillow. She looked up at him, her face a mess.

"Now," Rudy said. "Kiss your husband. Give him what's in your mouth."

Ariana turned her head. Phillip was still licking her ass. She grabbed his hair and pulled his face up. She kissed him hard, pushing her tongue into his mouth. She transferred Rudy's cum from her mouth to his.

Phillip tasted it. The strong, bitter taste of the bull's third load. He swallowed it down.

"That's it," Rudy said. "Snowball it. Share that load like a good little cuckold couple."

Ariana kept kissing him, pushing more cum into his mouth. Phillip swallowed every drop. When their mouths were finally empty, she pulled back.

"You're my cleanup boy now," she whispered to Phillip. "That's your job. You eat every load he puts in me. You lick it off my tits, my ass, my face. Everywhere."

Phillip nodded. His cock was hard again, despite the cage. The pain was intense. But the humiliation was better.

"Say it," Ariana demanded. "Say you're my cleanup boy."

"I'm your cleanup boy," Phillip whispered.

"Louder."

"I'm your cleanup boy!" he said louder.

Rudy clapped slowly. "Beautiful. Fucking beautiful. Now, cleanup boy, get back to work. Lick my cum off her face."

Phillip leaned forward. He started licking Ariana's face, cleaning Rudy's cum off her forehead, her cheeks, her chin. He licked it off her eyelids. He got every drop.

"Good boy," Rudy said. "Now, both of you. Get some sleep. We have a big day tomorrow. I'm taking you both to a party. A special party where you can show off your new roles."

He picked up his bag and walked to the bathroom. He turned on the shower.

Ariana looked at Phillip. His face was covered in cum again. His own this time, from the cage. He looked exhausted and happy.

"Did I do good?" he asked quietly.

"You were perfect," Ariana whispered. "My perfect cleanup boy."
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THE MORNING AFTER ADDICTION


Ariana woke up when the sun hit her face. It was streaming through the hotel window. She tried to move her legs. They were sore. Her pussy was sore. Everything between her legs was sore.

She reached down. Her fingers touched her pussy lips. They were swollen. Puffy. She spread her legs a little. Her pussy felt open. Gaping. Like something was missing. She pushed a finger inside. It went in easily. Too easily. She added a second finger. Still easy.

"Morning," Phillip said.

Ariana turned her head. Phillip was sitting in the chair by the window. He was naked. His cock was in his hand. He was stroking it slowly. Staring between her legs.

"How long have you been up?" Ariana asked.

"An hour," Phillip said. "I've been watching your pussy. It's still open."

Ariana looked down. She could see it now. Her pussy lips were parted. They weren't closing. They looked like they were waiting for something to fill them again.

"Is it bad?" she asked.

"It's perfect," Phillip said. He stood up. His cock was hard. He walked to the bed. "Can I... can I fuck you?"

Ariana spread her legs wider. "Try."

Phillip climbed on the bed. He positioned himself between her legs. He pushed his six-inch cock inside her. Or tried to. He slid in with no resistance. None at all.

"Oh fuck," he whispered. "I can't feel anything."

Ariana couldn't either. She could feel his hips against hers. She could feel his weight on top of her. But his cock... it was like a finger. A small finger inside a big glove.

"Tell me," Phillip said. He started moving his hips. "Tell me how big he was. How stretched you are."

Ariana closed her eyes. She remembered Rudy's cock. Ten and a half inches. Thick as her wrist.

"His cock was so big," she whispered. "It filled me completely. Every inch of my pussy was stretched around him."

Phillip thrust faster. He was trying to feel something. Anything.

"I could feel his veins," Ariana continued. "I could feel the head hitting my cervix. It hurt so good."

Phillip's breathing got faster. He was getting close. But he couldn't feel her pussy. It was too loose.

"He fucked me so hard," Ariana said. "His balls slapped against my clit. I could feel them. Heavy and full of cum."

Phillip groaned. He was thrusting as hard as he could. But it was like fucking air.

"And when he came," Ariana said, opening her eyes. "It was so much. It filled me up. I could feel it hitting my womb."

That did it. Phillip's body went rigid. He came. His load shot into Ariana's already-filled pussy. It was a small load compared to Rudy's. Three weak spurts. He kept thrusting through it, trying to feel something.

"Did you feel that?" he asked hopefully.

"No," Ariana said honestly. "I didn't feel anything."

Phillip pulled out. His cock was soft already. It was covered in his own cum and Rudy's leftover cum. It looked small. Pathetic.

Ariana's pussy stayed open. A mixture of both their cum leaked out.

"I'm ruined," she whispered. "I'll never feel you again."

Phillip nodded. He looked sad but turned on. "I know."

He reached for his phone. He dialed a number.

"Who are you calling?" Ariana asked.

"Rudy."

The phone rang twice. Rudy's deep voice answered.

"Yeah?"

"It's Phillip," Phillip said. He was breathless. "We need... we need to see you again."

Rudy laughed. "That was fast. Couldn't even wait a day, huh?"

Phillip looked at Ariana's gaping pussy. "She's ruined. I can't feel her. She can't feel me."

"Good," Rudy said. "That's the point."

"Can you come over tonight?" Phillip asked. "To our house?"

"Tomorrow," Rudy said. "I have plans tonight. But I'll come tomorrow. Seven p.m. And I'm bringing a friend."

"A friend?" Phillip's voice cracked.

"Just one. To help me break her in properly. Don't worry, little cuck. You'll have plenty to watch."

He hung up.

Phillip looked at Ariana. "Tomorrow. He's coming tomorrow."

Ariana's pussy clenched. Or tried to. It was too loose. "Good."

She got out of bed. Her legs were shaky. She walked to the bathroom. She looked at herself in the mirror. Her hair was a mess. Her face was still slightly puffy from Rudy's cum. She looked different. She looked used.

She took a shower. The water ran between her legs. Her pussy felt empty. She wanted something inside her. Something big.

After the shower, she got dressed. Phillip was still on the bed, staring at his phone.

"I need to go shopping," Ariana said.

"For what?"

"Lingerie. Rudy said he wants me in something special."

Phillip's cock twitched. "Can I come?"

"No. I'll send you pictures."

She kissed him and left the hotel room. She drove to the mall. There was a lingerie store there. A nice one. She'd never shopped there before. It was too expensive. Too risqué.

She walked in. A saleswoman greeted her.

"Can I help you?"

"I need something special," Ariana said. "Something slutty."

The saleswoman smiled. "I can help with that. What's the occasion?"

"My husband's friend is coming over. He wants to rip my clothes off."

The saleswoman didn't blink. "Crotchless or open cup?"

"Both."

The saleswoman led her to a back section. She pulled out a black lace bodysuit. It was crotchless. The fabric was thin. It would show everything.

"Try this on," she said.

Ariana took it to the dressing room. She stripped naked. She looked at herself in the mirror. Her pussy was still red. Still puffy. Still gaping slightly. She touched it. It was sensitive.

She put on the bodysuit. It fit perfectly. Her tits spilled out of the top. The crotchless part left her pussy completely exposed. She took a picture with her phone. She sent it to Phillip.

The text read: "What do you think?"

Phillip replied instantly: "Fuck. He's going to love that."

Ariana smiled. She tried on more items. A shelf bra that pushed her tits up but left her nipples exposed. A pair of crotchless panties that were just a string around her waist. A garter belt with fishnet stockings.

She took pictures of each one. She sent them all to Phillip. His replies got more desperate.

"Please," one text read. "Come home. I need to fuck you."

She texted back: "You can't feel me anyway."

Then she had an idea. She opened a new text. She sent it to Rudy. She attached the picture of the crotchless bodysuit.

"Which ones will you rip off first?" she typed.

Rudy's reply was immediate: "The black one. I'll fuck you in it first. Then I'll tear it off and fuck you naked."

Ariana's pussy clenched. She typed back: "Phillip can't feel me anymore. I'm too loose."

Rudy: "Good. That's what I wanted. Tomorrow I'll loosen you up even more."

Ariana: "He's begging for you to come over."

Rudy: "He should beg. Tell him to call me. I want to hear him beg."

Ariana walked out of the dressing room. She bought all the lingerie. It cost over five hundred dollars. She didn't care. She walked to her car and called Phillip.

"Call him," she said. "He wants to hear you beg."

Phillip was at work. He was in his office. He locked the door. He dialed Rudy's number.

"Yeah?" Rudy answered.

"Please," Phillip said. "Please come tomorrow. She needs it."

"She needs what?" Rudy asked. He was enjoying this.

"She needs your cock. She's too loose for me. I can't feel her. She can't feel me."

"That's your problem," Rudy said. "Not mine."

"I'll pay you," Phillip blurted out. "I'll pay you to fuck my wife."

Rudy laughed. "You already are, cuckold. You're paying for the hotel. You're paying for her lingerie. You're paying for everything."

"Please," Phillip begged. "I need to see it again."

"Fine," Rudy said. "Tomorrow. Seven. But you do what I say. No questions."

"Anything," Phillip agreed.

Rudy hung up.

Phillip sat at his desk. His cock was hard in his pants. He couldn't take it. He got up and went to the bathroom. He locked himself in a stall. He pulled out his cock.

He looked at his phone. Ariana had sent more pictures. The garter belt. The fishnets. The shelf bra.

He started jerking. He thought about Rudy's cock. He thought about his wife's gaping pussy. He thought about the taste of Rudy's cum.

It took less than a minute. His load shot into the toilet. It was small. Weak. Nothing compared to Rudy's.

He cleaned up and went back to his desk. His phone buzzed.

It was a text from Ariana: "Did you jerk off?"

"Yes," he typed back.

"Where?"

"Work bathroom."

"Did you think about his cock?"

"Yes."

"Good boy. Now send me a picture of your little cock."

Phillip hesitated. Then he went back to the bathroom. He locked the stall. He pulled out his cock. It was soft now. He took a picture. It looked tiny. He sent it to Ariana.

Her reply: "So small. No wonder I can't feel it. Rudy's is three times bigger."

Phillip's cock twitched. The humiliation was making it hard again.

"Tomorrow," Ariana texted. "He's bringing a friend."

"I know," Phillip typed.

"Are you scared?"

"Yes."

"Good," Ariana replied. "You should be. They're going to destroy me. And you're going to watch."

Phillip put his phone away. He tried to work. He couldn't concentrate. All he could think about was tomorrow night. About his wife getting fucked by two men. About his role as cleanup boy.

He left work early. He went home. Ariana was already there. She was in the kitchen, wearing nothing but the crotchless bodysuit.

"Rudy texted me," she said. "He wants us to be ready."

Phillip's eyes went to her pussy. It was still puffy. Still red. Still slightly gaping.

"Did you touch yourself today?" he asked.

"No," she said. "I'm saving it for tomorrow. I want to be desperate for their cocks."

Phillip nodded. He understood. He was desperate too. Desperate to watch. Desperate to clean up.

"Should we make dinner?" he asked.

"No," Ariana said. "We're not eating. We're going to be too busy."

She walked over to him. She kissed him deep. She pushed her tongue into his mouth. He could taste her. He could taste the anticipation.

"Go to bed early," she whispered. "Tomorrow is going to be a long night."

She walked away, her ass swaying in the crotchless suit. Phillip watched her go. His cock was hard in his pants. He knew he wouldn't sleep. He was too excited. Too nervous.

But he tried. He lay in bed, thinking about tomorrow. Thinking about his wife's pussy getting stretched even more. Thinking about the taste of two men's cum.
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THE COLLEGE REUNION


The doorbell rang at exactly seven. Phillip's hand shook as he reached for the knob. Ariana stood behind him, wearing the black crotchless bodysuit under a silk robe. Her heart hammered against her ribs.

Rudy stood on the porch. He wore jeans and a tight white t-shirt. Behind him was Marcus. The Marcus from Ariana's college years. The linebacker with the nine-inch cock she had told Phillip about. But he looked bigger now. Much bigger.

"Holy shit," Ariana whispered.

Marcus smiled. He was six-foot-five, two hundred fifty pounds of pure muscle. His skin was dark chocolate. His hands were like dinner plates. Just like she remembered.

"Surprise," Rudy said. "I found him on the same site. He remembered you, Ariana. Said you were the tightest pussy he ever had."

Ariana's legs felt weak. That was twenty-five years ago. Before kids. Before age. Before Phillip's six-inch cock had been her only sex for decades.

"Can we come in?" Marcus asked. His voice was deep and smooth.

Phillip stepped aside. The two men walked in. Marcus had to duck to get through the doorway. He looked around their living room, at the family photos, the nice furniture, the signs of a normal life.

"Nice place," Marcus said. "Shame what we're about to do to it."

Rudy sat on the couch. He patted the seat next to him. "Ariana. Sit."

She moved to sit next to him. Her robe fell open. Marcus saw the bodysuit. He saw her exposed pussy. He licked his lips.

"Phillip," Rudy said. "Get Marcus a drink. Then get on your knees."

Phillip's eyes went wide. "What?"

"You heard me. Marcus needs to get hard. You're going to help."

Phillip looked at Ariana. She nodded slowly. He went to the kitchen. He poured whiskey. He brought it to Marcus. Then he dropped to his knees.

Marcus unzipped his jeans. His cock fell out. It was soft but already huge. Thick. Heavy. It hung down his leg.

"Get it hard," Rudy ordered. "Use your mouth."

Phillip had never touched another man's cock. He'd certainly never sucked one. But he was learning his place. He leaned forward. The smell hit him first. Musky. Masculine. He opened his mouth. The head filled it completely. He started sucking.

"That's it," Marcus encouraged. He put his hand on Phillip's head. "Suck that big black cock. Get it ready for your wife."

Phillip's tongue swirled around the head. He tasted precum already leaking. He tried to take more. He couldn't. It was too thick. His jaw ached.

Ariana watched her husband suck another man's cock. Her pussy was dripping. She reached down and touched herself. The crotchless suit made it easy.

"Look at her," Marcus said to Rudy. "She's already playing with herself. She remembers this dick."

Rudy laughed. "She's about to get reacquainted."

Marcus's cock grew in Phillip's mouth. It got longer. Thicker. Harder. Phillip had to pull back. He couldn't breathe. The cock sprang free. It stood up, pointing at the ceiling.

"Twelve inches," Marcus said. He held it proudly. "Measured last week. And thick as a beer can."

Ariana's mouth went dry. That was two inches bigger than Rudy. And Rudy had ruined her.

"Stand up, Phillip," Rudy said. "Time to compare."

Phillip stood. He unzipped his pants. His six-inch cock popped out. It was hard. Marcus's cock was literally twice as long. And three times as thick.

"Pathetic," Marcus laughed. "No wonder she needs real cock."

Rudy stood up. He pulled out his own cock. Ten and a half inches. He held it next to Marcus's. Even Rudy looked small next to Marcus.

"Your wife is going to get the fucking of her life," Rudy said to Phillip. "Two cocks at once. In both holes."

Ariana's stomach fluttered. Double penetration. She'd never done it. Never even thought about it.

"Get naked," Marcus ordered Ariana. "All the way."

She stood up. She dropped the robe. She was just in the bodysuit now. Marcus grabbed the fabric and ripped it. The lace tore easily. He ripped it off her body. She was naked. Exposed.

"On your hands and knees," Marcus said. "Right here on the floor."

Ariana dropped to the carpet. It was soft on her knees. Marcus got behind her. Rudy got in front. They were both stroking their massive cocks.

"Phillip," Rudy said. "Get the lube. From the bag."

Phillip scrambled to the bag by the door. He found a bottle of lube. He brought it to Rudy.

"Now sit in that chair," Rudy commanded. "Don't move. Just watch."

Phillip sat. His cock was so hard it hurt. He started stroking it slowly.

Marcus poured lube on Ariana's asshole. It was tight and pink. He rubbed it in with his thumb. "Ever had a cock in here?" he asked.

"No," Ariana whispered.

"Good. First time for everything."

He pushed his thumb inside. Ariana gasped. It was thick. Thicker than Phillip's cock.

Rudy poured lube on his cock. He stroked it, spreading it around. Then he pushed into Ariana's pussy. It went in easier now. She was still loose from last night. But she was still tight enough to make him groan.

"Fuck yes," Rudy said. "This pussy is perfect."

He started moving. Slow strokes. In and out. Ariana's tits swung beneath her. Marcus kept working her asshole with his thumb. Then he added a second finger. She was stretched wide.

"She's ready," Marcus said. He poured lube on his massive cock. He lined it up with her asshole.

"Wait," Phillip said. "That's too big. You'll hurt her."

"That's the point," Marcus said. He pushed forward.

The head of his cock pressed against her tight ring. It burned. It hurt. It felt like she was being split in half.

"Oh fuck," Ariana screamed. "It's too big!"

Marcus kept pushing. The head popped inside. Ariana's asshole stretched obscenely around his shaft. It looked impossible.

"Look at that," Rudy said. He was still fucking her pussy, slow and deep. "Look at your wife's asshole stretch."

Phillip couldn't look away. His hand was moving faster on his cock. He was going to cum just from watching.

Marcus pushed more. Another inch. Then another. Ariana was panting. Her hands gripped the carpet. Her tits were pressed against the floor.

"Please," she begged. "Slow down."

Marcus ignored her. He pushed harder. More of his cock disappeared into her ass. Ariana felt full. So full. Rudy's cock in her pussy. Marcus's cock in her ass. They were separated by a thin wall of flesh. She could feel them rubbing against each other inside her.

"That's it," Marcus grunted. "Take that big black cock in your ass. Take it like the slut you are."

He kept pushing. Ariana didn't know how much was inside her. She felt like she was going to burst. Finally, his hips touched her ass cheeks. He was all the way in. Twelve inches of thick cock buried in her asshole.

"Fuck yes," Marcus moaned. "This ass is tight. Even after all these years."

Rudy started moving faster. He pulled out, then slammed back in. Marcus did the same. They found a rhythm. When Rudy pulled out, Marcus pushed in. It was like a seesaw of cock. Ariana was filled constantly. There was never a moment when she wasn't stuffed full.

"Look at her," Rudy said to Phillip. "Look at your wife. Taking two cocks at once. Two cocks that dwarf yours."

Phillip came. His load shot out, landing on his stomach. He kept stroking, milking every drop. He was still hard.

Marcus and Rudy kept fucking. They were picking up speed. Ariana's body was being pushed back and forth between them. Her tits scraped against the carpet. Her nipples were raw.

"Rub her clit," Rudy ordered Phillip. "Make her cum on both our cocks."

Phillip scrambled forward. He reached under Ariana's body. His fingers found her clit. It was swollen and hard. He rubbed it fast.

"Oh god," Ariana moaned. "I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum on both your cocks."

"Do it," Marcus grunted. "Cum on these big dicks. Show hubby what a real orgasm looks like."

Phillip rubbed faster. Ariana's body went rigid. Her pussy clamped down on Rudy's cock. Her asshole clamped down on Marcus's cock. Both men groaned at the tightness.

Ariana screamed. Her orgasm was like nothing she'd ever felt. It was in both holes. It was everywhere. She squirted again, her pussy gushing around Rudy's cock.

"Fuck yes!" Marcus shouted. "That's it!"

They kept fucking her through the orgasm. They didn't slow down. Ariana was whimpering now. It was too much. Too sensitive. Too full.

"Please," she begged. "I can't take anymore."

"One more load each," Rudy said. "Then we're done with your holes. For now."

He pulled out of her pussy. Marcus pulled out of her ass. Both holes stayed open. Gaping. Cum leaked from her pussy. Her asshole was red and stretched.

Marcus lay on the floor. His cock stood up like a flagpole. "Ride me," he told Ariana. "Ride me with your ass."

Ariana climbed on top of him. She was shaking. She positioned her asshole over his cock. She lowered herself down. It went in easier this time. Her ass was loose now. She sank down until all twelve inches were inside her.

"Fuck," she breathed. "I can feel it in my stomach."

Rudy stood up. He positioned himself in front of her. He pushed his cock into her pussy. Both holes were filled again. Ariana was sandwiched between them.

"Phillip," Rudy said. "Get behind Marcus. Lick his asshole while he fucks your wife's ass."

Phillip froze. "What?"

"You heard me. Get back there and eat that black ass. Show me how far you'll go to be a good cuckold."

Phillip moved. He went behind Marcus. Marcus lifted his legs, giving Phillip access. His asshole was dark and tight. Phillip leaned in. The smell hit him. Musky. Sweaty. He stuck his tongue out. He licked.

"That's it," Marcus groaned. "Eat that ass, little man."

Phillip pushed his tongue inside. It was hot and tight. He wiggled it around. He could feel Marcus's cock moving in Ariana's ass through the thin wall. He could taste sweat and musk.

"Keep licking," Rudy ordered. "Don't stop until we cum."

Rudy and Marcus started moving. They fucked Ariana in unison this time. Both cocks thrust in at the same time. Ariana felt like she was going to split in half. She was so full. So stretched.

Phillip kept licking. His tongue was buried in Marcus's asshole. He could feel the muscles clenching as Marcus fucked. He could hear the wet sounds of the double penetration. He could smell the sex.

"I'm close," Marcus grunted. "That ass is milking my cock."

"Me too," Rudy said. "This pussy is perfect."

They fucked faster. Harder. Ariana was just a hole now. A warm, wet hole for them to use. She couldn't think. Couldn't breathe. Could only feel.

Marcus came first. His cock pulsed in her ass. Hot cum filled her bowels. It was so much. It leaked out around his shaft.

"Fuck yes!" Marcus shouted. "Take that load!"

Rudy came seconds later. His cum shot into her pussy, mixing with last night's load. It overflowed, running down her thighs.

Both men stayed inside her, pulsing, filling her with cum. Then they pulled out. Ariana collapsed on top of Marcus. She was exhausted. Her holes were gaping. Cum leaked from both of them.

"Phillip," Rudy said. "Clean up time. Start with Marcus's cock."

Phillip pulled his face out from between Marcus's cheeks. He moved to Marcus's cock. It was covered in cum and ass juice. He licked it clean. He sucked the head into his mouth, getting every drop.

"Good boy," Marcus said. "Now clean her ass."

Phillip moved to Ariana's asshole. It was gaping open. White cum leaked out. He licked it up. He pushed his tongue inside, scooping out Marcus's load. It was thick and bitter. He swallowed it down.

"Now her pussy," Rudy commanded.

Phillip moved down. He licked Ariana's pussy, cleaning Rudy's cum out of it. It mixed with last night's load. It was copious. He slurped it up, swallowing mouthful after mouthful.

He kept licking until both holes were clean. Then he lay on the floor, exhausted. His cock was hard again. He started stroking it.

"Don't cum," Rudy warned. "You don't get to cum again today. You only cum when we say."

Phillip stopped. His balls ached. He was so close. But he obeyed.

Marcus stood up. He was getting dressed. Rudy did the same. They both looked at the couple on the floor.

"Tomorrow," Rudy said. "Same time. But we're doing it at a club. A special club. Where people can watch."

He tossed a card on the coffee table. It had an address. A time. A name: "The Velvet Cage."

Then they left.

Ariana lay on the floor. Her holes were still gaping. Still leaking a little cum. Phillip crawled over to her.

"Did I do good?" he whispered.

"You were perfect," she said. "My perfect cleanup boy."

She kissed him. They tasted like cum. Both of them. They lay there, naked and used, waiting for tomorrow.
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THE VELVET CAGE


The Velvet Cage was in the bad part of town. The building looked like a warehouse. No sign. Just a black door with a red light above it. Phillip parked the car three blocks away. He was shaking.

"Are you sure about this?" he asked Ariana.

She was wearing a long coat. Nothing underneath. "Rudy said to be here. We're here."

They walked to the door. Phillip knocked. A slot opened. A pair of eyes looked out.

"Password?" a deep voice asked.

"Rudy sent us," Ariana said.

The door opened. A huge man in a suit stepped aside. "Welcome to the Velvet Cage."

Inside, it was dark. Red lights everywhere. The smell of sex and sweat hit them. Music thumped. Phillip's eyes adjusted. He saw a bar. He saw couches. He saw people fucking. Everywhere.

A couple was on a couch. The woman was riding a man. Another man stood behind her, his cock in her ass. A crowd watched. They cheered.

"Over here," Rudy's voice cut through the noise.

He was in a corner booth. Marcus was with him. Two women were servicing them. One sucked Rudy's cock. The other licked Marcus's balls. They were naked except for collars around their necks.

"Strip," Rudy commanded when he saw Ariana and Phillip. "Both of you."

Phillip hesitated. Ariana dropped her coat immediately. She was naked underneath. Her tits bounced free. Her pussy was visible. A few people turned to look.

"Now you," Marcus said to Phillip.

Phillip stripped. His six-inch cock was hard. People laughed when they saw it.

"Look at that little thing," a woman in the crowd said. "Poor wife."

Phillip's face burned. But his cock got harder.

Rudy pushed the women away from his cock. They crawled away on their hands and knees. He stood up. His cock was hard. Ten and a half inches of thick meat.

"Bring her here," he said to Phillip. "Hold her for me."

Phillip grabbed Ariana's arm. He led her to Rudy. Rudy grabbed her and bent her over the table. Her tits pressed against the cold wood. Her ass was in the air.

"Hold her down," Rudy ordered.

Phillip put his hands on Ariana's back. He held her in place. Rudy lined up his cock with her pussy. He pushed in. It went in easy. She was still loose from last night.

"Look at that," Rudy said to the crowd. "This pussy is already ruined. And we're just getting started."

He started fucking her. Hard. Fast. The table shook. Ariana's tits bounced. The crowd moved closer. They wanted to see.

"She's so loose," a man said. "Look at that gaping hole."

Phillip held her down. He watched Rudy's cock slide in and out. He watched Ariana's pussy lips grip and release. They were puffy and red.

Marcus stood up. He walked behind Phillip. "Your turn, little man. Hold her ass open. Show everyone that asshole."

Phillip's hands moved to Ariana's ass cheeks. He spread them apart. Her asshole was visible. It was still red from last night. Still slightly open.

"Look at that," Marcus said to the crowd. "This asshole took my twelve-inch cock yesterday. It's still gaping."

The crowd murmured. They were impressed.

Marcus poured lube on his cock. He stroked it. It grew to its full size. Twelve inches. Thick as a beer can. The crowd gasped.

"He's going to split her in half," a woman said.

"That's the point," Marcus laughed.

He pushed into Ariana's asshole. It went in easier this time. Her ass was loose now. He slid in until his balls pressed against her pussy.

"Fuck yes," Marcus grunted. "This ass is perfect."

Rudy and Marcus started fucking. In and out. One in, one out. Ariana was stuffed full. The crowd watched. Some had their phones out, recording. Some were jerking off. A woman was getting fucked against the wall while she watched.

"Phillip," Rudy said. "Get under the table. Lick her clit while we fuck her."

Phillip crawled under the table. It was dark. He could see Rudy's cock sliding into his wife's pussy. He could see Marcus's cock in her ass. He could see her clit, swollen and red. He licked it.

"That's it," Ariana moaned. "Lick my clit, baby."

Phillip licked faster. He could taste her juices. He could smell the sex. He could hear the wet sounds of the double penetration above him.

"Rub your little cock," Marcus ordered. "Show everyone how pathetic you are."

Phillip pulled out his cock. He started jerking it. The crowd laughed.

"Look at him," a man said. "Jerking that tiny thing while real men fuck his wife."

Phillip's face burned. But he kept jerking. He kept licking.

Ariana was close. She could feel it building. The two massive cocks inside her. Her husband's tongue on her clit. The crowd watching. It was too much.

"I'm going to cum!" she shouted. "I'm going to cum on both your cocks!"

"Do it!" Rudy commanded. "Cum for everyone!"

Ariana's body exploded. Her pussy clamped down. Her asshole clamped down. She squirted. It sprayed Phillip's face under the table. It ran down her legs. The crowd cheered.

"Fuck yes!" Marcus shouted. "That's what I'm talking about!"

Both men kept fucking. They were close. Phillip kept licking. He kept jerking.

"Get out from under there," Rudy ordered. "I want you to see this."

Phillip crawled out. He stood up. His cock was hard. His face was covered in Ariana's squirt.

"Watch," Marcus said. "Watch us fill your wife."

He slammed into Ariana's ass and held it. His cock pulsed. Hot cum filled her bowels. It was so much. It leaked out around his shaft.

Rudy came a second later. His cum shot into her pussy, mixing with last night's loads. It overflowed. White cum ran down her thighs.

Both men pulled out. Ariana's holes stayed open. Gaping. Cum poured out. The crowd applauded.

"Cleanup time," Rudy announced. He pointed at Phillip. "Get to work."

Phillip dropped to his knees. He put his face between Ariana's legs. He licked her pussy first. The cum was thick and hot. He slurped it up. He pushed his tongue inside, scooping out Rudy's load.

"That's it," a woman in the crowd said. "Eat that bull cum."

Phillip moved to Ariana's asshole. It was gaping wide. White cum leaked out. He licked it up. He pushed his tongue inside, getting Marcus's load. It was bitter and strong.

"Look at him go," a man said. "He's a natural."

Phillip kept licking until both holes were clean. Then he sat back on his heels. His cock was still hard.

"Did you cum?" Rudy asked him.

"No," Phillip whispered.

"Good. You don't cum tonight. You just watch and clean."

Rudy and Marcus got dressed. They left Ariana on the table, naked and used. The crowd started to disperse. Some stayed to watch Phillip.

"Kiss her," Marcus ordered. "Kiss your wife with your cum-filled mouth."

Phillip stood up. He kissed Ariana. Their tongues met. They both tasted like cum. They shared it, snowballing back and forth.

"Tomorrow," Rudy said. "We're doing this at your house. And we're inviting more friends."

He handed Phillip a list. Five names. Five bulls.

"Get them all hard," Rudy said. "That's your job now. You're the fluffer."

Phillip looked at the list. He looked at his wife. She was smiling. She was happy.

"We'll be ready," Ariana said.
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THE FINAL LOCK


The house smelled like cleaning products and fear. Phillip had scrubbed every surface. He'd vacuumed twice. He'd lit candles. He'd set up the living room just like Rudy said. The couches were pushed back. Blankets covered the floor. A camera on a tripod pointed at the center of the room.

Ariana stood in the kitchen. She wore a white lace teddy. It was crotchless. Her nipples poked through the fabric. Her pussy was bare and wet. She was shaking.

"Are you ready?" Phillip asked. He was naked. His cock was in its cage. Rudy had sent it back. It was tighter now. Smaller.

"I think so," Ariana whispered. "Five men. All at once."

"Six," Phillip corrected. "Rudy and Marcus are coming too."

Ariana's stomach fluttered. Seven men total. Seven massive cocks. All for her.

The doorbell rang at exactly seven. Phillip answered it. Rudy stood there with Marcus. Behind them were five other men. All black. All huge. All wearing tight jeans that showed off massive bulges.

"These are your new bulls," Rudy said. He pointed to each one. "DeShawn. Ten inches. Tyrell. Eleven inches. Jamal. Nine inches but thick as a soda can. Kareem. Twelve inches. And Tyson. Ten and a half."

Phillip's mouth went dry. He looked at the list in his hand. The names matched.

"Get them hard," Rudy ordered. "That's your job now."

Phillip dropped to his knees right there in the doorway. The men walked in. They surrounded him. Seven massive cocks were pulled out. They hung in his face. Phillip didn't know where to start.

He grabbed the closest one. It was DeShawn's. He put it in his mouth. It was soft but already huge. He sucked. He licked. He felt it grow. It got hard in his mouth. Ten inches. Thick. He couldn't breathe.

"That's it," DeShawn said. He put his hand on Phillip's head. "Suck that cock. Get it ready for your wife."

Phillip moved to the next one. Tyrell's. Eleven inches. He sucked it. It grew down his throat. He gagged. He kept sucking. He moved down the line. Jamal's was short but so thick his jaw ached. Kareem's was twelve inches and curved. Tyson's was perfect. Straight and thick.

By the time he finished, all seven cocks were hard. They stood up like a forest of meat. Phillip's jaw was sore. His face was covered in precum.

"Good boy," Rudy said. "Now bring your wife in."

Phillip stood up. His legs were weak. He went to the kitchen. He brought Ariana out. The men cheered when they saw her.

"Fuck yes," Jamal said. "Look at those tits."

"That pussy is begging for cock," Kareem added.

Ariana's face was red. But her pussy was dripping. She could see all the cocks. She wanted them all.

"On your knees," Rudy commanded her. "Suck them all. Get them wet."

Ariana dropped to the floor. The men circled her. Cocks were shoved in her face. She grabbed two. She sucked one, then the other. She moved around the circle. DeShawn's cock filled her mouth. She couldn't take it all. She gagged. Tyrell's cock was next. It went down her throat. She choked. Jamal's thick cock stretched her lips. She could barely get her mouth around it. Kareem's curved cock hit the back of her throat. She drooled. Tyson's cock was last. She sucked it clean.

"Enough," Rudy said. "Time to fuck."

He grabbed Ariana and bent her over the arm of the couch. Her ass was in the air. Her pussy was exposed. The men lined up.

DeShawn went first. He pushed his ten-inch cock into her pussy. It went in easy. She was loose now. He started fucking her. Hard. Fast. His balls slapped her clit.

Phillip sat in a chair. He watched. His cock strained in its cage. He watched DeShawn's cock stretch his wife's pussy. He watched her tits swing. He watched her face.

DeShawn came fast. He pulled out. His load shot onto her ass. White ropes covered her cheeks. He stepped aside.

Tyrell was next. Eleven inches. He pushed into her pussy. He fucked her deeper. He hit spots DeShawn missed. He fucked her for ten minutes. Then he came. He pulled out and came on her back. More white ropes.

Jamal was third. His cock wasn't long but it was thick. So thick. He pushed into her pussy. Ariana screamed. It stretched her wider than ever. He fucked her slow. Deep. She felt every inch of the thickness. He came inside her. He pumped his load deep in her pussy. It leaked out when he pulled out.

Kareem was fourth. Twelve inches. He wanted her ass. Phillip held her cheeks open. Kareem pushed his massive cock into her asshole. It was loose from Marcus, but Kareem was bigger. He stretched her more. He fucked her ass for fifteen minutes. Ariana cried the whole time. It hurt so good. He came in her ass. A huge load filled her bowels.

Tyson was fifth. Ten and a half inches. He went back to her pussy. He fucked her hard. He slapped her ass. He pulled her hair. He called her names. "Slut." "Whore." "Cum dump." He came on her face. He pulled out and sprayed her. It covered her eyes, her nose, her mouth.

Marcus was sixth. He wanted her mouth. He stood in front of her. He shoved his twelve-inch cock down her throat. He fucked her face. She gagged. She choked. She couldn't breathe. He came down her throat. She had to swallow every drop.

Rudy was last. He pushed into her pussy. It was sloppy now. Full of cum. Loose and wet. He fucked her slow. He wanted to savor it. He fucked her for twenty minutes. The other men watched. Some jerked off. Some slapped her tits. Some spit on her.

Finally, Rudy came. He pulled out and came on her wedding ring. White cum covered the gold band.

"Look at that," Rudy said. "That's what your marriage is now. Covered in bull cum."

The men laughed. They got dressed. They left. All except Rudy and Marcus. They stayed to watch the cleanup.

Phillip got up from his chair. He walked to his wife. She was covered in cum. It was in her hair. On her face. On her back. In her pussy. In her ass. It was everywhere.

"Clean her," Rudy ordered. "Every drop."

Phillip started with her face. He licked the cum off her cheeks. He sucked it off her eyelids. He kissed her and snowballed Tyson's cum into her mouth. They shared it. He licked it off her chin. He cleaned her nose.

He moved to her tits. The cum had dripped down. He licked it off her nipples. He sucked them clean. He licked between her tits. He got every drop.

He moved to her back. He licked up Tyrell's load. It was thick and cold. He swallowed it. He licked down her spine. He cleaned her lower back.

He moved to her ass. DeShawn's load was there. He licked it off her cheeks. He spread them apart. Kareem's load was leaking out of her asshole. He licked it up. He pushed his tongue inside, scooping out the cum. It was bitter and strong. He swallowed.

He moved to her pussy. Jamal's load was deep inside. Rudy's load was mixed in. Phillip licked her pussy lips. They were stretched and red. He pushed his tongue inside. He scooped out the cum. It was warm and salty. He swallowed mouthful after mouthful.

He kept licking until she was clean. Then he sat back. His cock was leaking precum in its cage.

"Did you cum?" Rudy asked.

"No," Phillip whispered.

"Good. You never cum again. Not unless we say."

Rudy and Marcus left. They left Phillip and Ariana alone in their house. Naked. Used.

Ariana stood up. She walked to the bathroom. She looked at herself in the mirror. Her pussy was gaping. Her asshole was gaping. Both were red and swollen. Cum still leaked out a little.

She touched her stomach. She felt full. She felt used. She felt happy.

Phillip came in. He stood behind her. He looked at her in the mirror.

"Are you okay?" he asked.

"I'm pregnant," she said. It wasn't a question. She knew. She could feel it.

Phillip's eyes went wide. "How do you know?"

"I just know. It's Rudy's. Or Marcus's. Or one of the others. It's not yours."

Phillip looked at her stomach. He put his hand on it. His cock throbbed in its cage.

"Are you mad?" she asked.

"No," he whispered. "I'm happy."

"You're going to raise it. You're going to be the father. But you'll know. You'll always know it's not yours."

Phillip nodded. He sank to his knees. He put his face between her legs. He licked her pussy again. He licked up the last drops of cum.

"Thank you," he whispered. "Thank you for letting me be your cleanup boy."

Ariana smiled. She ran her fingers through his hair.

"This is our life now," she said. "This is our new normal."

Phillip stood up. He looked at himself in the mirror. He looked at his caged cock. He looked at his wife's gaping pussy. He looked at her stomach, where another man's baby was growing.

He was happy. He had found his place.

He was a cuckold. A cleanup boy. A father to a bull's child.

And he wouldn't have it any other way.
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