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The Wife Finds Out!

“Honey, we need to talk.” Those five words, delivered with a steady voice, had never felt so ominous. My heart sank like a stone as I turned the corner and saw her, perched by my desk, her face a mixture of shock and something I couldn’t quite read. My stomach twisted when I realized she was staring at the open screen, my secret stash of videos laid bare, like a dirty secret dragged into the light.

“My laptop battery died, and I needed to finish a report,” she said, her eyes meeting mine with a blend of confusion and incredulity. “I saw a folder named ‘BBC’ and thought it was something British—maybe shows, documentaries. But then I found this.” She gestured at the screen, a few thumbnails showing paused scenes that needed no further explanation. “It’s porn. And not just any porn. ‘Cuckold’ videos,” she emphasized, her voice hardening as she lingered on the word. “I clicked through some. White women with black men, their husbands watching, humiliated... And there was one where—” She stopped, swallowing audibly, the disbelief clear on her face. “Where the husband...was servicing the man while the wife laughed and pushed his head down.”

She looked back at me, eyes searching for answers, or perhaps for reassurance. “You aren’t...gay, or anything like that?” Her question wavered between worry and the hope that there was a simpler, less disconcerting explanation.

“No,” I said, voice trembling. The idea of lying slid through my mind but dissolved as quickly as it formed. This was no moment for evasion. “No, it’s not that. It’s just... I don’t know if it’s the power dynamic or the thrill of humiliation, but it excites me. It just does.”

She stared at me as if trying to comprehend a foreign language. “Have you ever thought of me being with a black guy? Treating you like...like that?” The silence that followed stretched until it was unbearable. My eyes couldn’t meet hers; the answer was written in my hesitation.

“Jesus,” she whispered, running her fingers through her hair. “This is...a lot. I need to think.” Her eyes darted back to the screen, then to me, a dozen emotions flitting across her features—disbelief, confusion, something that might have been curiosity or fear. “Do you understand what you’re asking for? If I were to become one of those ‘hot wives’ from your videos... the risks are real. There’s jealousy, the possibility of pregnancy, the chance that either one of us could become emotionally attached to someone else. There’s so much that could go wrong.”

“I know,” I replied, my voice soft but resolute. “I know it’s risky, and that’s why I never intended for you to see any of this. It was a fantasy, one that I kept hidden, not to deceive you but because I didn’t want to trouble you with it. I wanted to channel that energy into our own time together.”

For a moment, the room was quiet, the only sound the hum of the computer still broadcasting our shared secret. She shifted in her seat, her gaze finally softening with realization and the weight of what had been uncovered between us.

“Well, I can see you’re definitely channeling something,” she said, her voice laced with a sly, incredulous edge as her hand pressed firmly against my crotch. The heat of her palm sent a jolt of electricity through me, making my pulse race. “So, the thought of me—your loyal wife—being with a black man excites you this much? Wow,” she murmured, her fingers tightening around the bulge straining beneath my pants, giving it a firm, teasing squeeze.

Before I could respond, she leaned in, her eyes darkening with a mix of amusement and curiosity. “Maybe we should see just how much,” she whispered, the words brushing over me like a spark. The soft rasp of my zipper being pulled down cut through the silence, making my breath hitch. The anticipation coiled in my chest as her slender fingers wrapped around my shaft, stroking it slowly, deliberately, as if testing the effect her words had on me.

“Hmmm,” she purred, the corner of her mouth lifting in a half-smile that sent shivers down my spine. “So, the idea of me being unfaithful—of me taking a lover, mistreating and humiliating you while I do—turns you on?” The question hung in the air, tantalizing and charged, her gaze locked onto mine, daring me to deny it. But I couldn’t. I nodded, a wordless admission of a desire too deep to keep buried.

Her hand paused, and she glanced down, breaking the heated moment with a small, pensive frown. “I don’t know if I should tell you this,” she began, almost as if she were confiding a scandalous secret. “But... recently at work, Sean, my coworker...” She let the name hang between us, giving it weight. I knew exactly who he was—the tall, confident man she sometimes mentioned, always with a fleeting smile. She drew in a shaky breath. “...my black coworker. We were working late one night, and he asked me out. I told him I was married, but he said he had to take his shot anyway.”

The room seemed to shrink around us, the charged silence making every heartbeat echo. My wife’s admission sent a rush of heat through me that I couldn’t hide, my arousal straining against her palm. Her eyes flickered to mine, searching, daring me to react.

I swallowed hard, my skin prickling with an intoxicating blend of jealousy and excitement. The edges of my reality blurred as I let the confession sink in, each word stoking the fire of my fantasy into a blaze that threatened to consume me.

“So, would you have wanted me to say yes to Sean?” she asked, her voice sultry, drawing out each word to heighten the tension. She paused, eyes glittering with mischief as she leaned in, letting the question twist in the air between us. “Or maybe... maybe it’s not just him,” she added, her tone teasing as she played with the moment. “What about that guy from the gym—Lucas, the one you don’t get along with?”

The mention of Lucas sent a jolt through me. My wife had met him briefly once when she came to pick me up. He was tall, broad, exuding an unearned confidence that gnawed at me. And yes, I knew he had one of the biggest cocks in the gym—it was impossible not to notice when he strolled through the locker room, towel slung low on his hips. The idea of her even mentioning him, teasing me with the thought, sent a rush of arousal that I couldn’t control. The tension snapped, and I shuddered as a powerful orgasm surged through me, my body trembling with its intensity.

“Wow,” she mouthed, eyes wide and a satisfied grin spreading across her lips. The sight of her amusement made my pulse quicken even in the aftermath. She looked down at the evidence of my release, a playful glint in her eye. Before I could catch my breath, she reached out and tilted my chin up, making sure I met her gaze.

“Looks like I got you worked up, didn’t I?” she said, her tone sharp with authority. Her hand moved down her body, caressing her breasts and tracing the curve of her stomach before slipping between her legs. In one smooth motion, she slid off her panties, revealing her wet, glistening pussy. The sight alone made my cock twitch, even after just cumming.

“Kneel,” she commanded softly, and the word hit me like a pulse. I sank to my knees, eyes level with her spread thighs, taking in the swollen lips of her pussy, the wetness that shimmered in the low light. Her scent washed over me, rich and intoxicating, making my mouth water. I pressed my lips to the inside of her thigh, kissing my way up until I could taste the heat radiating from her core.

Finally, I let my tongue run over her pussy lips, parting them gently as I tasted her. Her body tensed, a gasp breaking from her mouth as I traced the length of her slit, savoring every inch. I teased her clit with the tip of my tongue, feeling her fingers tighten in my hair as her hips bucked toward my mouth, begging for more.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered, the urgency in her voice spurring me on. I sucked her clit gently, alternating with soft flicks of my tongue, each motion drawing a shiver from her body. I slipped two fingers inside her, curling them to press against the spot that made her moan deep and raw, the sound vibrating through my chest. My mouth worked in rhythm, licking and sucking as her taste coated my tongue.

Her breathing came faster, the grip on my hair becoming almost painful as she rode the waves of her building orgasm. “Oh, God, yes,” she gasped, her thighs tightening around my head as her body arched, the climax crashing over her. I didn’t let up, my tongue and fingers moving together to draw out every pulse, every shudder that ran through her. Her pussy clenched around my fingers, slick and hot as her release poured over me.

Finally, her body sagged, her breath coming in heaving pants as the last tremors of pleasure rolled through her. I pulled back, my face wet with her arousal, meeting her gaze with a satisfied smile as she reached out to touch my cheek.

“Maybe we really will explore this fantasy,” she said, her voice still ragged, a smile playing at her lips as her hand moved to stroke my jaw, fingers trailing down to graze my still-sensitive cock. “But for now, let’s see just how far you’re willing to go.”

“And I need to know something,” she said, her voice taking on a teasing edge that made my stomach flip. “I peeked at a few of the films in that folder of yours. Are all black guys really that big?” Her eyes locked onto mine, an unspoken challenge swirling in their depths.

I swallowed, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks. “I don’t know if they all are,” I admitted, my voice catching. “But, yeah, some of them are... really big.”

A slow, knowing smile spread across her lips. “Bigger than yours?” she pressed, leaning forward, eyes glinting with mischief as she waited for my answer.

“Yes,” I said, the admission falling heavy between us, my pulse thrumming in my chest.

“They seemed much bigger,” she said, savoring the words as her gaze dipped down, lingering in a way that made my skin prickle with embarrassment and excitement. “In which case, I want you to do something for me—just in case.” She stood up and crossed the room, the authority in her movements impossible to ignore. “I want you to go to the drug store and buy those condoms—the ones for extra endowed men—and some lube. And I don’t want you going to just any pharmacy. You’ll go to the one right here in the neighborhood. I’ll be looking at the receipt when you get back.”

The command hit me like a jolt, a mix of humiliation and arousal making my knees feel weak. I opened my mouth to protest, the urge to resist instinctive. But the look she gave me silenced the words on my tongue. This was part of what I craved, the twisted, thrilling humiliation of being pushed to my limits.

“And while you’re out,” she added, a playful note in her voice as she turned back toward the desk, “I think I’ll do a little shopping online.” The implications of her words hung in the air like smoke, filling the space between us with unspoken possibilities.

An hour later, I walked back through the front door, my pulse racing with the adrenaline of the errand. The small, crinkling pharmacy bag in my hand felt like it weighed a ton, its contents a tangible symbol of my surrender. She glanced up from her laptop, her eyes sharp and curious. Wordlessly, I handed her the receipt, and she looked it over with a smirk that made my chest tighten.

“Good boy,” she said, taking the items from me and sliding them into the drawer of the nightstand. The air crackled with an electric tension that made my breath shallow. Her gaze lingered on me, assessing, as if she were reading every thought etched across my face. I couldn’t tell if she was enjoying the power she wielded or simply giving me a taste of the fantasy I’d shared. Maybe both.

She stood up, walked over to me, and ran her fingers down my chest, stopping just above my waistband. “I wonder,” she murmured, eyes flicking up to meet mine, “how far you’re really willing to go for this.”

A shiver ran through me at the challenge in her voice. The room felt smaller, the silence louder, as I realized just how much she understood about the game we were playing—and how willing she was to push the boundaries.

Chapter

I kept my distance from the topic, not daring to bring up the fantasy again over the next week. Our sex life, however, was hotter than ever, charged with an unspoken current that hummed between us. Packages arrived almost daily, plain brown boxes that she took and tucked away in the closet without a word. Each time, my curiosity clawed at me, but I said nothing, letting her take the lead.

When the weekend came, she approached me with a knowing smile and a gleam in her eyes. “I have a surprise for you,” she said. My heart thudded in anticipation as she disappeared into the bedroom, leaving me waiting with a mix of excitement and nervousness. The minutes dragged, each one sharpening the tension until she returned.

When she stepped back into the room, my breath caught. She was dressed in a cupless bra that framed her breasts perfectly, their curves accentuated by the smooth black fabric. Below, she wore crotchless panties that left little to the imagination. But what truly made my pulse race was what she held in her hand—a large, jet-black dildo, realistically shaped with every vein and ridge meticulously defined. The sight of it made my heart pound, and a flush of heat crept up my neck.

“I thought we could explore your fantasy a bit more tonight,” she said, her tone sweetly mocking as she held the dildo in front of her, its sheer size making my cock stir with a confusing blend of arousal and inadequacy. “But don’t get any ideas—I don’t think I could ever go all the way. Remember Fran and Tony?”

I nodded, the memory surfacing sharply. Fran and Tony had been friends, and what started as harmless exploration had ended with her falling for one of her “bulls” and leaving Tony. That had been a cautionary tale, one that stoked my fantasies and my fears in equal measure.

“But tonight,” she continued, her eyes glinting with a mix of mischief and authority, “this is my date.” She held up the massive black dildo, its size dwarfing any mental comparisons I couldn’t help but make. Her hand, with the glint of our wedding ring, looked small against its girth, and my throat tightened at the image.

She sat down on the edge of the bed, crossing her legs and letting the anticipation hang heavy between us. “Oh, it’s so huge,” she purred, running her fingers up and down the length. Her eyes flicked to me, catching the way my gaze locked onto it. “What sort of slut do you take me for, wanting your innocent wife to jerk off something like this?”

The teasing edge in her voice cut deep, making my cock throb with a humiliating ache. She wrapped one hand around the base, her wedding ring glinting as she began to stroke it, slow and deliberate. “You know,” she said, her eyes narrowing as a playful smile spread across her lips, “I visited some of those websites you have bookmarked. Those guys are absolutely massive.” She glanced at me, enjoying the way my breathing quickened. “I really don’t know how a husband can sit there and watch his wife be pounded by one of these huge black studs.”

She tightened her grip, moving her hand up and down the length, the smooth slide echoing in the room, mingling with my ragged breaths. “Do you think you could handle that?” she asked, tilting her head as if she were genuinely curious. “Could you sit there and watch me be stretched open by a cock this big?” She emphasized the word, watching for every twitch of emotion that crossed my face.

The room crackled with tension, her words, the visual of her hand gliding up and down that monstrous toy, all weaving together into a haze of lust and shame that sent a shudder through me. The realization that she knew exactly how to play with my fantasies—tease them, twist them, and amplify them—made my pulse pound even harder.

Her eyes glistened with satisfaction as she continued stroking the dildo, leaning back slightly as if already imagining the impossible. “I wonder,” she whispered, her voice soft yet piercing, “what it would be like to really put this to the test.”

The unspoken promise, laced with a hint of cruelty, left me trembling, teetering on the edge of my control as I watched her, entranced by the scene unfolding before me.

She continued stroking the thick, black dildo with slow, deliberate motions, her eyes glancing up at me to gauge my reaction. The room felt hot, charged with an electricity that made my skin tingle. She shifted, putting on a show, and then her expression changed, feigning surprise as she tilted her head to the side as if listening to an invisible voice.

“Oh, you want me to suck you? Sir, my husband is right here... Please, don’t make me do this. Please,” she said, her voice trembling with mock pleading as she looked at me, her eyes wide with faux innocence. The act was perfect, an intoxicating blend of submission and defiance that left me breathless. After a moment, she lowered her gaze, resigning herself to the demand. She leaned forward and kissed the fat head of the dildo, her lips pressing against it with practiced sensuality.

“Strip,” she ordered, her voice snapping back to control, eyes boring into mine with a commanding fire. I obeyed, pulling my clothes off piece by piece until I was naked, exposed in more ways than one. She spread her legs, revealing her glistening, dark-haired pussy, and I crawled between them, my mouth pressing against her heat. The taste of her arousal was heady, sending a surge of need through me as my tongue lapped at her folds.

“Lick me while I give him some head,” she said, her voice breathy as she opened her mouth and took the bulbous tip of the dildo past her lips. The sight was overwhelming—her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, moaning as if she could feel its size filling her. I reached up, driven by instinct to touch her soft, ample breasts, but she slapped my hand away with a sharp, “Uh-uh! These are for black men only now!”

The sting of her words seared through me, a strange, masochistic thrill mixing with the sting of rejection. She cupped her own tits, squeezing them as she bobbed her head, taking the dildo deeper, her mouth stretching wide around its girth. I felt her foot brush against my throbbing cock, the brief touch so tantalizing it made me gasp. My hips jerked, a reflex I couldn’t control, and she glanced down with a smirk before returning her focus to the toy, drool sliding down its length as she spoke around it.

“I can barely fit my lips around you,” she said to her imagined lover, eyes closing as she made a show of gagging lightly. “You’re so big, aren’t you?” She moaned, the sound vibrating through her body and against my mouth as I continued licking her, my tongue circling her clit, flicking it, desperate to please.

“Okay. Get the lube,” she commanded, pulling away from the dildo and looking at me with a gleam of challenge in her eyes. I scrambled to the nightstand, retrieving the bottle of lube and handing it to her, my hands shaking with anticipation. The sight of her glistening lips and the shine of the dildo she had just been sucking sent another wave of arousal coursing through me.

“You can watch,” she said, tilting her head, “but don’t touch yourself. I have a surprise for you.” She uncapped the lube and squeezed a generous amount into her palm before smearing it over the length of the dildo. It glistened under the light, looking almost impossibly real as she positioned it at her entrance. She made a small, satisfied sound as the thick head pushed into her, stretching her open.

“God, you like watching me get fucked by a big black cock, don’t you?” she taunted, her voice dripping with mockery. I nodded, my mouth dry as she began to slide it in and out of herself, each movement slick and wet. Her body adjusted to its size, taking more of it with each thrust until she was bouncing on it, her moans filling the room. The sight made my cock twitch, aching for release.

Minutes passed like hours as she worked the massive toy in and out of her pussy, the wet sounds mingling with her gasps. I was mesmerized, my mouth hanging open, my body tense as I watched her come apart at the seams, riding the toy with abandon.

Finally, she pulled it out with a slick pop and set it aside. She came over to me, a predatory look in her eyes as she knelt in front of me, her hand wrapping around my painfully hard cock. “So, you want me to jerk off your tiny cock?” she asked, her voice dripping with condescension. I nodded, too overwhelmed to speak.

“Only if you tell me when you’re about to cum,” she said, stroking me with firm, slow movements that made my vision blur. The pressure built quickly, a tight coil in my belly that threatened to snap. Within a minute, I was on the edge, the world narrowing to the feel of her hand on me.

“Yes, I’m going to cum,” I gasped, my body trembling with anticipation. She leaned closer, her breath warm on my neck.

“Good,” she whispered, giving me two more strokes before letting go abruptly. My cock jerked, the orgasm tearing through me, but without her touch, it was hollow, empty. My release spilled out, but the pleasure was stolen, a cruel mimicry of satisfaction. My body shuddered, but there was no peak, only a desperate, frustrated emptiness.

“That’s called a ruined orgasm,” she said, leaning back with a wicked smile. “Get used to it. You’re a cuckold now, and you’ll need to be trained.”

I stared at her in disbelief, my breath ragged, the humiliation burning through me as she laughed softly, the sound deep and rich. “Don’t worry,” she said, taking my sensitive cock in her hand again, stroking it slowly. “I’ll make it up to you. You’ve been such a good little cuckold, haven’t you?”

Her hand moved in a steady rhythm, the promise of future games sparking a flame deep inside me, one that craved the control, the teasing, and the power she held over me.

She stepped back, eyes smoldering with authority, and pointed to the floor. “Get down,” she said, her tone brooking no argument. I obeyed, sinking to my knees as she spread her legs, the scent of her still-tingling arousal filling my nostrils and making my mouth water despite the throbbing frustration still coursing through me. My cock dripped the last remnants of my ruined orgasm onto the floor, a humiliating reminder of her control over me. The soft splatters echoed in my ears, stinging my pride even as my need to serve her took precedence.

“Good boy,” she purred, watching as I leaned forward, my tongue darting out to taste her wet, warm pussy. She gasped slightly at the first touch, a sound that sent a shiver of mixed shame and excitement through me. I buried my face between her thighs, my tongue flicking over her swollen clit, sliding down to her entrance to lap up her juices before tracing back up. The feeling of my cock, limp and unsatisfied, rubbing uselessly against my thigh as I worked her with my mouth was both torturous and exhilarating.

I could feel the heat of humiliation washing over me as I focused on pleasing her, my tongue delving deeper, swirling, and flicking just the way I knew she liked. She moaned softly, tangling her fingers in my hair to guide me, pressing my face closer as her hips began to move in time with my licks. Each whimper and sigh from her lips only magnified the ache of my submission, the throbbing pulse in my cock reminding me of my helplessness.

Time seemed to stretch as I worshiped her, the salty-sweet taste of her spreading over my tongue. The humiliation deepened as I realized how long I had been on my knees, my cum drying on the floor beneath me, a testament to my earlier failure. My mind spun between the thrill of submission and the gnawing ache of unfulfilled desire. Slowly, as I continued to lick and tease her, my cock began to stir, hardening despite the heavy shame weighing down on me.

She let out a satisfied sigh and leaned back, her fingers tugging lightly at my hair as she shifted. “Look at you,” she mocked, glancing at the semi-hard length between my legs. “Pathetic little thing. Jerking that tiny white cock off while dreaming of me with someone who’s really hung.”

Her words struck me like a lash, making my pulse quicken even as my face burned with embarrassment. The image she painted only heightened my arousal, and my hand moved instinctively to stroke myself. She noticed and smirked, one eyebrow raised as she leaned forward, her eyes sharp and teasing.

“Go on then,” she whispered. “Touch yourself. Think about me with a big, hard black cock in my mouth, stretching my lips wide. Can you see it? How much I’d love it, how good it would feel to taste him?” Her voice was low, sultry, and cruel. Each word stoked the fire inside me, my strokes becoming faster as my imagination ran wild. I could picture it vividly: her eyes looking up at her lover, mouth stretched around him as she moaned, her hands cupping his balls while she took him deep.

My body tensed, the pressure building to an unbearable peak. I gasped, my hand moving frantically as I teetered on the edge. “I’m going to—” The words barely left my lips before she reached out, grasping my wrist and pulling it away, halting my release. The orgasm exploded out of me with no satisfaction, a strangled, frustrated mess as my seed splattered onto the floor without the rush of pleasure I craved. My breath came in shallow pants, and I stared at her, wide-eyed and bewildered.

She laughed, the sound rich and indulgent. “That’s another ruined orgasm,” she said, stroking my cheek as if to comfort me. “Get used to it. This is your new reality, my good little cuckold.”

My head spun, a mixture of shame, humiliation, and an insatiable, burning need that left me trembling. “Don’t look so sad,” she continued, her fingers trailing down my chest. “I have two surprises for you. One, I’ll tell you now. The other... you’ll find out tomorrow.” She paused, eyes glinting. “Fran invited me to go out with her boyfriend tomorrow. Her black boyfriend. And some of his friends. You’ll stay here, like a good boy. And if you behave, maybe I’ll send you a picture or two.”

My heart dropped into my stomach at her words, the image of her with them making my cock stir again despite my frustration. “What’s the other surprise?” I managed to croak, my voice hoarse and low.

She chuckled, pressing a finger to my lips. “You’ll find out soon enough.” With that, she climbed into bed, leaving me to stare at the ceiling, my thoughts racing and my cock still aching as I began to stroke myself again, wondering what agonies—and ecstasies—awaited me tomorrow.


The Next Day

The next day, the anticipation was suffocating. I paced the living room, glancing nervously at the clock until I heard the sound of the bathroom door creaking open. My breath caught in my throat as my wife stepped out, fully dressed and ready for her “date.” She wore a sleek, tight black dress that clung to every curve, the fabric shimmering under the soft light. Her makeup was heavier than usual, accentuating her sharp cheekbones and making her lips look fuller, more inviting. High heels added an extra inch to her confident stance, making her look like a goddess ready to conquer the night.

Was she really going to do this? The question circled in my mind, relentless, but deep down, I already knew the answer. My heart thudded, each beat a mix of dread and uncontrollable excitement. How far would she go? Could we stop this before it went too far, or was it already too late?

She caught my gaze, a smirk playing at her crimson lips as she sized me up. “Still following instructions, I see,” she said, nodding at my naked form. I shifted uncomfortably under her stare, a blush creeping up my neck.

With a fluid motion, she reached into the closet and pulled out a small package wrapped in a delicate, pink paper bag. She handed it to me, her eyes locked onto mine with a commanding intensity. I opened it with trembling fingers, revealing its contents: a male chastity device, cold and metallic against my skin.

“Put it on,” she said, her tone cool and authoritative. “I don’t want you whacking off all over the place while I’m gone.” The smirk deepened as she stepped closer, taking the device from my hands and positioning it against my already sensitive, half-hard cock. The click of the padlock snapping into place felt like a chain wrapping around my chest, tightening with each breath. The key dangled for a moment in her manicured fingers before she dropped it into her purse, a small, final gesture that cemented my helplessness.

The sudden chime of the doorbell made me jump, and she laughed softly at my reaction. “Get in the kitchen,” she ordered, and I scurried away, peeking out just enough to see her open the door. Fran stood there, a knowing grin on her face as she exchanged a few words with my wife. Together, they walked to the waiting SUV, where Fran’s boyfriend sat behind the wheel. The rumble of the engine as they pulled away left an emptiness that settled deep in my gut.

Fran and Tony had once been friends—partners in the so-called “hot-wife” lifestyle. But it had ended with Fran falling for one of her “bulls” and leaving Tony. That story played on a loop in my mind, amplifying the danger, the electric thrill that buzzed in my veins as I imagined what tonight could bring.

A few minutes later, my phone vibrated, snapping me out of my spiraling thoughts. I glanced at the screen and saw a text: Stay close to your phone. My heart quickened, and I nodded to myself, even though she couldn’t see me. The hours stretched like an eternity, the silence in the house pressing down on me, each second punctuated by the pulse of my trapped cock, straining futilely against its cage.

When my phone buzzed again, I nearly dropped it in my haste. I unlocked it with shaky fingers to find a picture. The shot was of the club they were in, dimly lit with pulsing neon lights, bodies moving rhythmically to the beat. Most of the people I could see were black, their frames tall and imposing in the shadows. Another text followed not long after—a picture of her on the dance floor, hips swaying, arms lifted as she danced with a man whose smile gleamed under the flashing lights. He was tall, broad-shouldered, his hands dangerously close to her waist.

My breath hitched, and the cage around my cock felt tighter, more suffocating. The arousal warred with my frustration, leaving me teetering on the edge of madness. Minutes felt like hours until the next photo came through. This one was of her sitting at a table, surrounded by men, one of whom sat close—too close—his thigh almost pressed against hers. The look in her eyes, playful yet daring, left no doubt that she was in control, feeding off the attention, knowing what it was doing to me.

I ached to rip the plastic prison off my cock, to feel the relief I craved, but it was impossible. Instead, I was left standing there, phone in hand, staring at the pictures, my pulse hammering in my ears as I fought the gnawing, powerless desire that coursed through me.

The hours crawled by, each moment an excruciating wait for the sound of her key in the door, for whatever revelation she’d bring back with her. The only thing I could do was wait, trapped in a limbo of frustration, longing, and dread.

She was dropped off just after midnight, the headlights of the SUV slicing through the darkness before it pulled away. The front door creaked open, and she stepped inside, a slight flush to her cheeks and a satisfied smirk playing on her lips. She saw me waiting and paused, toying with the tension before breaking into a smile.

“I’m going to bed,” she said breezily, taking a few steps toward the hallway. My heart sank, the anticipation coiling inside me like a spring suddenly let loose. But then she stopped and turned, eyes glinting as she reached into her purse and pulled out the key. “Just kidding.”

She tossed it to me, and I caught it clumsily, my hands shaking as I unlocked the chastity device, the relief mingling with the ache that still pulsed in my cock. She walked to the couch and sat down, her dress sliding up her thighs as she spread her legs slightly, an unspoken command. “Take them off,” she said, tilting her head and watching me with hooded eyes.

I knelt and slipped my fingers beneath the delicate fabric of her panties, drawing them down her legs to reveal a freshly shaven, smooth mound that glistened with her arousal. The scent of her hit me, a blend of musk and a hint of the night’s sweat, making my mouth water.

I leaned forward, pressing my lips to her inner thigh before trailing my tongue upward. When I reached her pussy, she let out a soft sigh as my tongue parted her lips, tasting the evidence of her night out. The knowledge that she had been out, dressed like this, teasing and flirting, sent a wave of humiliation and arousal crashing over me.

As I licked, she began to talk, her voice low and teasing. “We had dinner at a restaurant first. I kept wondering if any of our neighbors might walk in and see me sitting there, next to Scott, one of Fran’s boyfriend’s friends.” The way she said his name, the weight behind it, made my cock throb harder.

“We went to the club after that,” she continued, her fingers sliding through my hair and tugging gently to guide my tongue where she wanted it. “There were a few other white women there, but most of them were with black men. It was... exciting.” Her breath caught as I flicked my tongue over her clit, and she shifted her hips against my mouth.

“I danced with Scott,” she said, her voice taking on a dreamy quality. “He could really move. At first, I felt self-conscious, but then I relaxed, and it was fun. Then there was a slow song, and he pressed close to me. So close.” She paused, letting that hang in the air, my mind conjuring the image. “I felt him, you know? His cock... it felt huge. I had to pull away because Fran was there, but still...”

I couldn’t believe the words coming out of her mouth, the way she said them as if she were confessing a delicious secret. My cock ached painfully, twitching against my thigh as I licked her faster, tasting every part of her.

“And he asked me out,” she added, a wicked smile spreading across her face. My eyes darted up to hers, wide with shock.

“But didn’t he know you’re married?” I managed to mumble, my mouth still pressed against her.

“Yes,” she said, a small, breathy laugh escaping her lips. “But I don’t think it mattered much to him.” The casual way she said it sent a rush of heat through me, my body taut with need.

She tilted her head back, moaning as my tongue worked over her swollen clit. “I think you’ve earned this,” she said after a moment, her voice dripping with mock generosity. “Since you’ve been so good, I’ll allow you to fuck me. Just this once.”

The word “once” barely registered before I was on my feet, peeling her dress off and kissing her deeply, our tongues tangling as the scent of her sweat and perfume filled my nostrils. I thrust into her, her body welcoming me with a gasp. The room blurred around us as I moved, driven by the need that had built all night. The sounds of our bodies colliding, the wet heat of her pussy clenching around me, drowned out everything else.

It didn’t take long. The excitement of her words, the images she had planted in my mind, sent me over the edge quickly. I groaned, spilling inside her as my hips bucked uncontrollably. But she didn’t stop there. Without a word, she slid down and took my cock into her mouth, her tongue swirling as she sucked me hard again. I shuddered, fingers gripping her hair as I felt my seed trickle down, mixing with her saliva and my own lingering pleasure.

I fingered her as she worked me over, the sensation of her warm, slick pussy around my fingers keeping me on the edge. She pulled back, eyes locking onto mine as a bead of cum dripped from her lips. The sight alone almost undid me.

“Get on the couch,” she said, voice rough. I obeyed, and she bent over the arm, arching her back invitingly. I pushed into her again, this time with a frenzy that bordered on madness. My hips slapped against her ass, the sound echoing in the room as she moaned, her fingernails digging into the cushion.

At some point, words were lost, replaced only by the primal sounds of pleasure. When I finally came again, the release was slower, deeper, and we collapsed into each other, our bodies spent.

I carried her to the bedroom, both of us kissing tenderly now, the frenzy giving way to a softer intimacy. The last time we made love that night, it was slower, savoring each touch and kiss until exhaustion overtook us.

As we drifted to sleep, the memories of the night swirled between us. The morning light barely had a chance to seep through the curtains before the alarm blared, and reality came crashing back in.

Chapter

She emerged from the bathroom, the scent of her perfume wafting gently in her wake, and started dressing with deliberate precision. The black bra cupped her perfectly, pressing against the tight black sweater she slid over her head. The fabric clung to her curves, accentuating her shape. I watched, unable to tear my eyes away as she adjusted her stockings, snapping the garters into place with a subtle, teasing flick of her fingers. The room was charged with a sense of anticipation as I finally managed to ask, “Why are you dressing like that?”

Her eyes met mine, playful yet calculating. “Remember Sean? The coworker who asked me out? The black coworker?” She smirked as she saw my expression change. “Well, we’re working overtime together tonight. And don’t even think about it,” she added, cutting off my protest. “We’re already running late.”

Determined to show her I wasn’t entirely at her mercy, I grabbed her waist and bent her over the bed, making her gasp with surprise. But on the drive in, she shot me a look and said, “I’m going to tease the shit out of both you and him tonight.” The words echoed in my mind long after she stepped out of the car and walked toward the building, hips swaying with an unapologetic confidence.

When she came home that night, her hair slightly disheveled and her lipstick slightly smudged, she tossed her purse on the counter and shot me a mischievous grin. “Guess what?” she said, leaning in. “Sean made another pass at me.”

My chest tightened. “And?”

“I told him no, of course,” she said, her eyes glimmering with something unreadable. “But I left the door open, so to speak.” She chuckled as she saw the way my body tensed, the way my breath caught in my throat. “Oh, and you’ll need to get up early tomorrow. Fran’s coming over, and I want you to hear what she has to say.”

“Why would she talk in front of me? And what are you planning to discuss?” I asked, my voice strained.

“The reason you’ll be getting up early,” she said, crossing her arms and arching an eyebrow, “is to clean out the hall closet. You’ll be sitting in there, naked, except for...” She opened the drawer of her nightstand, pulling out a pair of tight pink panties and the chastity device that had become an emblem of my submission.

The next morning, the sun was barely up when I started emptying the hall closet, moving boxes and coats into the garage. My cock throbbed painfully, already reacting to what I knew was coming. When I was done, she instructed me to strip. The air was cold against my skin, making the swollen ache of my cock even more pronounced. But she ignored it, her gaze steely as she waited for it to soften enough to fit into the device. The click of the lock sent a shiver down my spine as she snapped the pink panties over me, the tight fabric barely containing the plastic cage beneath.

She positioned a small stool in the closet and motioned for me to sit. “Remember,” she whispered, leaning close enough for me to feel her breath on my cheek, “the door might open at any moment if you misbehave.” With that, she closed the door, leaving me in darkness. I sat there, heart pounding, every muffled sound from the hallway sharpening my anticipation.

Half an hour passed before I heard the front door open and Fran’s voice floated through the house. The women exchanged greetings, their laughter light and carefree as they settled in the living room. I pressed my ear against the closet door, straining to catch every word.

“So, how did you enjoy the club?” Fran asked, her voice tinged with excitement.

“It was... different from the places I usually go to,” my wife replied, a slight tremor of amusement in her tone.

“Different how?” Fran teased, and I imagined her raising an eyebrow, eyes glinting with mischief.

“The music, for one,” my wife said, pausing for effect. “And, well... there were a lot of black guys there.” Her giggle was infectious, and Fran joined in.

“Did it make you uncomfortable?” Fran pressed.

“A little,” my wife admitted, but the hesitation in her voice suggested otherwise.

There was a pause before Fran’s tone dropped, turning conspiratorial. “You know, my ex-husband, Tony, would have loved something like that. But it didn’t stop you from dancing with Scott, did it?”

My breath caught in my chest, and my fingers dug into my thighs as I listened.

“Well, I like to dance,” my wife said, her voice casual. “And Mark doesn’t like to dance much.”

“Are you sure that’s all you mean by dancing?” Fran laughed, and my wife’s quick, breathless “No!” only made them laugh harder.

Their conversation shifted, the teasing taking on a more intimate edge. “You know,” Fran continued, “some men are really into being sexually subjugated by their wives. You know what happened between me and Tony. Not that it’s the best example, considering how it ended...” Her voice trailed off.

My wife murmured agreement, but there was curiosity woven into the sound.

Fran continued, her voice softening with something like nostalgia. “I still see Tony sometimes.”

“You do?” My wife’s surprise was genuine.

“Yes,” Fran admitted, a hint of embarrassment creeping into her tone. “After I left him, I realized I might have been too hasty. I missed him. So I invited him back... as my cuckold slave. Sometimes he stays to clean the house. Other times he...”

“What?” My wife’s voice was breathless, eager.

Fran hesitated before saying, “Other times he cleans up after my bull is done.” The room fell silent for a beat.

“Oh, shit,” my wife whispered.

Emboldened, Fran added, “And sometimes he, uh, prepares him for me.” The words hung in the air like a secret finally released.

My wife’s gasp was audible even through the door. “You mean... is he...?”

Fran’s laughter was warm but laced with a hint of mockery. “Of course not. It’s just part of the submission. There’s a strong element of humiliation in being a cuckold.”

“A... cuckold?” my wife repeated, pretending not to know the term, though we both knew she did.

“Yes,” Fran said, leaning in. “It used to be just a fetish thing, but now it’s more mainstream. There are websites, videos—everything. Whether it’s women’s lib or white male guilt, it’s out there. Do you think Mark is into it?”

My wife paused, the silence stretching into an eternity. “Well, I caught him with some interracial porn on his computer,” she said slowly.

Fran hummed knowingly. “Is there anything else?”

My wife hesitated, then lied. “Not that I know of.”

“Well,” Fran said, a grin in her voice, “you could always test him to find out.”

“How?” my wife asked, her voice tinged with curiosity and nervous excitement.

Fran leaned in, her tone dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “Well, for starters, when a movie is on with a black actor, you could casually mention how handsome or sexy he is. Watch how Mark reacts. Does he tense up? Or maybe you could drop hints about a coworker or some other black guy making a pass at you. See how he handles it. If he brings it up later, asking for more details, then there’s a good chance he’s into the whole cuckold scene. But the real question is, are you interested?”

There was a pause, and I imagined my wife’s expression—part intrigued, part hesitant. “I’m... married,” she said, the words almost defensive, yet lacking conviction.

Fran chuckled, a sound both knowing and gentle. “So was I. You know how that turned out, don’t you?” Her voice turned wistful, as if recalling a forbidden pleasure. “Let me tell you, it’s different with black guys. And it’s not just the size of their cocks—though that’s certainly no small benefit,” she added with a smirk, making them both laugh.

My heart thudded painfully in my chest as the conversation continued, the blood rushing to my face and groin in equal measure. My cock strained uselessly against the cage, pressing tight against the thin fabric of the pink panties, each word from Fran’s mouth only intensifying my humiliation and arousal.

“What else?” my wife asked, her voice softer, almost eager.

Fran’s eyes lit up, and she leaned back, a sly grin spreading across her face. “They’re just... different. More into the act itself. The passion, the intensity—they don’t hold back. It feels so forbidden, so electrifying, especially if your husband is watching, or even just imagining it. The reactions you get from people when you go out together—it’s intoxicating.” She paused, letting the weight of her words sink in. “Some men look threatened, their eyes narrowing as they try to mask their discomfort. Others? They stare, jaws slack, leering at you because they know you’re going home to get pounded by that monster-sized black dick.”

My wife’s breath quickened, audible even through the door, and I felt the heat of shame and desire crawl up my neck. “And women?” she asked, the question slipping out before she could catch herself.

Fran’s grin widened. “Oh, they’re the best. Some are disgusted, glaring at you as if you’re doing something indecent. But others... you can see it in their eyes. The curiosity. The unspoken what if? They wonder what it would be like, if they’d have the courage to try it themselves. And trust me, there are more people out there doing it than you’d think.”

Silence fell, thick and charged. I imagined my wife’s mind racing, the vivid images Fran’s words painted taking root. My body reacted involuntarily, the pressure of the cage becoming almost painful as I sat in my confined space, straining to catch every word.

“Have you... ever regretted it?” my wife asked, her voice barely above a whisper, as though she was afraid of the answer.

Fran’s expression softened, turning serious for a moment. “No. Not for a second. The thrill, the freedom, the power—it’s something you can’t find in the usual confines of a marriage. It’s more honest, in a way.”

“Really?” My wife’s voice was breathless, disbelief mixed with an edge of excitement.

“Yeah,” Fran said, leaning back with a knowing smile. “You know Gail? Her husband arranged a Mandingo party for her.”

My wife’s eyes widened. “What’s that?”

“It’s when a group of black men takes turns fucking a woman. Often, they’re paid by the husband to do it,” Fran said, savoring my wife’s stunned reaction.

“Shit!” My wife’s voice was tinged with shock, but her curiosity betrayed her. “You know, there was a time a coworker did make a pass at me. Mark got angry at first, but later... he asked more about it. You don’t think...”

Fran’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “Well, he could have been trying to reassure himself... or maybe it’s something else entirely.”

My wife’s gaze shifted, considering, as the tension in the room thickened. “Hmmm... what else do you and Tony do? I mean, with your lover.”

Fran’s smile turned wicked, a hint of color rising in her cheeks. “Like I said, Tony preps him. Sometimes with his hand... and sometimes with his mouth.”

“Oh shit!” My wife let out a surprised giggle, a nervous, aroused sound. “Does the guy, um, finish in...?”

“Not yet,” Fran said with a playful wink. “But we’re getting there. And I’ve been training Tony with a strap-on. A big black one. Sometimes, my bull watches.”

My wife’s eyes widened even further. “Oh no! You fuck your husband in the ass? What does he do?”

Fran laughed, low and rich. “He moans and cums buckets. I always tease him, saying that if he doesn’t perform well enough, I might bring in a real cock to do the job. Who knows? If Mark becomes a cuckold, maybe we could have them do each other. Your husband and Tony, dressed up like little French maids.”

My wife burst into laughter, the sound bright and shocked. “That’s silly,” she said, but the way her voice wavered suggested she wasn’t dismissing the idea entirely.

They continued talking, their voices blurring into the background as my pulse pounded in my ears. I sat in the dark, the thin pink fabric stretched taut over my caged cock, each word fueling my arousal and humiliation. The tension was unbearable, the idea of my wife becoming part of Fran’s world, the thought of being dragged deeper into this fantasy, made the cage dig into me painfully. My breaths came in shallow pants as they chatted, oblivious to my strained, aching body locked away in the closet.

An hour passed before I heard the sound of Fran leaving, the front door closing softly behind her. I stayed frozen, waiting, my heart pounding as footsteps approached. The door opened, and my wife stood there, a smirk on her lips and her eyes dark with mischief.

She had changed into sheer black stockings with a garter belt that clung to her hips, accentuating the curve of her waist. The black cupless push-up bra lifted her breasts provocatively, and her high heels added height, making her legs look impossibly long. The sight made my pulse quicken, my cock straining uselessly within its confines, a reminder of my complete submission.

She walked to the couch, the click of her heels echoing in the room, and sat down, spreading her legs in a show of ownership. “If you’re a good little slave,” she said, her voice teasing, “I have a naughty treat for you.”

My mouth went dry, and the room spun as I crawled out of the closet, my body already shaking with anticipation and the ache of long-held restraint.

“You liked hearing all that naughty talk between me and Fran, didn’t you?” she asked, eyes narrowing as a teasing smile played on her lips. I swallowed hard and nodded, unable to hide the blush that crept up my neck. Before I could answer, she shifted, spreading her legs slightly and beckoning me with a crook of her finger. I knelt between her thighs and pressed my mouth to her pussy, my tongue tracing her wet heat as she let out a soft moan.

“Well then, I have a special treat for you,” she said, pulling away after a few moments. The loss of her warmth left me aching, and I looked up just in time to see her disappearing into the bathroom. The anticipation knotted my stomach as I listened to the rustle of movement behind the door.

When she returned, she stood with her hand covering her left breast, eyes gleaming with mischief. “Ready?” she teased, and slowly moved her hand away, revealing a small, black spade symbol nestled on her skin, with a bold “Q” in the center. It was the iconic queen-of-spades tattoo, a declaration in the swinging world of a preference for black men. I knew it was only temporary, but the sight made my heart race and my cock throb in its cage.

“You like?” she asked, tilting her head with a wicked smile. I managed a shaky nod before leaning forward, my tongue resuming its devoted work between her thighs. The taste of her, mingled with the forbidden thrill of her display, sent a shiver down my spine.

“Look,” she said, her voice slightly breathless as I licked her, “I know this is still just fantasy, but I’ve decided to take things a little further.” She stroked my hair, pulling me back just enough so that I could see her face. “You know that charity dance your gym is hosting?” I nodded, a wave of apprehension washing over me.

“That guy you always fight with... what’s his name?” she asked, eyes narrowing knowingly.

“Lucas,” I said, a lump forming in my throat.

“Lucas,” she repeated, letting the name roll off her tongue. “He’s going to be there, isn’t he?” My chest tightened as I confirmed it, already dreading the direction of this conversation. “You’ve said he has the biggest cock in the gym, right?” The words hung between us, charged and electric. I hesitated, then nodded, unable to deny it.

“Well,” she said, a glint of challenge sparking in her eyes, “I’m going to that dance, and I’m going to dance with him. And midway through, you’re going to develop a migraine and go home.” Her tone left no room for argument, but still, I tried.

“How will you get home?” I asked, even as the realization settled over me like a cold shroud. The smirk she gave me confirmed everything I feared.

I opened my mouth to plead with her, my voice shaking as I tried to find the right words. “Please, don’t do this,” I begged, my eyes searching hers. But she didn’t waver, her expression turning steely as she leaned in close, her voice dropping to a whisper.

“If that’s how you feel, then this stops now. I’ll go into the bathroom and wash off the tattoo, and we’ll never speak of this again.”

The ultimatum left me stunned, the weight of choice pressing down on my chest. Silence thickened around us, broken only by the thud of my pulse in my ears. I swallowed, my tongue dry, and finally nodded, a silent surrender.

A triumphant smile curved her lips as she settled back, fingers running down the length of her body as she watched me, eyes glittering with intent. “I want to ask you something,” she said, tilting her head slightly. “In a lot of those stories online, there’s a thing where the wife is off the pill, meaning the black man she’s sleeping with could get her pregnant. Why is that such a turn-on?”

I struggled to find my voice, the question striking deep. “It’s... it’s the idea of ultimate submission,” I said hoarsely. “Of letting go of control, giving her the power to choose. It’s primal, the risk, the taboo.”

She traced the spade tattoo with one finger, a thoughtful smile playing at her lips. “Interesting,” she said softly. Her eyes met mine, and the challenge in them made my body tense, anticipation humming beneath my skin. “Very interesting.”

“I don’t think I’d ever play that game for real,” she said, a teasing lilt to her voice as she leaned over and unlocked the chastity device. The cool metal released its hold on me, and my cock sprang free, throbbing and red with the strain of confinement. She wrapped her hand around me, fingers gliding over my sensitive skin as she began to stroke, slow and deliberate. “But I could tease you about it if it turns you on,” she added, eyes locking onto mine, watching the effect her words had on me.

Her hand tightened slightly, and she tilted her head, a wicked smile curving her lips. “So, if I were to have sex with a black guy, you think he shouldn’t wear a rubber? And you think I shouldn’t be on the pill, right?” Her voice was soft, coaxing, each word making my heart pound faster.

A low moan escaped my throat as she continued, the sensation of her touch mingling with the rush of shame and arousal.

“You know the risk of that, don’t you?” she whispered, leaning closer so I could feel her breath on my ear. “Fran told me about a close call or two she had. You wouldn’t want that to happen to me, would you?” She pulled back just enough to look into my eyes, searching for the answer she already knew.

I could barely form a coherent thought, much less a response. All I could do was nod weakly, a guttural sound of submission leaving my lips.

Her eyes darkened, and her smile grew sharper. “Me, taking a black cock into my fertile pussy, unprotected. You know what could happen, don’t you?” The words sent a shudder through me, my body tightening as I nodded again, breathless.

“I could get pregnant,” she continued sweetly, running her thumb over the tip of my cock, smearing the bead of precum that had formed there. “And if I’m going to do that, I’m going to find the biggest, strongest black man out there to knock me up. Do you understand?”

A strangled moan was my only response, my body trembling as her hand worked me with practiced ease.

“And, of course, you’ll have to watch,” she said, her tone growing more commanding. “And you know what else?” She paused, letting the silence stretch before leaning in, her lips close to my ear. “Between rounds, you’ll need to clean up and get the stud ready.”

The implication made my breath hitch, and I glanced up at her, eyes wide with shock and disbelief. “W-what do you mean?” I stammered, though the sick thrill running through me told her I already knew.

She laughed softly, a sound that sent a flush of heat down my spine. “You’ll have to jerk him off. Or use your mouth to get his cock nice and ready for me,” she said, the mock sweetness in her voice twisting the knife of humiliation deeper.

“I-I don’t think I could—” I started, my voice cracking. She silenced me with a smile, her eyes gleaming with certainty.

“Oh, you will,” she said, stroking me faster, bringing me closer to the edge. “And when I do get pregnant, I’ll make sure everyone knows who the father is. That’s what you want, isn’t it? For everyone to know that I was made that way by another man.”

The shame and embarrassment flooded me, mingling with the rush of arousal until it was impossible to separate the two. Her voice softened, taking on a singsong quality as she whispered, “Imagine it, love. My mother, your mother—they’d be horrified. Your boss, your secretary? They’d never look at you the same way again.”

The thought of it was too much, an unbearable mix of fear and arousal that sent me spiraling over the edge. This time, she didn’t stop me, and I came hard, my body convulsing as the orgasm tore through me, my release spilling onto her hand in a long, screaming climax.

She leaned back, eyes sparkling with satisfaction as she wiped her hand on my chest, a final gesture of ownership. “Good boy,” she whispered, watching as I lay there, spent and trembling, the echoes of her words still burning in my mind.

“Feel better?” she asked, a sly smile tugging at the corners of her lips as she looked down at me, still panting and spent. I nodded, the remnants of my climax still echoing through my body.

“Good,” she said, turning on the couch and sticking her ass high in the air, the curve of her back arching seductively. “Now get it up again and plow me with that small cock of yours. Maybe this time I’ll actually feel something for a change.” The taunt stung, but it sent a pulse of arousal coursing through me, and I felt my cock twitch, already starting to recover.

I moved behind her, gripping her hips as I guided myself inside her. The heat of her body enveloped me, and I groaned, pressing deeper as she moaned softly, the sound both encouraging and dismissive. I reached around, cupping her swaying tits in my hands, rolling her nipples between my fingers as I thrust into her.

Her breath quickened, and she moved with me, matching my rhythm. But soon she pushed me off and turned, eyes glinting with challenge. “Let’s switch,” she commanded, settling on my lap as I sat on the edge of the coffee table. She slid down onto my cock, taking me in with ease, and began bouncing up and down, her breasts moving in tantalizing arcs.

I wrapped my arms around her waist, tightening my grip to hold her in place. I thrust upward, driving into her with everything I had, feeling the tension building in my core once more. The friction, the sound of our bodies meeting—it was all-consuming.

She leaned close, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, “You’ll never be as good as a black man.” The words were like a sharp slap, cutting through the haze of lust and sending my pulse racing with equal parts humiliation and desire. Her eyes met mine, daring me to react as I bucked my hips, pushing deeper in a frenzy to prove myself.

The moment I came, my body tensed, and she smirked as if she’d expected it all along. Without a word, she lifted herself off me and stood, leaving me panting and spent on the coffee table. I watched as she walked into the bedroom, hips swaying with that confident strut that made my cock stir, even now.

She propped all four pillows behind her back, reclining luxuriously as she drew her knees up, spreading them wide in an inviting display. The look she gave me was one of command, a silent challenge that said everything she didn’t need to voice.

“Come here,” her eyes seemed to say. And I knew that despite everything, I was powerless to resist.

“Well, what the fuck are you waiting for? Clean me up,” she commanded, her voice sharp and unyielding. I watched as the cum trickled from her, glistening against her folds and creating a dark stain on the sheets.

“You have to be joking,” I muttered, feeling a mix of shock and defiance.

Her eyes narrowed dangerously. “Do it now, or you’re cut off. You wanted to play this game, so show me you’re serious. Lick it,” she said, her voice a daring challenge.

My hesitation earned me a raised eyebrow and a smirk that spoke volumes. “If you’re not down here by the count of three, that’s it. Maybe we’ll go for couples counseling instead. You know how fun that is,” she added, her tone mocking as she dipped a finger into her pussy and swirled it around, gathering my cum.

“One,” she began, her eyes daring me to resist, knowing the battle waging inside me. My dignity wavered, teetering on the brink.

“Two,” she said, her voice softer, more dangerous. My heart pounded. Maybe she wouldn’t follow through. Maybe—

“Three,” she finished, and the silence after was deafening. I felt my resolve crumble. With a deep, shuddering breath, I climbed onto the bed, my face burning with humiliation as I positioned myself beneath her.

“On your back. Now!” The command came swift and absolute, and I obeyed, lying back as she moved over me, her body hovering above. The warmth of her thighs pressed against my cheeks, and then she lowered herself, trapping me beneath her heat.

I clenched my mouth shut for a moment, the scent of her slick, sweaty skin mingling with the sharp tang of my own seed. But there was no escape, no turning back. With a resigned shudder, I extended my tongue, tasting her, the bitter saltiness making me gag.

“Good boy,” she purred, a triumphant smile spreading across her face as she reached down and grasped my half-hard cock, stroking it with lazy, teasing movements. “Don’t worry, black cum will taste much better,” she whispered, her voice dripping with cruelty as she pumped me harder.

“Lick it deeper, my little cuckold,” she urged, her body grinding against my mouth. The taste and the words stoked a strange, consuming mix of shame and arousal, leaving me gasping as I obeyed, my tongue delving into her, cleaning her with desperate devotion.

“And what was that other thing I saw in those videos?” she mused, looking down at me, eyes glittering. “What did they call it? Oh yes—servicing the bull.” She leaned closer, her voice dropping to a wicked whisper. “Maybe I’ll buy a strap-on and train you with it.”

I couldn’t tell if she was serious about her threats, but the thought of it, the power she wielded over me, and the taste of her on my tongue drove me to the edge. The tension snapped, and I exploded, my release shooting up and splattering across her chest and the hands that stroked me. The warmth of my cum spread over her skin, glistening and pooling between her breasts.

She smirked down at me, a satisfied gleam in her eyes as she brought her cum-slicked fingers to my mouth. “Lick it off, my little cum sucker,” she ordered, her voice sultry and commanding. I hesitated for only a second before I obeyed, opening my mouth to take her fingers in, tasting the saltiness of my own release as she moved her fingers slowly over my tongue.

“Good boy,” she cooed, her other hand smearing the remainder across her tits as she leaned forward, pressing them close to my face. “Clean me up,” she said, and I licked obediently, the humiliation mingling with a dark thrill as she whispered, “You look so good like this. My perfect little cum sucker.”

Each word sent a shiver through me, embedding itself in the very core of my submission as I continued to lick her clean, her laughter ringing softly in my ears.

An hour later, as the sweat dried on our skin and the room fell into a rare, quiet lull, I felt a surge of determination wash over me. The night had been a whirlwind of humiliation and submission, but something in me wanted—no, needed—to reassert myself. I stood up, catching her gaze as I did. The smirk that had lingered on her lips faltered when she saw the shift in my expression. Before she could react, I stepped forward, grabbing a fistful of her hair and pulling her off the bed. She gasped, the shock in her eyes quickly replaced by a flicker of excitement as I pushed her to her knees.

“Suck my cock,” I ordered, my voice rough, primal. Her lips parted, eyes widening as she processed the command. Without hesitation, she leaned forward, her tongue tracing the head before taking me in, sucking with an intensity that matched the hunger in the room. I buried my fingers deeper into her hair, guiding her movements as she bobbed up and down, the wet, sinful sounds filling the space. The power surged in my veins, electric and intoxicating.

When the heat became unbearable, I pulled her up, her breathing ragged as I tossed her onto the bed. “You’re mine,” I growled, positioning myself between her legs. She met my eyes, defiance and lust battling in her gaze as I pushed into her, deep and hard. Her nails dug into my back as I set a relentless pace, the slap of skin against skin punctuated by her gasps and moans. The bed creaked beneath us, but I didn’t stop, driving into her until I felt her muscles tighten and a shudder ran through her body, her orgasm tearing a raw scream from her throat.

Before she could catch her breath, I grabbed her hair again, pulling her head back as I whispered into her ear, “Now it’s your turn to surrender, slut.” The challenge in my voice sent a visible shiver down her spine. “Turn over,” I ordered, guiding her onto her hands and knees. She complied, the vulnerability in her pose tempered by the eagerness that radiated from her.

“You want to fuck me in the ass?” she said, a taunting lilt to her voice. “Do it then.”

I grabbed the lube she had used earlier, slicking up my cock before reaching into her lingerie drawer and pulling out her vibrator. I turned it on, the low hum vibrating in my hand as I slid it into her pussy. The noise was muffled by the heat of her body, and she gasped, the added stimulation making her tremble.

Slowly, I positioned myself behind her, pressing the head of my cock against the tight ring of muscle. The tension in the room was palpable as I pushed forward, inch by inch, until I was buried to the hilt. “Oh shit!” she cried out, voice ragged with pleasure and pain. “Fuck me hard! Fuck me like the slut I am.”

The words spurred me on, and I gripped her hips, pulling her back onto me as I thrust deeper. My hand came down on her ass with a sharp slap, the sting blooming red across her skin. She moaned, the sound raw and guttural. I reached around, fingers finding her nipples and pinching them hard. Her body arched beneath me, and she bucked, her second orgasm washing over her in uncontrollable waves.

“Say it,” I demanded, my breath hot against her ear. “Say you’re my little whore.”

“I’m your little whore!” she gasped, the confession tumbling from her lips as I drove into her, claiming her completely.

I pulled out, the absence making her whimper. Without missing a beat, I removed the vibrator from her pussy and pushed it into her ass, the buzzing buried deep as her body quivered in response. “Finger yourself,” I commanded, watching as she brought her hand down, sliding her fingers inside her drenched pussy. Her eyes met mine, glassy and unfocused, full of submission and hunger.

Moving quickly, I pulled her head over the edge of the bed and pushed my cock into her open mouth, her lips closing around me as I thrust in and out. The friction, the heat of her mouth, the sight of her fingers working her pussy as the vibrator buzzed inside her—it was too much. With a final, deep thrust, I came, the release pulsing down her throat as she moaned around me, swallowing every drop.

When it was over, we collapsed onto the bed, our bodies tangled, hearts still racing. The room was heavy with the scent of sweat and sex, and silence settled over us, punctuated only by our labored breathing. She turned to me, a softness in her eyes that hadn’t been there before.

“I still love you,” she whispered, fingers brushing against my chest. “And remember, this is all just a game. A turn-on, and nothing more. If you ever want to stop—”

I caught her gaze, thinking of everything that had led us here, the lines we’d crossed, the fantasies we’d explored. “I still want you to go to the dance,” I said, my voice steady, leaving no room for doubt.

A slow smile spread across her lips, and she nodded. The night wasn’t just about reclaiming power; it was about embracing the uncharted, together.


The Dance

I bought the tickets for the dance, half convinced my wife would never go through with her plan. But as the evening arrived and anticipation twisted in my chest, any lingering doubt was erased when she appeared at the top of the stairs. She wore a tight blue dress that hugged her body in all the right places, dipping low enough to barely contain her breasts, which threatened to spill out with every step. The dress shimmered under the soft glow of the lights, casting her in an aura that was both elegant and daring.

“You like?” she asked, turning slowly, the fabric pulling tight over her curves. My mouth went dry, and I nodded, unable to tear my eyes away. As she moved, I caught a glimpse of something dark peeking out from the edge of her dress—a part of the temporary queen-of-spades tattoo. She noticed my gaze and laughed, a playful, knowing sound.

“Only a bit of it is showing,” she said, her tone teasing.

“But what if someone sees it?” I asked, the question slipping out with a hint of panic.

“If they see the whole thing, you’ve got a lot more to worry about than that,” she said with a wink, laughter spilling from her lips. The realization hit me like a punch to the gut: she might actually go through with this. A wave of fear and arousal coursed through me as she grabbed her purse and walked out the door, my legs barely able to follow.

The dance hall was already buzzing with energy when we arrived. Music thrummed through the floor, lights casting vibrant colors across the crowd. And there, among the familiar faces, stood Lucas—big, broad-shouldered, and wearing a smug smile that only widened as his eyes landed on my wife. We exchanged a brief, tense greeting, his eyes trailing over her body, taking in every curve with an unapologetic stare. I wanted to step between them, to assert some semblance of control, but my wife shot him a smile that made my stomach twist, then laughed a little too loudly at something he said.

I stood aside, watching as she moved with him, their conversation easy, punctuated with shared glances and laughter that felt just a little too intimate. The minutes ticked by in slow, torturous waves until she turned to me on the dance floor, her eyes gleaming. “You’re getting a headache,” she said, her voice low and certain. “You’re going home soon. Leave the house lights off and keep an eye on your phone.”

The weight of her words left no room for argument. I nodded dumbly, turned, and walked out, each step feeling like I was being pushed further into an abyss.

The hours stretched as I waited at home, the silence around me amplified by the racing of my thoughts. One hour turned into two, then into four. I checked my phone obsessively, each minute feeling like an eternity. When it finally buzzed, the message sent a jolt through my body: Coming home shortly. Look out at the driveway.

I moved to the window, the darkness inside the house concealing me as I peered out. Fifteen minutes later, Lucas’s truck rolled into the driveway, headlights slicing through the night. My wife sat in the passenger seat, the outline of her figure sharp against the dim light. They talked, their conversation animated, and then he leaned toward her, his intentions clear. My breath caught, but she pushed him back, her hand on his chest.

They spoke some more, their movements tense, charged. Then, with a quick glance at the house, my wife leaned in and kissed him. It wasn’t a chaste, fleeting touch—it was deep, lingering, filled with intent. He chuckled when they broke apart, a sound that cut through me even from a distance.

More words were exchanged, and then Lucas shifted. His broad shoulders moved, and the angle made it hard to see, but my heart thudded when he reached down. The door blocked most of my view, but the implication was clear: he was opening his pants. A cold sweat broke out across my back. Was she really going to do this, right in our driveway?

My wife's eyes widened, her expression caught between shock and intrigue as he revealed himself. Even from the house, I could see her mouth part, her breath hitch as she took in the sight. He said something, a taunting grin on his face, and began to stroke himself, slow and confident, letting her watch. The power play was palpable, the sheer audacity leaving me frozen.

A moment later, he leaned in, speaking close to her ear. She glanced at the house—at me—and for a brief second, our gazes might have met through the shadowed window. Then she turned back to Lucas and kissed him again, deeper, longer. Her hand moved, sliding down until it wrapped around his cock, hidden from my sight but vivid in my mind.

She stroked him, her body leaning in as if savoring the moment, taking pleasure in the power she held over both of us. The thought of her hand wrapped around that thick, dark shaft, pumping it while he sat back with a self-satisfied smile, sent a rush of heat and shame through me. I was trapped, a voyeur to my own fantasy-turned-reality, powerless as she played out a scene that had only lived in whispered admissions and buried thoughts.

The taste of jealousy and arousal was sharp on my tongue as I watched, unable to look away, each beat of my heart pounding louder than the last.

As they continued to make out, the tension in the truck grew palpable, even from where I stood watching. Lucas's hands moved with possessive confidence, squeezing her tits through the tight fabric of her dress. My wife's hand pumped his cock faster, her movements growing more eager with each passing second. The anticipation in the air was thick enough to choke on, and I watched helplessly as his head suddenly rocked back, his eyes squeezing shut as he came. The play of shadows and light across their faces made the moment surreal, almost dreamlike.

She didn’t stop immediately, her hand working him for another few moments as they both caught their breath. Then, as if on cue, they laughed—a sound that pierced the quiet night and sent a chill down my spine. They sat there, breathing heavily, exchanging soft words I couldn’t hear. The casual intimacy of it twisted in my gut like a knife.

Finally, my wife opened the passenger door, stepping out with a practiced grace. She glanced back at him, saying something that made him grin before closing the door and walking toward the house. Her steps were quick, purposeful, and I felt my pulse thrum in my ears as she approached. Part of me wanted to burst through the door, demand answers, but I stood frozen in place.

She stepped inside, eyes locking with mine for a charged moment. Before I could utter a word, she pressed a finger to her lips, signaling me to stay silent. The scent of the night and the faint, musky trace of him clung to her, filling the space between us. My eyes darted down, catching the dark stains on her dress—was it his cum? The realization sent a rush of conflicted emotions through me, arousal and jealousy fighting for dominance.

Without a word, she slipped the dress off her shoulders, letting it pool at her feet. The fabric peeled away, revealing her bare skin, flushed and glistening with a sheen of sweat. Her panties followed, and she stood before me, vulnerable and fierce all at once. Her eyes, wide and pleading, met mine. “Fuck me, please,” she whispered, her voice trembling with urgency. “Fuck me now.”

The desperation in her tone snapped the last thread of hesitation. I reached for her, pulling her into my arms as we stumbled back toward the bed. Our bodies collided with frantic need, lips crashing together as the taste of salt and desire mingled between us. I pushed her down onto the mattress, and she welcomed me, legs parting as I thrust into her, the heat of her body engulfing me.

Her nails scraped down my back, and her moans filled the room, each one driving me deeper into a frenzy. The sex was raw, electric, every movement charged with the remnants of what had just transpired in the driveway. I could feel the pulse of her heartbeat under my hands, matching the frantic rhythm of our bodies. We moved together, a blur of sweat and whispered gasps, until the tension shattered, leaving us both trembling in the aftermath.

We lay there afterward, the silence heavy with unspoken words. Her head rested against my chest, and I felt the soft exhale of her breath against my skin. I wrapped my arm around her, pulling her closer, our bodies still entwined. For a moment, everything outside the room ceased to exist, and we drifted off to sleep in each other's arms, the weight of the night pressing down on us like a secret we’d never admit aloud.

Chapter

The next morning, my wife woke up early. I heard the clatter of pots and pans in the kitchen before the smell of freshly brewed coffee reached me. She set a plate in front of me—eggs, toast, and bacon—without meeting my eyes. Her face was calm, unreadable, and she didn’t say a word about what had happened the night before. I knew better than to push her or provoke a fight. I waited for her to be ready, the tension sitting between us like a silent third party. One thing I did notice, though, was that the faint edge of her queen-of-spades tattoo was gone, scrubbed clean from her skin.

A week passed, the memory of that night lodged in my chest like a stone. I spent the days replaying it in my mind, questioning, analyzing. It was a quiet evening when she finally sat down on the couch, mid-sitcom, and grabbed the remote. The abrupt silence when she turned off the TV made my heart skip a beat. She shifted, folding her hands in her lap, and looked at me with eyes that were both apologetic and resolute.

“Look, I’m sorry about last week,” she began, her voice soft but steady. “I had some thinking to do. After you left, Lucas came over almost immediately. We danced a few more times, and I need to tell you this because there might be some talk at the gym. I broke it off when I realized people might start to notice too much, and then I had a few drinks.”

I listened intently, my chest tight with the mix of anticipation and dread. Her voice wavered slightly as she continued. “I really intended to take a car service home, but it was late, and there wasn’t one available. Then Lucas pulled up, and it was raining. I debated whether to take the ride, but I was buzzed and tired, so I did. We stopped for coffee on the way.”

She paused, a distant look in her eyes as if she were replaying the moment in her head. “At the diner, I noticed how people were looking at us differently. The way they stared—it wasn’t just curiosity; it was judgment. I was white, and he was black. And... it made me feel something I can’t fully explain. Liberated, in a strange way. Don’t ask me why,” she said, shaking her head as if trying to dispel the confusion.

I stayed silent, letting her continue.

“When we got back to the driveway, we just sat there talking. I told him you were probably asleep. We joked about what the neighbors would think if they saw us together, parked there late at night.” A small, wry smile crossed her lips before fading.

“He said, ‘Who gives a shit what the neighbors think? I’m just curious why a hot chick like you has never been with a black guy before.’” She glanced at me, measuring my reaction before looking down at her hands. “There was silence after that, and I made some stupid joke about rhythm or something. He laughed, and then... he started to unbuckle his pants.”

My stomach tightened, a cold sweat breaking out across my skin.

“I turned away, but then I had to look. And, honey, it was huge,” she whispered, her voice tinged with awe and guilt. “Not just big, but huge, and it wasn’t even fully hard yet. I kissed him then. It was like I couldn’t help myself, and he told me it would get bigger. He started stroking it, just slowly, and asked me to watch.”

Her eyes found mine, searching for understanding or maybe forgiveness. “I thought about you, about how you’d feel if you knew. I saw no harm in it and thought maybe... maybe it would give you a thrill.”

My pulse thudded loudly in my ears as she spoke, her words cutting through the silence. “With each stroke, it grew bigger and bigger. We’ve watched videos together, but seeing it up close, right in front of me, it was... something else. I couldn’t help it. I reached out. He stopped, his eyes meeting mine, and I hesitated, but then I wrapped my fingers around him.”

A flush spread across her cheeks, and she bit her lip. “I knew you were probably watching from the house. And, God, I was so afraid one of the neighbors might see me too, but that only made it more thrilling. Lucas promised me he’d never say anything to anyone. It was just... a moment.”

“His cock kept getting fatter and fatter in my hand,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper, a blush rising in her cheeks as she glanced at me. I could see the conflicted emotions playing out across her face—excitement, guilt, and something darker, more thrilling. “I could barely get my fingers around it. Honestly, I don’t even think it would fit inside me,” she added, biting her lip. The thought sent a surge of heat through me, my cock throbbing at the mental image.

She took a deep breath, eyes clouded with the memory. “He reached over and started playing with my tits, squeezing them through the dress. He tried to slide his hand between my legs, but I stopped him. I wasn’t ready for that... but I let him touch me, feel me. The risk of someone seeing us made my heart race, and I pumped his cock faster and faster, trying to end it before the moment spiraled further out of control. His breathing changed, and then he said he was going to cum.”

My breath caught as she paused, her eyes meeting mine. “I realized I had no place for him to finish, and I panicked for a second. But then I thought of you... and aimed it at my dress. I wanted you to see what I had done. To wear it like a trophy,” she confessed, her cheeks darkening with the admission. “He groaned and came, and I swear, it felt like it would never end. I was soaked, covered in him. He leaned in, kissed me one last time, and asked if I’d be okay. I told him you’d be asleep.”

The room felt charged, the weight of her words pressing down on us. My cock was painfully hard, straining at the edge of control, and she noticed. With a soft, knowing smile, she reached out and wrapped her fingers around it, slowly stroking me as she continued.

“Look,” she said, her voice low and serious, “I started this as part of a fantasy—your fantasy. But now... it excites me in a way I didn’t expect. It’s not just about teasing you anymore; it’s about pushing the boundaries, seeing how far I’ll go. We’re on risky ground, and I need you to know that.” She paused, the movement of her hand steady, tantalizing. “I could stop if you ask me to. But if we keep going... you know what that means, don’t you? There’s no turning back.”

I met her gaze, the weight of the moment pressing against my chest. Fear coiled in my stomach, but it was laced with arousal so intense it made my vision blur. “I know,” I said, my voice rough. “I understand, and I still want it.”

Her eyes searched mine for a long moment, as if seeking the truth in my words. “Really? Truly?” she asked, squeezing my shaft a little harder. “You want me to go all the way? To really become a hot wife? Because if this happens, there’s no going back. No rewind.”

The finality of her words sent a shiver through me, but I nodded, swallowing hard. “I do,” I whispered, even as my pulse raced. The fear was there, yes, but so was the arousal—a dark, consuming force that left no room for doubt.

A slow, wicked smile spread across her lips as she leaned forward, her breath warm against my cheek. “Then we’ll see how far we go,” she whispered, stroking me faster, each movement sending shocks of pleasure through my body. The anticipation crackled between us, a promise of things yet to come.

And then, when I least expected it, she dropped to her knees, the glint in her eyes a mix of challenge and wicked amusement. My breath caught in my throat as she settled in front of me, fingers trailing lightly down my abdomen before wrapping around my cock. The touch was electric, sending a jolt through my body that made me shudder.

She glanced up at me, her lips curving into a sly smile as she began to stroke me, slow and deliberate. “You know,” she said, her voice low and teasing, “I was thinking about Lucas’s cock earlier. Do you remember what it looked like in the gym? How thick and heavy it was even when he wasn’t hard?” Her eyes searched mine, reading the flicker of shame and excitement that crossed my face.

I swallowed, unable to speak, only nodding as she continued. “I bet you couldn’t help but sneak a look, could you?” She squeezed me tighter, the pressure making my cock throb. “It’s hard not to, isn’t it? When someone’s walking around with something that massive swinging between their legs.”

She leaned in, her breath warm against the tip of my cock as she licked a slow, torturous line from base to head. “Mmm, it was so much bigger than this,” she whispered, her tongue flicking over the sensitive spot just beneath the head. I groaned, the sound breaking from me involuntarily.

“His cock,” she continued, her voice barely a murmur, “was so thick that when I wrapped my fingers around it, I could barely touch them together.” She demonstrated, holding me tightly and showing how easily her fingers met around my shaft. The comparison made my face burn, the humiliation mixing with the intense arousal that pulsed through me.

“And when he stroked himself, it just kept getting bigger and harder,” she said, her eyes glinting as she took me into her mouth, lips sliding down slowly, stretching around me as she moaned. The vibration of her voice sent shocks down my spine, and I fought the urge to buck my hips. Her hands rested on my thighs, nails digging in just enough to remind me who was in control.

She pulled back, her tongue swirling around the head before she licked her lips. “I could see the veins on his cock, pulsing as he stroked it. It was mesmerizing. I couldn’t take my eyes off him,” she said, her voice husky with the memory. “You know what I thought? I thought, ‘How could something that big ever fit inside me?’” Her hand moved faster, pumping me with a steady rhythm that made my breath come in ragged gasps.

“But it would, wouldn’t it?” she teased, taking me back into her mouth and bobbing her head, her tongue pressing and swirling expertly as she sucked. The wet sounds filled the room, mingling with my groans as she deepened the rhythm. She paused for a moment, pulling back just enough to let a strand of saliva connect her lips to the head of my cock. “I bet you’ve thought about that too, haven’t you? How it would look sliding inside me, stretching me.”

I couldn’t help it. The images she conjured in my mind, combined with the relentless teasing and the warm, wet heat of her mouth, made me tremble. She took me in again, deeper this time, her throat relaxing as she swallowed around me, making me feel the tightness, the slickness. It was brutal, overwhelming, and she knew it.

Her hand joined her mouth, twisting and stroking as she worked me. “Lucas would be so different from you,” she said, pulling back and stroking me faster, her eyes never leaving mine. “He’d fill me up, make me feel so full... make me scream.”

The mention of him, the image of her with him, sent my arousal spiraling. She licked the length of me, her tongue pressing flat as she made her way up, pausing only to suck gently on the tip before plunging back down. She didn’t hold back, taking me in until her nose brushed my abdomen, the sheer intensity making my vision blur.

“Do you think he’d make me cum, over and over?” she asked, voice thick with mock innocence as she stroked me with both hands, squeezing and releasing, building the tension until I was right on the edge. I moaned, my body taut with the need to release, but she didn’t stop, didn’t slow.

Her eyes flashed as she noticed my breathing change, the telltale sign that I was close. She sucked me harder, faster, and when my body finally gave in, I came with a shuddering, helpless groan. She swallowed every pulse of my release, her throat moving as she drank me in, not stopping until the last drop was gone.

When she finally pulled back, she licked her lips, eyes sparkling as she looked up at me. “Fine,” she said, sitting back on her heels, her fingers trailing down her own chest where a few stray drops had landed. “Remember, I gave you a way out. So, that might be the last blowjob you get for a while.”

The words hung between us, both a promise and a threat. I was still trying to catch my breath when she stood up, smoothing her hair back and looking down at me with a smirk. “I was thinking,” she said, her tone casual, “maybe on vacation we could really explore this and see where it leads.”

My pulse quickened, and I could feel my cock twitch despite being spent. We were planning to spend the first week at home, and the second week in Las Vegas. The thought sent a thrill through me that I couldn’t hide.

“But that’s in a few months,” she continued, eyes narrowing slightly. “First, I think I want to talk to Fran, catch her up on everything.”

“Everything?” I asked, the word barely a whisper.

She nodded, the smile on her lips shifting from playful to wicked. “Everything.”


Confession

Fran and my wife, Lucy, sat on the couch sipping coffee, their voices drifting into the hall where I sat hidden in the closet, naked except for the chastity device locked tightly around my aching cock. The faint aroma of coffee mingled with the steady thrum of my pulse, a mix of anticipation and dread coursing through my veins. The muffled sound of their laughter reached me, light and carefree, an unsettling contrast to the tension that gripped me.

After a stretch of casual gossip, I heard Lucy’s voice drop, tinged with nervous energy. “There’s something I need to tell you, Fran.”

There was a pause, and I pictured Fran raising an eyebrow, leaning in with her practiced curiosity. “What is it?” she asked, her tone still playful but laced with intrigue.

Lucy took a deep breath, her voice steadying. “I need to tell you what happened with Lucas.”

The silence that followed was palpable, and I felt every second of it like a weight pressing down on my chest. Lucy launched into the story, recounting each detail with a mix of excitement and hesitation. My pulse quickened as I listened, every word painting the scene I had witnessed just days before. I swallowed hard, the tight confinement of the chastity device becoming even more pronounced as my cock throbbed uselessly.

“Wow!” Fran exclaimed, breaking the silence. “And that’s as far as you’ve taken it? With someone from his own gym? That’s bold. How did it make you feel?”

Lucy’s voice softened, and I strained to catch every syllable. “Excited... and at the same time, scared. What if I get into it too much? What if I fall for one of the bulls?”

Fran’s reply was measured, thoughtful. “It could happen, to be honest with you. But that’s part of the risk—and also part of the excitement. If you truly love Mark, you’ll realize that part of what you’re doing is for him, too. It’s a dance of trust. If that’s clear in your mind, your marriage will hold together.”

There was a pause, the quiet heavy with unspoken thoughts. Then, I heard the subtle sound of fabric shifting, and my heart stopped as Lucy’s footsteps approached the closet door. Was she really going to open it? I held my breath, the thumping of my heart so loud I wondered if they could hear it.

She paused, and the silence stretched unbearably. Then, she turned and walked back, leaving me shivering with both relief and the gnawing ache of disappointment.

“There’s something else,” Lucy said, her tone lighter, almost playful now. “I’ve been thinking of taking things further. That’s why I had Mark go out and buy a box of rubbers—the extra big kind.”

Fran’s laughter bubbled up, rich and knowing. “Only one box? Do you think that’ll be enough?”

Lucy’s laughter joined hers, the sound cutting through me with a mixture of humiliation and arousal. The casual way they talked about it, like it was an exciting challenge, made the ache in my cock even worse. The two women shared stories and whispered conspiracies until Fran mentioned an erotic shop known for its glory holes. I froze, hardly daring to breathe as she described it—a place where Lucy could try out a black cock without any commitment.

There was a moment of silence, then a rustle of paper as Lucy jotted something down. “Just in case,” she murmured, her voice carrying a smile.

Fran left soon after, and the house fell into silence. I remained in the closet, straining to hear if anything would be said, but the day continued as if nothing had happened. My mind spun with the implications, each detail replaying in a loop until the weekend arrived.

The morning was a blur of routine until she announced we were going shopping. I followed her through the aisles of department stores, watching as she fingered the hems of short skirts, picked out tight sweaters that hugged her curves, and examined lace underwear with a mischievous gleam in her eyes. My cock ached within its cage, straining against the unforgiving plastic as she leaned in and whispered, “I think I’ll start wearing these to work.”

The look on my face must have given me away because she smirked, eyes glinting with triumph. “This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” she teased, her voice a sultry purr that sent a shiver down my spine. “Well, this is what you’re going to get.”

She added a final piece of lingerie to her shopping bag, and we headed home, the car filled with a charged silence that spoke louder than any words. The anticipation built, heavy and suffocating, until we walked through the door and I was left standing there, watching her with a mixture of dread and desire as she placed the bags on the table and met my gaze.

“Time to see just how far we’re willing to go,” she said, her smile both a promise and a challenge.



We drove out of town, the quiet hum of the car broken only by the sound of my breathing and the erratic thud of my heartbeat. The road unfurled ahead of us, taking us to a place where fantasy and reality were set to collide. When we pulled into the parking lot of the store Fran had mentioned, I scanned the area nervously, my eyes darting to each car, hoping not to recognize any familiar plates. The parking lot held a mix of vehicles, but none stood out, giving me a sense of uneasy relief.

My wife stepped out first, her movements confident, head held high as she smoothed her skirt. I followed her inside, where the store was bustling with an unexpected mix of men and women. The air was thick with unspoken promises, the low hum of conversation punctuated by the occasional laughter or whispered exchange. My wife’s eyes sparkled with anticipation as she glanced around, then led me to the back where the video booths were lined up like portals to another world.

She swiped a pre-purchased card, and the screen flickered to life, showing a scene of a blonde being taken by a group of black men, their bodies moving in a primal dance that mirrored the stories I had written. She climbed onto my lap, her hips pressing down as she bounced lightly, the friction igniting a low heat in my belly. “Do you like what you’re seeing?” she whispered, a teasing smile curving her lips.

I grabbed her tits, squeezing gently, my thumbs brushing over the fabric covering her nipples. “I do,” I admitted, the sound of my voice barely steady.

We watched for a few more minutes, the room filled with the sounds of moans from the video and the rustling of our clothes. Then, a noise from behind the wall caught our attention—a subtle cough followed by a shuffling sound. Before I could register what was happening, a thick, dark cock emerged through a hole in the wall. It was enormous, at least eight inches even before it was fully erect. My breath caught in my throat, my body tensing as my wife’s eyes widened in surprise.

She glanced at me, her gaze searching for hesitation, but all she found was silent, stunned arousal. Turning back, she reached out with deliberate slowness and wrapped her fingers around the unknown cock, giving it a firm tug. Almost immediately, it responded, swelling and hardening under her touch, the veins along its length becoming more pronounced.

“Well,” she said, her voice steady and teasing as she met my eyes. “If I remember correctly, you wrote plenty of stories about wives at glory holes. So, tell me, is reality better?” She started stroking the stranger’s cock, her movements confident, her eyes locked on mine as if daring me to answer.

My own cock throbbed painfully in its confinement, the comparison searing into my mind. Her hand moved in a steady rhythm, and with each stroke, the cock in front of her grew larger and thicker. The sight was as humiliating as it was arousing, and she knew it. She ground her ass against me, pressing down in a way that made me groan, helpless and wanting.

“Lock the door and take out your cock,” she ordered, her voice suddenly cold, commanding.

I scrambled to obey, the sound of the lock clicking into place sending a shiver down my spine. When I returned, she signaled for me to kneel beside her. With one hand still working the cock through the hole, she reached for my own and held them side by side. The difference was stark, undeniable, and my face burned with humiliation as she smirked.

“Look at that,” she said, spitting into her palm before resuming her strokes. “My little husband and this... well, I think we both know which one is more impressive.” She laughed softly, the sound both mocking and arousing as she ignored my straining cock and focused entirely on the massive one in her grasp.

“Get on your knees,” she commanded, pointing to the floor in front of her. I hesitated for a moment, the weight of the command settling on me, but I knew better than to disobey. I dropped to my knees, the cool tile pressing into my skin as she spread her legs and motioned for me to pull down her panties. My hands shook as I reached up her skirt, the soft fabric slipping down to reveal her glistening pussy.

“Lick me,” she said, the words laced with both challenge and expectation. I leaned forward, my tongue flicking out to taste her, the mix of her arousal and my own shame making my head swim. Above me, she moaned softly, her hand never faltering as she jerked off the stranger’s cock.

Feeling emboldened, she pulled up her sweater and tugged one of her tits free from her bra, the pale skin flushed and inviting. “Turn around,” she said, tilting my face up so I could see her press the thick cock against her breast. The man on the other side of the wall groaned deeply, the sound vibrating through the booth and adding to the surreal heat of the moment.

My heart pounded as she continued to stroke him, the tip of his cock brushing against her nipple, smearing pre-cum across her skin. The sight, combined with the taste of her on my tongue, sent a rush of conflicted emotions through me. I was at her mercy, and we both knew it.

“I bet you’d like to see his cum all over me, wouldn’t you?” she asked, her voice a mix of mockery and seduction. The words sent a shiver through me, a twisted blend of shame and arousal coiling deep in my stomach. I swallowed hard and nodded, barely able to find my voice.

“Yes,” I admitted, the word thick on my tongue.

“Good,” she said, gripping my wrist and pulling me closer. Her eyes gleamed with a wild intensity as she whispered, “Come on, I’ve read your stories. I know what you want. Do it.”

Every part of me wanted to resist, to step back and hold onto the last shreds of my pride. But the way she looked at me, daring me to refuse, made it impossible. “Come on!” she snapped, her tone sharp. “I want you to know what a real cock feels like.” Her eyes narrowed, and she leaned in, her breath hot against my cheek. “Do it now, or I’m walking out of here.”

The command rang in my ears, and I felt my resolve crumble. With a deep breath and a surge of shame, I reached out, my hand wrapping around the thick, pulsing shaft in front of me. It was even bigger than it looked, the heat radiating from it a stark contrast to the cold sweat on my skin. My own cock, trapped and throbbing, felt pitiful in comparison.

To my surprise, the man on the other side didn’t pull back or react. He allowed my hand to join hers, his breathing deepening as I hesitantly began to stroke him, the slickness of her spit coating his length. “That’s it,” she said, her voice dripping with disdain. “Feel what a real manhood feels like. Not like your small cock and its pathetic little load.”

My face burned as her taunts echoed in the confined space. She reached into the corner and grabbed a small waste paper basket, sliding it beneath me. “That’s where your seed belongs,” she sneered, pushing it against my knees. “Spit in your hand, nice and wet, and keep jerking yourself off. When you cum, it’s going into that can while his cum goes where it should—all over me.”

The humiliation sent a fresh wave of arousal through me, as much as I wished it wouldn’t. I spat into my hand, slicking myself as I began to stroke my own cock, my movements stilted, driven by a mix of need and self-loathing.

“Stroke that cock!” she barked, her eyes blazing as she tightened her grip on his shaft, guiding my hand to match her pace. “Faster! You fucking worthless wimp!” The words stung, cutting through me as I felt his cock twitch, a sign that he was close. My heart hammered in my chest as the anticipation reached a fever pitch.

A deep, guttural groan came from the other side of the wall, and then he erupted, thick ropes of cum splattering across her chest and neck. The hot, sticky fluid seemed to come endlessly, marking her skin in glistening trails. She arched her back slightly, letting out a soft moan as the last pulses landed on her tits.

“Don’t stop!” she ordered, her eyes narrowing as she watched me. “Squeeze the shaft and get every last drop out.” I obeyed, milking him until the flow ceased and he began to soften. With a final sigh, he pulled back, disappearing behind the wall and leaving us in the charged silence.

My wife looked down at me, the glint of triumph in her eyes as she wiped a finger through the cum on her chest and licked it clean. “Keep jerking! I want to see your little white cock cum. Put all that worthless load into that garbage can where it belongs!” she demanded, her voice relentless.

The words pushed me over the edge, and with a shuddering groan, I came, my body tensing as I released into the waiting can. It felt like the most intense orgasm of my life, every pulse of my release tainted with the humiliation of her taunts and the sight of her rubbing his seed into her skin, massaging it deeply into her tits.

As my breathing slowed and the room stilled, she tucked her tit back into her bra, the red flush across her chest still visible. She pulled her sweater down, smoothing it over her curves as if nothing had happened. The room was thick with the scent of sweat and cum, the echoes of what had just transpired lingering in the air.

“Uh, honey?” she said, her voice soft yet edged with a mixture of surprise and excitement. I looked up, my eyes widening as another black cock emerged through the glory hole. For a moment, I wasn’t sure if it was the same one or not, but the way it wiggled, throbbing and straining towards the center of the booth, confirmed that this was someone new. This one was thicker than the last, though a bit shorter—still easily bigger than mine.

My wife’s eyes met mine, searching for a flicker of doubt or hesitation. What she found, instead, was my rapt, stunned attention. With a slight smirk, she turned back to the hole, getting onto her knees and motioning for me to join her. The invitation felt like an unspoken command, and my legs moved before my brain could register the shameful compliance.

Her hand reached out, fingers curling around the unfamiliar cock as she gripped it firmly, giving it a few experimental tugs. The sight sent a fresh wave of heat through me, the flush spreading across my neck and cheeks. She glanced at me, and then, as if to remind me of my place, she reached over and squeezed my cock through my pants—a long, deliberate squeeze that left me aching.

“I bet you have fantasies about watching me suck a big black cock while you’re helpless, don’t you?” she asked, her voice low and taunting. The tone left no room for denial. My mouth went dry as I nodded, the pulse in my throat jumping wildly.

“Well,” she continued, tilting her head and wiggling the cock in her hand for emphasis, “I’ll do it, but only if you kiss it first. Come on—you know you want to see me do it. So prove it.” The cock pointed at me, her eyes dancing with a wicked challenge as she waited.

A wave of conflicting emotions surged through me—shame, humiliation, excitement, jealousy. The room shrank around us, every sound outside the booth fading into a dull hum. I hesitated, the thought of what she was asking colliding with the raw desire thrumming through my veins.

“Come on!” she urged, her tone sharpening. “Show me you want this.” She shifted, taking hold of the back of my head and guiding me forward, closer to the thick, pulsing length she held. Her fingers pressed into my scalp, a forceful reminder of who held the control.

My breath came in short gasps as I leaned in, bracing myself for the humiliating act. But just as my lips neared, she pulled the cock away, laughter ringing out like a sharp, cutting blade. “Yuck! You almost did it!” she mocked, her eyes wide with feigned disgust. “Get away from me! You disgust me!”

I froze, shame burning through me as she pushed me away, my back pressing into the furthest corner of the booth. Her laughter echoed, and for a moment, I couldn’t tell if she was still playing or if there was a kernel of genuine contempt in her voice.

She turned back to the cock, looking over her shoulder to ensure I was watching. The look in her eyes was pure dominance as she leaned forward and kissed the swollen tip, her lips parting to take it in. The sight made my heart pound, my cock twitching despite the sting of her words. Her mouth opened as wide as it could, struggling to accommodate the thick shaft, her lips stretched tight around him as she moved.

The sounds filled the booth—the wet, rhythmic noises of her sucking, the low groans of the man on the other side, and my own ragged breathing. She pulled back, letting his cock slip from her mouth with a slick pop, only to lick her lips and dive back in, jerking the base with one hand as she worked him over. Each time she paused, she looked at me, her eyes flashing with cruelty and thrill.

“You should be the one sucking his cock,” she spat, a cruel smile playing on her lips. “Not me. You’re the pathetic one, the one who should be on his knees servicing a real man.”

The words cut deep, a twisted knife of humiliation and desire that made my head spin. My fists clenched, nails digging into my palms as I watched her. The jealousy roared up inside me, dark and insistent, mixing with the undeniable arousal that surged each time she took him deep, the muscles of her throat flexing as she struggled to take him further.

She pulled back again, gasping, a thin line of saliva trailing from her lips to the shaft. “You’re watching, aren’t you? Taking it all in?” she asked, her voice ragged. She jerked him faster, her eyes daring me to look away, to deny the power she held over both of us.

I nodded, a mute witness to the scene playing out in front of me, knowing there was no going back from this moment. It was real, raw, and it belonged to her now, not just a story on a screen or a whispered fantasy, but an experience that seared into both of us.

She pulled up her sweater and bra, exposing her bare breasts, and pressed the thick cockhead against her skin, dragging it over the curves as she jerked him off with practiced confidence. The wet sounds of her strokes, the glistening of his cock slick with her spit, filled the booth, blending with the low moans coming from the man on the other side. My wife glanced at me, a smirk playing on her lips as she took him back into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked with abandon.

The moment he began to moan, his breathing turning ragged, she tightened her grip and took him deeper, pushing herself to swallow him whole as he released. She coughed once or twice, the sudden flood of cum testing her limits, but she swallowed resolutely, taking every last drop as it pulsed into her mouth. When he was spent and his cock began to soften, she kept sucking, coaxing out the last remnants before he pulled away, disappearing behind the wall.

A moment later, a small piece of paper slipped through the hole, fluttering to the ground. My wife picked it up, her eyes scanning the scribbled note. She chuckled softly, a sound that made my stomach tighten, and slipped it into her purse before reaching for a tissue. She wiped away the remnants of her ruined lipstick, leaving a smear of red on the tissue, then turned to me with a satisfied gleam in her eyes.

“Get up,” she said, the command snapping me out of my daze. I stood shakily, and before I could react, she pressed her lips to mine in a quick, teasing kiss. “I bet you’re hoping you can still taste the cum on my mouth, aren’t you?” she mocked, her voice a mixture of scorn and amusement. I didn’t respond, the heat rising to my face as she pulled away.

We lingered in the booth for a few minutes, the silence heavy and charged. When the moment felt right, we slipped out, moving quickly through the store. A few men loitered near the entrance, their eyes following us as we passed. I couldn’t help but wonder if one or two of them had been behind the wall.

At home, she wasted no time. She undressed and sat on the couch, spreading her legs, the glistening heat of her arousal evident. “Get on your knees,” she ordered, and I dropped down, my mouth finding her without hesitation. The taste of her was mixed with the residue of her earlier encounter, salty and intoxicating. My cock throbbed painfully, straining against its confinement, but I knew better than to touch it without her permission.

“Hands off,” she said sharply, her fingers tangling in my hair as I worked my tongue against her. “As part of being my little cuckold, you’ll have to do more than just service me.” I looked up, curious and apprehensive, but she only smirked, eyes glinting. “I’ve decided you’re going to become my little sissy maid.”

The words sent a shock through me, my mind racing with the implications. I’d seen videos of men being feminized, but I never thought it would be something my own wife would consider. My cheeks flushed with both embarrassment and a twisted sense of anticipation as I licked her more fervently, trying to process what she’d said.

“And if you ever want to see the day I’m truly taken by a big black cock, you’ll be a good little cuck and not touch any of the boxes that will be arriving over the next few weeks,” she added, her voice tinged with a warning. The thought sent a shiver down my spine, a strange blend of dread and excitement.

She came hard, her thighs trembling against my face as I licked her through her orgasm, my body aching with need. When she was done, she pushed me back and sat me on the couch. Her eyes never left mine as she wrapped her fingers around my cock, starting to jerk me off with slow, torturous strokes.

“Tell me when you’re going to cum,” she said, her voice silky with command. I nodded, already teetering on the edge from the buildup of the night. The memory of my last “ruined orgasm” flashed in my mind, the sensation of release without pleasure, and my muscles tensed.

“I’m close,” I gasped, the pressure mounting to an unbearable peak. She responded by pressing her thumb against the head of my cock, just as I began to cum. The sudden stop sent a wave of erotic agony through me as I spasmed, sperm spurting out but leaving me feeling nothing but frustration and need.

“Now, if you want to cum for real tonight,” she said, her voice dripping with cruelty, “you’ll lick my breasts clean.” She held them up, the remnants of the earlier encounter still glistening on her skin, and pinched her nipples, teasing me with the sight. “Come on, my little maid-to-be. I know you want to.”

The shame burned through me, but so did the undeniable arousal. I leaned forward, tongue darting out as I began to lick her clean, tasting the mix of her skin and the stranger’s release. She sighed contentedly, running her fingers through my hair as I obeyed, the weight of what had just happened pressing down on me like a brand that I knew would never fade.

When we got home, I watched as she disappeared into the bathroom for a few minutes, leaving me alone with my racing thoughts and throbbing, denied arousal. When she returned, she sauntered over to where I sat on the couch, her movements deliberate and teasing. She leaned forward, dangling her breasts tantalizingly close to my face. The memory of what had happened earlier in the booth was fresh and raw in my mind, and I couldn’t hold back. I stuck my tongue out, hesitating for a moment as the question flashed through my mind: had she cleaned herself off? I didn’t taste anything out of the ordinary, so I assumed she had, but the uncertainty only heightened my excitement as I licked her nipple.

She laughed softly, the sound sending a shiver down my spine. “Good boy,” she murmured, offering me her other breast. I sucked on it, the warmth of her skin pressing against my lips, the teasing tilt of her smile making my chest tighten.

“Now, lick my breasts,” she said, leaning closer. “Don’t be shy, clean them off.” Her voice was a playful taunt, and though I didn’t taste anything unusual, I did as she asked, dragging my tongue across her skin, tracing the curves of her chest. She watched me with half-lidded eyes, her smile sharp and knowing.

“Oh! You are so good at cleaning up other men’s messes,” she said, her words cutting through me like a blade made of equal parts shame and desire.

Suddenly, she pulled her breasts away, holding them in her hands as she looked down at me, her expression thoughtful. “You know, I was thinking,” she said, tilting her head, “remember when I talked about getting a boob job? Just to make the girls a bit bigger?” I nodded, the memory sparking a familiar mix of curiosity and arousal. She’d mentioned it a few times, and I’d even woven the idea into some of the stories I wrote.

“Well, what if I did do that?” she said, her eyes glinting with mischief. “Think about it. Imagine how the guys would stare at me then.” She leaned in, her voice dropping to a whisper. “After my first real fuck, I’m going to have you buy it for me as a present.”

The words sent a thrill through me, my breath catching in my chest. She stood back up, her gaze appraising me as she smirked. “Now, since you’ve been such a good little cuckold, I’ll let you jerk off downstairs in the guest bedroom. I need my sleep tonight.”

“Why?” I asked, my voice hoarse with confusion and anticipation.

She chuckled, a deep, sultry sound. “Didn’t I tell you? I put in for a transfer to the downtown office. They’ve been wanting me to work there for years,” she said, raising an eyebrow. The shock must have registered on my face because she laughed again. She’d always refused the offer in the past, citing the longer commute and the chaos of downtown. But now, as the realization sank in—the downtown office, known for its diverse staff, many of whom were Black—I understood. My cock stirred, betraying the fear and arousal tangling inside me.

The night passed slowly, my mind whirring with images of her at her new office, dressed in the outfits she’d bought recently, surrounded by new coworkers. Sleep came fitfully, and when I finally got up, it was to the sound of her bustling around, already dressed. I walked into the bedroom to find her slipping on a pair of high heels, her legs encased in sheer stockings. She wore a short mini skirt that hugged her hips and a tight, low-cut black sweater that framed her breasts perfectly. Her makeup was more daring than usual, accentuating her eyes and lips with a sultry edge.

“I wanted to make a good impression on my first day,” she said with a wink, catching the stunned look on my face. She tossed her hair over her shoulder and added, “Maybe tomorrow I’ll go without a bra.” The casual way she said it sent my mind reeling, and my cock throbbed in response. She opted for a car service rather than driving with me, leaving me standing in the entryway, watching as she left with a confident strut.

As I drove to work, my mind raced with thoughts of her at the office, drawing stares, commanding attention. The day dragged on, and just after lunch, my phone buzzed with a message. I opened it to find a text from her: “Me and my new coworkers!” Attached was a photo of her sitting in a booth at lunch, surrounded by several Black men and a couple of Black women. The men clustered around her, their attention obvious even in the static image.

The rest of the afternoon passed in a blur, the photo burned into my mind. When I got home, she was already there, dressed in a fitted dress even for a simple trip to the supermarket. I offered to go with her, and she accepted with a smirk. Throughout the trip, she flirted with casual abandon, chatting easily with anyone who approached, her confidence intoxicating.

The paradox was clear: the more jealous she made me, the more attentive I became. It fueled her, made her glow with a vibrance that was undeniable. I wondered where this would lead, whether it was still just a game or if it had become something more. What had begun as a way to fulfill my fantasies was now something she embraced in ways I hadn’t anticipated.

“You know,” she said one evening, leaning against the doorway, “some of the girls and guys from the office are going out to a club next week after work. I’m going with them. There’s going to be drinking and dancing, and who knows what else.” She walked over, squeezing my cock through my pants and laughing as she saw my reaction. “I suppose you like it that way.”

As she turned and walked away, her hips swaying, I felt the familiar, suffocating mix of jealousy and arousal. I wondered if I could stop it—and, more importantly, if I even wanted to.


Embers

It had been several weeks since my wife had gone out with her new coworkers, and the memory of that night lingered in my mind like an unfinished story. At home alone, I found myself replaying everything she’d told me, each detail feeding the restless desire that had become my constant companion. I jerked off over the thought of it, careful not to stain the delicate panties she now insisted I wear. It had been a shock the day I came home to find my drawer empty of men's underwear, replaced with a row of lacy, feminine panties. It was another reminder of how far we’d come, how far she had taken this.

That morning, Lucy had left for work dressed in a tight blue dress that hugged her curves in a way that demanded attention. The way the fabric moved with her body, the subtle sway of her hips—it was enough to make my chest tighten with both pride and a painful, familiar pang of jealousy.

After work, they’d gone to a nearby restaurant, a popular spot that hummed with conversation and laughter. Lucy had told me she’d made it clear to everyone in the office that she was married. But she knew as well as I did that such declarations only acted as a test for some men, a challenge rather than a deterrent.

There were nine of them in total—four men and five women, including her. One of the other women was white, one Hispanic, and the remaining three were Black. The tension was palpable from the start, a current running through the room that seemed to spark whenever Lucy caught someone’s eye. She admitted that she’d noticed the way some couples at other tables looked at her, some with blatant disapproval, others with subtle nods or winks that carried their own kind of acknowledgment.

But it was the two Black women at their table who stood out the most, their hostility thinly veiled beneath polite conversation. Their eyes narrowed, their words laced with implications that needed no explanation. Comments that barely skimmed civility. “You know, some women really don’t know their place,” one of them had said, her gaze sliding toward Lucy as if daring her to respond. The other leaned in, her smile tight and cold. “I’d watch where you step. Not everything is a playground.”

Lucy kept her composure, her smile unwavering, but the tension simmered beneath the surface. When the women left for the restroom, the third Black woman, the one who’d stayed quiet until then, leaned in closer. “I know you’re just here to have fun,” she said, her tone more sympathetic, “but you should be careful. Office politics are no joke, and neither are those two.”

The warning chilled her, casting a shadow over the evening. But when the other two women returned from the bathroom and decided to leave, they seemed almost shocked that none of the men followed. Lucy’s heart raced as she watched them walk out, their silhouettes framed in the warm glow of the restaurant’s lights. She felt a mix of relief and a dangerous thrill, knowing the night was far from over.

The remaining group hailed a cab and headed to a nearby club, the pulse of music spilling out into the night as they stepped inside. The bass thudded in her chest, drowning out her thoughts and quickening her heartbeat. William, one of her coworkers, extended his hand with a playful smile. “Dance with me,” he said, his voice raised to be heard over the pounding music.

Lucy hesitated for a moment, then took his hand. The feeling of his fingers wrapping around hers sent a shiver up her spine. They moved together onto the dance floor, the lights casting them in flashes of neon blue and purple. She could feel the eyes of the group on her, but she pushed the thought away. The sway of her body against his, the press of their movements—there was something liberating, something powerful about dancing with another man, knowing the whispers it would invite, knowing the boundaries it pushed.

Drink followed drink, and soon she found herself in the arms of another coworker, his hand slipping around her waist as they danced. He leaned in, his lips close to her ear as if to speak, but the music drowned out his words. The heat of his breath tickled her neck, sending a thrill down her spine.

She hadn’t intended to push things this far, but the exhilaration, the charged atmosphere, and the way the men’s eyes followed her every move lit something inside her. It was as if a spark had caught flame, and she wasn’t sure she wanted to put it out.

The dance floor seemed to pulse with life, the bodies around them moving as one, lost in the rhythm. Lucy felt a surge of power, knowing that even with the subtle glances and whispered comments, she was at the center of it all. It wasn’t just for me anymore, and that realization settled deep in my chest as I imagined her in that moment—confident, desired, and uncontainable.

Back at home, I felt the familiar gnaw of jealousy, mixed with a dark, undeniable thrill. The panty waistband bit into my skin as I shifted, the ache in my groin a constant reminder of how tightly wound this new life had become. The question loomed, larger than ever: Was this still a game we controlled, or had it become something neither of us could stop?

Just as the song ended, Lucy stepped off the dance floor, her heart pounding, the heat from the club wrapping around her like a second skin. She brushed a stray lock of hair from her face, catching her breath as she made her way to the table. A voice called out over the thumping music, drawing her attention. She turned, eyes widening slightly as she saw who it was—Lucas, the guy from the gym. My semi-friendly rival, whose presence had always carried a weight of both tension and intrigue. He was the one she had admitted to jerking off in his truck after discovering my secret stash of cuckold porn. The memory sent a pulse of heat through her, and she wasn’t sure if it was embarrassment or excitement.

“Where’s your husband?” Lucas asked, a grin tugging at the corner of his mouth.

“At home,” she replied, a playful glint in her eyes. He laughed, the sound deep and knowing, sending a shiver down her spine.

“Well, a girl has got to have her fun,” she teased back, the words laced with both challenge and anticipation.

As it turned out, Lucas knew Eric, the second man she had danced with. He came back to the table with Lucy, the three of them chatting easily as drinks flowed and the lights in the club pulsed with a life of their own. Time seemed to blur, the laughter and teasing exchanges adding fuel to the growing fire within her. The group started to break up, people saying their goodbyes, and Lucas leaned in with that familiar smirk.

“Need a ride home?” he offered, his eyes catching hers in a way that made her pulse quicken.

She hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “Sure.”

As they drove, the city lights flickered past the window, painting fleeting patterns across her skin. The quiet hum of the car was a stark contrast to the noise of the club, and it left space for thoughts she wasn’t sure she wanted to have. Lucas broke the silence, pointing out a street lined with townhouses. “That’s where I live,” he said, glancing at her out of the corner of his eye. “Want to come up for a minute?”

The question hung between them, heavy with implication. She thought about it, the sensible voice in her head urging caution. But the thrill of the night, the drinks, and the adrenaline pushed her to nod. “Just for a bit,” she said, forcing her voice to stay casual. “I have to work in the morning.”

Before stepping out of the truck, she sent me a text: Stopping at Lucas’s place for a bit. Be home soon. I read the message, my heart lurching in my chest, fingers itching to respond, but I knew it would be futile. She wouldn’t reply.

That was the last message I received.

The minutes turned to hours as I sat in the dark living room, the silence of the house punctuated by the ticking of the wall clock. I tried to distract myself, turning on the TV only to turn it off minutes later. My mind spun with images I didn’t want to picture but couldn’t push away. As the hours crawled by, worry gnawed at me, twisting into a coil of anxiety. I called out sick from work, unable to focus on anything except the gnawing silence and the empty driveway outside.

The sky had begun to shift from deep black to the muted grays of early dawn when the sound of tires on gravel jolted me upright. Lucas’s truck pulled into the driveway, and my breath caught in my throat as the passenger door opened. Lucy stepped out, her hair disheveled, the hem of her tight blue dress crumpled. She looked both exhausted and exhilarated, her skin glowing with a faint sheen of sweat. Lucas didn’t linger; as soon as she shut the door, he peeled out of the driveway without so much as a glance back.

She walked into the house, the front door closing with a soft click. I stood there, the silence between us heavy. She met my eyes for a moment, then crossed the room and pressed her lips to mine in a deep kiss. The taste of her was different—salty, tinged with something unfamiliar. My chest tightened as I realized she hadn’t cleaned herself off.

“I need a shower,” she said, breaking the kiss, her voice casual but slightly breathless. “Lay out some clean clothes for me? I have to get ready for work.”

I nodded dumbly as she disappeared down the hall, the sound of water running a moment later. My mind raced, caught between questions I was afraid to ask and answers I feared even more. As I laid out her clothes, the sight of her panties and bra felt like a cruel reminder of the night’s unanswered questions. The only thing I knew for sure was that something had shifted, something I could never put back in place. And as the sun rose outside, casting light on a new day, I couldn’t shake the gnawing feeling that we were crossing a line that would change everything.

Midway through the day, my phone buzzed, the soft vibration drawing my attention with a pulse of anticipation and dread. It was a text from my wife. My breath caught as I opened it, and my heart began to pound when I saw the attached image. Her hand, delicate and familiar, was wrapped around a massive black cock, veins bulging along its impressive length. I stared, unable to look away, my mind racing as I pieced together the implications. The message beneath the picture was brief: a list of chores she expected done by the end of the day, accompanied by a tantalizing promise of a surprise if I completed them all.

My hands shook as I read the words, the arousal and shame twisting inside me. I glanced around the office, feeling exposed, even though no one could see what was on my phone. The hours dragged as I worked through the tasks she had assigned, each one tinged with the knowledge of what had prompted them.

A few hours later, another buzz. I opened the message to see her question: Did you do everything I asked? Without hesitation, I typed back, Yes. The response came almost instantly: Good. When I come home, you’d better be naked. We have a busy weekend ahead—very busy.

A shiver ran down my spine at her words, anticipation blending with a sense of foreboding. I walked to our bedroom, my feet feeling heavy, and opened the top drawer of her dresser as instructed. The sight waiting for me made my knees weaken. Four condoms lay there, the wrappers crumpled alongside them. They were used, unmistakably so, and I recognized them as the ones I had bought when I first thought this was only a harmless fantasy. One of the condoms was knotted at the end, full of cloudy liquid, evidence of the night she hadn’t told me about in detail.

My pulse quickened, and I felt my face flush hot as I stared at them. Was this real? A hoax? A cruel game? My mind spun, searching for a rational explanation, but deep down, in the pit of my stomach, I knew it wasn’t a joke. The weight of what it meant settled over me, heavy and inescapable.

The rest of the day felt like a blur, time moving both agonizingly slow and too fast at once. Every minute was filled with the anticipation of her return, the questions piling up in my head. When the sound of her car pulling into the driveway finally reached me, my breath caught. Moments later, the door opened, and she stepped inside.

She smiled as she saw me standing there, her eyes sparking with mischief. Without a word, she closed the distance between us and kissed me, a deep, lingering kiss that sent a jolt through me. Her body pressed against mine, soft and warm, and I could feel the exhaustion in her limbs.

She pulled back and yawned theatrically, a hand covering her mouth. “I still haven’t caught up on sleep from the other night,” she said, the corner of her mouth lifting into a knowing smile. “But don’t worry, I’ll tell you all about it on Friday.”

The casual way she said it, as if recounting an ordinary part of her day, made the anticipation thrum in my veins. I swallowed, my heart pounding as I waited for what would come next, knowing that whatever she had planned for the weekend, it would push us both further than ever before.

Chapter

It felt like an eternity waiting for Friday to arrive. Each day stretched on, punctuated only by the routine of work and the lingering questions that gnawed at the back of my mind. When I finally came home that evening, my heart skipped a beat as I noticed not just my wife, Lucy, but also her friend Fran sitting in the kitchen. Fran, who was no stranger to the hot wife and cuckold lifestyle, had left her own husband for a well-endowed man, though her former spouse still came around to serve as their submissive when needed.

The conversation between the two women stopped abruptly when I stepped inside. I wondered if Lucy had already shared everything with Fran or if the night’s revelations were meant for both of us. I managed a greeting, but before I could say more, Fran turned to Lucy with a mischievous smile. Lucy’s eyes met mine, a flicker of excitement in them as she beckoned me over to the table.

“Don’t sit,” she said firmly. Her voice was steady, commanding. “I was just about to tell Fran about my night out with Lucas, so you might as well hear it, too.”

My breath caught as she began, the words sinking into me like lead. “We went up to his place, and there was so much tension. It was a nice apartment, cozy but with a certain... masculine energy. He offered me a beer, and I tried to beg off since I had to work the next morning. But he was persistent.”

Lucy glanced at me, ensuring I stood at attention, my hands obediently at my sides, before continuing. “He brought up the time I gave him a hand job in his truck. I told him it was a one-time thing, that it wasn’t going to happen again. But then he moved closer, set his beer down on the counter, and guided my hand to his cock. It was already hard.”

I felt a flush rise to my face as my body betrayed me, my cock stirring despite the embarrassment. Fran’s eyes darted down, a knowing smirk crossing her lips as she noticed my reaction. She giggled softly, the sound both mocking and amused, and Lucy carried on without missing a beat.

“Before I realized it, I was jerking him off,” Lucy said, her voice dropping to a near whisper, heavy with the memory. “He leaned in to kiss me and squeezed my tits, and I thought about stopping, about just getting him off quickly and leaving. I wanted to remind him I was married, to set boundaries. But instead, I took a gulp of my beer and gave myself a second to think.”

The room seemed to close in around me, every word etching itself into my mind. Lucy’s gaze sharpened as she recounted her thoughts. “And then I remembered my husband—you—and all that cuckold porn you’ve stashed away. White wives taking black lovers, their husbands reduced to bystanders. And here I was, with the real thing standing right in front of me. I knew how much it would drive you wild at home.”

My chest tightened, the mix of shame and arousal making it hard to breathe. She went on, “We started kissing again, his hands exploring me, and before I knew it, we were stumbling into his bedroom, peeling off each other’s clothes. He sucked on my tits while I undid his belt. I needed to slow things down, so I told him to finish undressing and sit on the bed.”

She paused, her eyes flicking to Fran, who sat enraptured, leaning forward with a smile that bordered on predatory. “I don’t know if I was still debating whether to leave or stay,” Lucy continued. “Part of me wanted to run home to you. But another part of me wanted to see where this would go.”

“I made him promise not to tell anyone,” she said, a wry smile crossing her lips. “He laughed, said he didn’t want to start a fight in the gym. Then I took off my clothes, down to just my stockings and garter belt, and knelt in front of him. The way he looked at me—it was as if nothing else mattered. I wrapped my hand around his cock, and even though I’d done it before, seeing it under the bright light was something else entirely.”

Fran’s eyes sparkled with excitement, glancing at me with amusement as she spoke. “Wow, Lucy! That’s thrilling. I remember the first time I did it, but my husband was there watching,” she said, patting me on the arm as if to share a secret joke.

My cheeks burned, and my cock, now fully hard, ached against the confines of my panties. Fran noticed and laughed again. “My, but it is a small thing,” she said, giving it a playful pat. The humiliation seared through me, and both women chuckled, the sound drilling into my pride.

“I don’t know how you managed all these years,” Fran said, still giggling. Lucy shot her a sly smile.

“He has his uses around the house, and after all, this was kind of his idea to begin with,” Lucy said, her tone dripping with triumph. The words stung, a reminder of how my hidden desires had set this chain of events in motion. Yet, I couldn’t help but wonder if those desires had awakened something in her that had been there all along, a part of her that relished this newfound power.

Lucy’s eyes found mine as she continued. “I kissed the head of his cock, felt its weight and warmth. It was so much bigger than yours,” she added, knowing full well the mix of pain and excitement those words would evoke. “But it wasn’t just the size. It was the way he looked at me, like I was the only thing that mattered.”

I swallowed hard, my mouth dry, as the reality of it all settled over me. This was no longer a game or a fantasy. It was a new reality, one that I knew was reshaping everything we thought we knew about ourselves and each other.

My wife’s smirk deepened as she leaned back in her chair. “You know, in the future, I might have you watch,” she said, her voice dripping with playful cruelty. She glanced at Fran, who raised an eyebrow in amusement. “But in a way, I guess not having him there doubles his agony,” Lucy added, sipping her coffee. She paused for effect, then added with a mischievous gleam, “Too bad other things can’t be doubled!”

Both women erupted into laughter, their eyes briefly meeting before turning to me, where I stood obediently with my hands at my sides, feeling exposed and vulnerable. My heart pounded, a mix of shame and arousal tightening my chest.

“When I took his cock into my mouth,” Lucy continued, her eyes locking onto mine, “it barely fit. I took Fran’s advice—put one hand around the base to steady myself and went as deep as I could.” She leaned forward, her tone softening as if savoring the memory. “It tasted so manly, so different. It’s the only way I can describe it. He ran his fingers through my hair, brushing my cheek as he watched me.”

Fran nodded, sipping her drink and giving me a sidelong glance. “He knows what he likes,” she teased.

Lucy continued, the glint in her eyes growing sharper. “Then he lifted me up and sat me on the bed. He spread my legs and licked my pussy,” she said, the casualness of her words contrasted with their impact. “I know people say Black men don’t like to do that, but he definitely did.”

The room seemed to close in around me, the weight of her story pressing down on my chest. My cock twitched, half-hard from the raw power of her words, a response that only added to my humiliation.

“When I couldn’t take it anymore, he reached over to his bedside table, took out a condom, and handed it to me,” she said, holding my gaze as if daring me to look away. “My hands were trembling so much I could barely open the wrapper. Maybe next time,” she said, the corners of her mouth lifting into a smirk, “you should open it for me.”

Fran’s eyes sparkled as she leaned forward. “Or better yet, slip it on him yourself,” she added, the idea hanging in the air like a dare.

They both laughed, the sound digging into me like thorns, raw and cutting. Fran’s laughter shifted to a playful tone as she said, “We should train you to get the stud ready, you know. And, of course, to clean up afterward.”

I stood frozen as my wife’s eyes flickered with approval. “I managed to roll that condom onto his cock,” Lucy continued, “and even though it was designed for men who are extra big, it looked so snug, stretched tightly around him.” She shifted in her seat, adjusting her posture as she recounted the moment in vivid detail. “He spread my legs wide, holding them up as he positioned himself. This was the point of no return, the moment you’ve been waiting for, so listen carefully.”

My heart thudded painfully in my chest as her voice lowered, drawing out each word. “I felt his massive, dark cock press against me, and then... it slid inside. What you thought was yours alone became his in that moment, and he used it well. He fucked me deeper and harder than I’d ever experienced, for what felt like hours.” She paused, her eyes gleaming. “And you know what? It was everything you imagined and more.”

The room was silent, the air thick with tension. I struggled to steady my breathing, my body locked between embarrassment and arousal, a cocktail of emotions I couldn’t untangle.

“Oh, and if you’re keeping track,” she added, a sly smile curving her lips, “you’ll notice the count of condoms in the drawer is one short. That’s because I blew him and swallowed before coming home.”

A jolt of something electric passed through me, the mix of jealousy and excitement turning into an ache that I could feel in every fiber of my body. I didn’t know how much more I could take, but it seemed they weren’t done with me.

Fran set her cup down with a thud and fixed her eyes on me. “Take off your clothes, now,” she ordered, her voice sharp. I hesitated for a moment, the tension stretching thin, until Lucy’s gaze hardened.

“Do as she says,” my wife said, her tone leaving no room for argument.

I stripped down to my panties, my skin prickling with embarrassment. Fran’s eyes narrowed, appraising me with a smirk. “Off,” she said, pointing to the last barrier of fabric. Reluctantly, I slid them down, feeling the cool air against my skin.

Fran’s eyes dropped to my exposed cock, now half-erect, and she let out a chuckle. “Well, it’s not horrible,” she said, giving it a dismissive pat that stung more than it should, “but it’s certainly not impressive, either.”

Lucy’s laugh joined Fran’s, ringing in my ears as the heat rose to my face. The shame mingled with arousal, twisting inside me like a knot I couldn’t untie.

“Bring over that waste paper basket,” Fran ordered, her eyes glinting with mischief. I hesitated for a moment, then did as she said, the familiar weight of humiliation settling over me like an old coat. Fran’s eyes never left me, her smirk deepening as she continued. “Now, if I remember correctly, the first time you saw your wife play with a black cock, she made you jerk off into a garbage pail. Is that true?”

My throat tightened, but I nodded, the memory of the back room in the porn shop flooding back with vivid clarity.

“Good,” Fran said, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “Now show your wife what a good little cuckold you are by jerking your load into that can.” She moved her hands to the buttons of her blouse, slowly undoing them one by one, each inch of skin revealed making my heart pound harder. She glanced at Lucy, who mirrored her actions. In a matter of moments, both women stood before me, topless, their skin flushed with a teasing glow.

Fran’s breasts were larger than my wife’s, fuller by at least a cup size or two. The sight of them, coupled with the unspoken challenge in her eyes, sent a shiver through me. They began kneading their own breasts, drawing attention to the curves that were now just out of reach. My wife stepped forward, her eyes locked on mine as she pressed her chest close to my face. I could feel her warmth, smell her familiar scent, and my mouth watered instinctively. But just as I leaned in, she pulled back, laughing lightly.

“Not for you anymore,” she said, her voice sweet yet edged with mockery.

I swallowed hard. “Why?” I managed, though I knew the answer, needing to hear it spoken aloud.

“Because they are exclusively for men who are big, Black, and better than you will ever be,” she said, each word landing like a blow. The finality of her declaration sent a rush through me, a mix of shame and arousal that made my head spin. The tension snapped, and I felt my body surrender, releasing a thick, shuddering load into the garbage can. The act felt like a surrender, raw and humiliating, and they both watched with matching smirks.

Lucy reached over, handing me a paper towel. “Clean up,” she said dismissively. She didn’t tell me to get dressed, and I remained standing, exposed and vulnerable.

“You know, it’s a good evening to go out,” Fran said, her voice casual as if discussing dinner plans. Lucy nodded in agreement, pulling out the pink male chastity device from her purse. The sight of it made my heart drop and my still-sensitive cock throb uncomfortably. She locked me into the device, the click of the padlock echoing like a sentence passed.

“Fortunately, I brought my outfit over,” Fran said, shimmying out of her clothes and slipping into a sleek black leather dress that clung to her curves. Lucy disappeared into the bedroom, and when she returned, she was holding a tight black sweater and a short leather skirt. The outfit accentuated every curve, the snug fabric lifting and pushing her cleavage into an enticing display.

“Help me with my stockings,” she commanded. I dropped to my knees, the heat from her body palpable as I rolled the sheer fabric up her smooth legs. The proximity to her thighs, to the place that had once been mine but was now a symbol of my submission, made my chest ache. I fastened her garter belt, fingers brushing her skin, the scent of her arousal faint but present.

Lucy handed me a pair of lacy panties and turned slightly, signaling for me to slip them on her. I did so, carefully pulling them up and over her hips. The process repeated with Fran, who grinned as I dressed her, the soft leather of her dress creaking as she adjusted it.

While Fran slipped into her shoes, Lucy had me help her pull the tight sweater over her head, adjusting it so that her cleavage was perfectly showcased. The room hummed with the subtle scent of their perfume and the lingering tension in the air. My own nakedness felt stark in contrast, the cage around my cock a constant reminder of my place.

Ignoring my presence, Lucy applied the final touches of her makeup, her movements confident and unhurried. She glanced at her reflection, then at me with a playful smirk. “Don’t wait up,” she said, grabbing her purse. “But keep your phone close.”

A half-hour passed, the house quiet except for the ticking of the clock and the hum of my own racing thoughts. Then, a buzz from my phone broke the silence. I picked it up, my fingers shaking as I opened the message. It was from Lucy: At the club with Fran. A photo followed, showing her at the bar, a drink in hand, her eyes bright with excitement. My heart clenched as I stared at the screen, the image burning into my mind.

The next hour stretched out, every second an agony. I busied myself with cleaning the house, a routine that had become second nature during these long waits. My phone buzzed again, this time with a short video clip. I opened it, and my breath caught in my throat. Lucy was on the dance floor, moving with fluid grace, pressed close to a tall Black man whose hands rested on her hips. They danced together, bodies aligned, and for a fleeting moment, I saw her hand brush against his crotch.

My cock throbbed uselessly against the cage, the ache a reminder of my helplessness. The anticipation, the jealousy, and the arousal tangled into one, leaving me restless and waiting for whatever was to come next. Lucy held the key, and I was trapped—waiting for her next move, knowing that when it came, it would change everything.

The next image I received was a group photo from a restaurant. It was obvious that someone else had taken the picture, adding to the feeling of distance and helplessness that gnawed at me. The sight of my wife out in public, surrounded by others, some of whom might know the truth of our arrangement, stung as much as any of the more explicit moments. It was the casualness, the freedom she felt to go out with others, that cut the deepest.

Later, the phone buzzed with a call from Fran. I pressed it to my ear, straining to catch the background noise. Laughter—my wife's and others'. “Don’t wait up,” Fran said, her voice rich with amusement. “We’ll be back in a few hours.” I could hear more masculine laughter in the background, deep and carefree, and my stomach twisted.

The waiting was excruciating. Every minute felt like an hour, the anticipation gnawed at me, each second stretching into a fresh layer of torment. Just as dawn threatened to break, the doorbell rang. I hurried to answer, and there stood my wife and Fran, both disheveled, their dresses adorned with telltale stains. My eyes widened as I registered what I was seeing. Fran moved forward first, digging into her purse for the small key that unlocked my chastity device.

“Honey, I realize we’ve been a bit hard on you lately,” my wife said, opening her sweater with a grin. “So here’s the deal: we’ll let you fuck us both, but there’s something you need to do first.” Fran slipped off her dress and bra, her full, glistening breasts on display. The shine on their skin was unmistakable. I could see that the men from earlier had marked them, and my pulse quickened with a mix of dread and arousal.

From their purses, they each drew out two knotted condoms, the latex still slick and tied at the ends, the scent unmistakable. Fran gave a small, wicked smile. “Usually, I prefer going bareback, but tonight was different. We wanted you to see exactly what kind of sluts we were.”

Fran stepped close, her breath warm as she pressed her lips to mine in a commanding kiss. “Be a good little cuck,” she whispered. I flinched, recalling the few times I’d tasted my own seed in past moments of submission, but never that of other men. She lifted her breast, the skin still sticky, and pointed to her nipple. “Lick it clean,” she ordered.

My stomach lurched, and for a moment, I hesitated. My wife's eyes flashed. “If you don’t do it now, it’ll be a long, long time before you ever see real pussy again,” she warned.

Summoning every ounce of willpower, I extended my tongue and touched it to Fran’s nipple, the salty tang making me gag. The two women burst into laughter, the sound sharp and unforgiving. This was the taste I had craved Lucy to swallow, now turned against me. I pressed on, licking both of Fran’s breasts until she nodded, satisfied. Then, I turned to Lucy, and for the first time in months, my mouth found her skin. Her low purr sent a shiver down my spine. “That’s it. Lick that cum off,” she taunted, stroking my hair. “Who knows? Maybe one day, you’ll get it straight from the source.”

My body tensed at her words, but they only laughed at my reaction. Lucy pushed me down onto the floor, and Fran straddled me, lowering herself onto my aching cock. A sharp gasp escaped her lips, mocking in its surprise. “Oh, it’s so tiny,” she said, bouncing up and down with exaggerated motions. The relief I felt was overwhelming. For the first time in what felt like ages, I was inside someone, the sensation a brief return to normalcy that underscored just how far I had let things spiral.

Fran glanced down, eyes narrowed with challenge. “Open your mouth,” she demanded. Before I could react, she spit into it. I tried to turn my head, but her fingers found my nipples and twisted hard, making me wince. “Open up, dear,” she said, her voice sickly sweet, leaning over me and spitting again. The warmth and saltiness coated my tongue as I swallowed reflexively, my humiliation complete.

Just as I reached the edge, my wife leaned down, catching my eye with a knowing smirk before adding her spit to the mix. The shame, the tension—it was too much. I came inside Fran, my body shuddering beneath her, their laughter echoing around me.

Fran lifted herself slightly, chuckling as she flexed her muscles, holding my softening cock inside her. “You shot a big load for such a small cock,” she teased, squeezing me until I hardened once more. She moved aside, and Lucy took her place, sliding down onto me with practiced ease.

“Remember,” Lucy said, her eyes dark with triumph, “since the last time you were inside me, two other men—two big, black men—have been here.” The reminder cut through my brief moment of pleasure, mixing shame into the sensation. Fran positioned herself over my face, her thighs pressing down as she ordered me to clean the “cream pie” I’d left inside her. The salty tang was less offensive now, almost a comfort compared to licking the stains from their skin.

My climax came too soon inside Lucy, and they exchanged a knowing look before switching places. My tongue was back at work, cleaning her as she whispered taunts about what I’d missed and what was yet to come.

When they were done with me, they stood and adjusted their clothing. I was told to make coffee, still sticky and exposed, the scent of sweat and sex heavy in the air. As I turned, Fran’s hand snaked out to grab my cock, giving it a playful squeeze. “Such a good little slave. You don’t think I could buy him, do you?” she asked, smirking.

Lucy laughed, shaking her head. “No, but you can borrow him anytime. And speaking of changes, I’ve decided to get that boob job after all,” she said, her eyes glinting. “Just imagine how many more men will stare.”

My cock, trapped in its cage, stirred uselessly as they laughed, the sound ringing in my ears. Little did I know, this was only the beginning of my humiliation.


Alone

The month my wife was away felt like an eternity. I spent those weeks alone, the house echoing with silence, haunted by my thoughts. Lucy and Fran had traveled abroad for her breast augmentation, where the procedure was more affordable. They’d turned it into a vacation, sending me only brief updates that did little to ease my anxiety. When the day finally came to pick her up from the airport, the November wind bit at my face, sharp and cold. Even through her coat, I could see that her figure had changed significantly. She stepped through the automatic doors with a newfound poise, her short blond hair framing her face, the shift in her appearance unmistakable. She looked sexier than ever, radiating confidence.

Fran waved a quick goodbye and took a cab that was already waiting for her, leaving Lucy and me alone. I opened the car door for her, and as she slid in, she gave me a sly smile. Once home, the door had barely shut behind us when she shrugged off her jacket, revealing the sundress she’d bought near the clinic. My jaw dropped. The pert 32Cs that had been so familiar to me were now a pair of full, commanding 32DDs. They shifted under the fabric as she moved, her newfound confidence unmistakable.

She approached me, her eyes bright with amusement as she reached down and squeezed my cock through my pants. “Do you like them?” she asked, tilting her head playfully. I opened my mouth to speak, but only a stammer came out, making her laugh—a sound that was both teasing and triumphant.

“There was a guy by the pool at the resort who liked them too,” she continued, eyes locking with mine. “Fran and I jerked his fat cock off, but she took him back to her room afterward. The doctors told me no strenuous activity for a few weeks.” Her grin turned mischievous. “But I don’t want to get out of shape, which is why I got this,” she said, pulling out a gym membership card. My heart sank when I saw the logo—it was for my gym, the one where Lucas worked out. Lucas, my gym rival, and the man who had already put me in the role of a cuckold when he slept with my wife.

Ever since that night, Lucas had been oddly civil to me around the gym. I didn’t know if it was because he felt guilty or if he was silently laughing at the fact that he’d claimed what was mine. The uncertainty gnawed at me. And now, seeing that gym card in my wife’s hand, it felt like the next move in her game, the one that mirrored the stories and porn she’d found on my computer. A game designed to make me suffer the way the cuckolds in those tales did.

“You’ve been so good to me,” she said, her voice lilting with mock affection, “so you deserve a little treat.” With that, she slipped the straps of her sundress off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. She stood before me in just her bra and panties, the contrast between her tanned skin and the delicate lace making my heart pound. Slowly, she unhooked her bra and let it drop, revealing her newly enhanced breasts. They were full, round, and perfect, and I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

“Take out your cock,” she commanded softly. I fumbled with my pants, my hands shaking as I obeyed. She wrapped her hand around my length, a familiar but distant comfort, and began to stroke me slowly. My breath came in shallow gasps as I stared at her breasts, the way they moved as she leaned in closer.

“You’re going to cum for me this time,” she said, a smirk playing on her lips. “But first, you need to do something for me.” She left the room briefly and returned with a pair of black panties, sheer stockings, and a matching garter belt. “Put these on if you want me to finish.”

Heat flushed my face as I took the garments, the humiliation pulsing through me as I slid them on. It was awkward, fumbling with the silky material, but she watched me with a glint in her eye, correcting me as I clipped the hose to the garter belt.

“Oh, look at you,” she cooed, a laugh escaping her lips. “You’re the perfect little cuckold now.” She resumed stroking my cock, her other hand lifting one of her breasts to my mouth. “Suck,” she said, and I did, my tongue flicking over her nipple. The warmth, the softness—it felt like a cruel privilege.

“Don’t get too used to it,” she warned, tilting my chin up so I could see the seriousness in her eyes. “These are mostly for big, Black men from now on.” The statement was a dagger, cutting deep. Before I could respond, I felt the tension in my body snap. I came hard, spilling over her hand and onto her stomach. She laughed, a sound both victorious and teasing, as she milked every last drop from me.

As she wiped her stomach clean, her eyes never left mine. “There’s more to come,” she said, her voice rich with promise. “Little did you know, this is only the beginning.”

I stood there, dressed in lingerie, my cock still twitching with the aftershocks of release, and realized that whatever boundaries we had once known had been left far behind.

“Wow! You really did need some relief!” Lucy said, her eyes twinkling with amusement as she wiped her stomach clean with the towel I handed her. My legs felt weak, the rush of what had just happened still thrumming through my veins. “I bet you’ve got another big load in there,” she said, her voice teasing as she noticed my cock beginning to twitch again at her words. The smirk on her lips made my heart pound with a mix of excitement and apprehension. “But first, I want you to do something else for me.”

Before I could respond, she led me into the bedroom, her grip firm and unyielding. She moved to the dresser, the drawer that had become her secret space for my things, and pulled out a sleek leather skirt. “Put this on,” she said, the command in her voice making my stomach clench. “Come on, don’t be shy. In those stories you downloaded, the husband often had to dress up as, what’s the term? Oh yes, a sissy. And I couldn’t help but notice how many stories you bookmarked about him servicing the bull for his wife.” Her tone was light, teasing, but there was a weight behind it that made my breath catch.

I hesitated, but the challenge in her eyes made it clear that refusing wasn’t an option. I slipped the skirt up my legs, feeling the cool leather clinging to my skin as she zipped it up for me. She stepped back, giving me an appraising look and chuckled. “Nice. But we’re only halfway there. Next time, I’ll have you shave your legs,” she said, her laughter ringing in my ears.

She turned back to the drawer and pulled out a padded bra with built-in false breasts. My cheeks burned as she helped me put it on, adjusting the straps and making sure it fit snugly. Before I could catch my breath, she draped a gold-colored sweater over my shoulders and tugged it down over the padded bra, the fabric fitting tightly against my chest. “I wonder how your coworkers would feel if they saw you like this?” she mused, her eyes glinting with mischief. “I bet they’d get quite a laugh.”

Before I could stammer out a response, she pulled out her cellphone and snapped a photo. My face flushed hot with embarrassment. “Relax,” she said, noticing my reaction. “This won’t be the worst thing that happens tonight.”

She applied a layer of lipstick to my lips, followed by a light touch of foundation. “We’ll work on more detailed makeup training later,” she said with a grin. The final touch was a blond wig, the same shade as her newly-dyed hair. She placed it on my head, adjusting it until it sat perfectly. “It suits you,” she said, making me spin slowly so she could inspect her handiwork.

From the desk drawer, she took out the male chastity device, the familiar sight making my heart sink. “Take out your cock,” she commanded. My mouth opened in protest, but her eyes narrowed, cutting off my argument before it could begin.

“Remember that booth, you little slut?” she said, her voice dropping to a whisper that sent a shiver down my spine. “Remember when you almost kissed that huge Black cock I sucked off? One of these days, you will have to service a bull.” Despite my whispered pleas, she locked the device in place with a decisive click. The feeling of confinement was immediate and inescapable, my arousal trapped and useless.

Lucy turned to the closet, a new addition with a lock she had installed while I was at work. She retrieved the key from the top of the dresser, unlocking the door and positioning herself so I couldn’t see inside. My mind raced with possibilities, each one more humiliating than the last. She emerged with a harness and a realistic black silicone dildo that looked disturbingly lifelike.

She stripped off her clothes, leaving only her lacy panties and stockings, and fitted the dildo into the harness. She adjusted the buckles, looking down to make sure everything was tight and secure. “Help me with this,” she said, the command snapping me out of my trance. My hands trembled as I adjusted the last few straps, the reality of the situation settling heavily in my chest.

“Now,” she said, her voice low and commanding, “show me how you’d get my stud ready for me if I ever bring one home.”

I hesitated, the weight of what she was asking pressing down on me. But her eyes bore into mine, daring me to resist. I wrapped my hand around the silicone shaft, its girth and length a cruel reminder of what I lacked. My movements were stiff and mechanical at first, but she tilted her head and raised an eyebrow. “Spit on your hand,” she said. My stomach tightened, but I obeyed, slicking my palm before resuming.

“Good,” she cooed, a triumphant smile spreading across her lips. “That’s it, jerk him off. Get him nice and ready for me.” The humiliation burned through me, making my hands shake as I complied. “A bit more confidently,” she said, reaching down to stroke my cheek. “After tonight, you’ll be fully ruined as a man.”

Her laughter echoed in the room, mingling with the pounding of my heart. I knew she was right. Whatever was left of my pride was being stripped away, piece by piece, until I was left with nothing but the shell of the man I once was.

“Now, get on your knees in front of me,” she commanded, her voice low and authoritative. The transformation that had taken place in just a couple of hours left me stunned. Standing before me, with her newly augmented breasts pressing against the thin fabric of her lingerie and the black silicone cock jutting out from the harness, she exuded power. The sight sent a rush of conflicting emotions through me—fear, anticipation, and a strange, undeniable arousal.

She let the strap-on dangle just in front of my face, the tip brushing my lips as she looked down at me with a mix of dominance and amusement. “You know,” she mused, tilting her head slightly, “I used to wonder about those stories you read—about the cuckold servicing the bull. Is it a hidden desire to be gay, or is it just the humiliation? Now, I think it’s mostly about the humiliation.” She leaned closer, her breath warm on my face. “But look at this. I’ve been home for less than two hours, and I’ve already turned you into a girl.”

The words stung, making me feel smaller than ever, but I couldn’t pull away. I was trapped by the gaze of her bright eyes and the weight of her command. “Now suck on my big black cock,” she said, pressing the head of the dildo against my mouth.

My lips parted involuntarily, and I felt the silicone push past my teeth. “Kiss the head gently, show him how much you love it,” she instructed, and I obeyed, planting soft, reverent kisses on the tip before she pressed it further into my mouth. “Open wider,” she ordered. “That’s good.”

The dildo filled my mouth, stretching my jaw as she began to move it in and out with a deliberate pace. I glanced up at her, my eyes watering slightly from the unfamiliar intrusion. Her enhanced breasts loomed above me, two imposing symbols of her newfound dominance, swaying slightly as she adjusted her stance.

“Suck it deeper,” she said, her voice losing none of its commanding edge. I complied, trying not to gag as the faux-cock reached the back of my throat. “Let’s make this a bit harder for you,” she added, reaching down to pinch my nose closed. Panic surged through me as I struggled for air, the silicone cock still lodged in my throat. She laughed softly as my eyes teared up, holding me there for what felt like an eternity before releasing my nose and allowing me to breathe. She repeated the action a few more times, each time leaving me gasping for breath and trembling with a mix of shame and submission.

“Get up,” she finally said, removing the dildo from my mouth with a slick sound. My lips felt swollen, my throat raw as I stood unsteadily. She led me to the bathroom, her grip on my arm firm. The next part of my ordeal became clear as she prepared an enema, and my stomach dropped with dread.

“Don’t even think about protesting,” she warned, her eyes narrowing as I opened my mouth to speak. “This is just the beginning of your training. I’m trying to help you here, so get on that bed—on all fours.”

My knees wobbled as I climbed onto the bed, my body trembling. The cool air brushed against my skin as she pulled my panties down, exposing me completely. The sound of the lube bottle, a familiar, faintly embarrassing noise, filled the room. I flinched as the cold liquid touched my skin, and then her finger, slick and persistent, pressed against my entrance.

“What a good little whore you are,” she cooed, her voice syrupy sweet with mock affection. “That’s it, baby. Get ready for mommy’s big black cock.”

My heart raced as the realization set in. This was the point of no return, the moment when fantasy became reality, and I surrendered completely to her will. The mix of shame, fear, and anticipation coiled in my gut, leaving me breathless as I waited for what came next.

“You know,” she said, her voice steady and full of conviction, “there are points of no return in every story I've read. Me getting my boobs done was one of them, fucking another man was another, and now this—this is yet another.” She pressed the head of the strap-on against my entrance, firm but patient, applying steady pressure until it pushed through, sliding in with a suddenness that made me groan out loud. The realization hit me in waves—my wife had just taken my ass’s virginity, and with it, what I thought was the last shred of my dignity. Little did I know how much further we would go.

She laughed, the sound sharp and triumphant. “You’re a virgin no more,” she declared as she started to move, slowly at first, the silicone filling me in a way that was unfamiliar and intense. “Take my big black cock, you pathetic little bitch!” she said, each word chiseling away at my pride. My cock throbbed helplessly inside the plastic confines of its cage, the sensation both painful and maddening.

The initial sting gave way to a dull pressure as she built up a rhythm, each thrust accompanied by taunts that rang in my ears. The humiliation stung, mixing with an unexpected rush of arousal that I couldn't suppress. When she finally pulled out, the relief was so profound I could feel my whole body trembling.

“Get up,” she ordered, her voice still dripping with authority. She reached down and unlocked the chastity device, freeing me from its prison. The sudden exposure made my cock twitch, already leaking from the stimulation. “Lie down on the bed,” she said as she grabbed extra lube. I obeyed, positioning myself on my back, my legs up on her shoulders. The slick, cold feeling of lube met my skin as she pushed the strap-on back inside me, the stretch more familiar but no less intense.

“Stroke your cock,” she commanded, her eyes watching me as she began to thrust. The dual sensation—the intrusion and my own hand moving over my length—overwhelmed me. “And you wonder why I like to fuck real men,” she added, her voice teasing, her thrusts hitting deeper.

The torment was too much, and without warning, I came, my body convulsing as my cock spurted a stream of cum, splattering up onto my chest. “Keep stroking until it’s all out,” she said, her voice softer but no less demanding. My body obeyed on instinct, milking out every last drop as my muscles quivered.

When she pulled out of me, she removed the harness and tossed it aside. “You’re responsible for cleaning this and putting it away,” she said, leaving no room for argument. Before I could react, she straddled me, her body warm and commanding as she guided my cock inside her. My heart pounded as she leaned forward, letting me see the full glory of her new breasts, their fullness pressing enticingly against my chest.

“Trust me, this has only begun,” she whispered, starting to bounce on me, each motion deliberate and powerful. The friction was almost too much after my recent release, but I held on, determined not to let this moment slip by too soon. She grinned, her eyes glinting with mischief. “Oh, and tonight’s going to be the last night I’m on the pill. From now on, that thin bit of latex is the only thing keeping me from being totally owned by them,” she said, the words striking a chord of disbelief and arousal in me. She had never spoken with such assertiveness before, and the power in her voice left me breathless.

Sensing I was nearing the edge again, she stopped her movements and leaned forward, pressing her breasts to my face. “Enjoy them while you can because it’s going to be a long time before you get another chance,” she teased, letting me suck and nip at her nipples. The taste and feel of her, the way she pressed herself against me, made my head spin.

She resumed her rhythm, her hips slamming down on me with renewed vigor. I struggled to hold on, the sensations building too fast, and soon I was coming deep inside her, unable to stop myself.

“Okay, you know what comes next,” she said, sliding off me and shifting quickly. Before I could react, she moved up and straddled my face, her thighs pressing against my cheeks as she settled in, facing toward my still-sensitive cock. “Clean up your mess,” she ordered, and I felt the heat of her on my lips, her taste mingled with the remnants of my release.

I licked her bald, slick pussy clean as she reached down to play with my cock, her touch making me twitch despite the overstimulation. “I love playing with this thing,” she said, giving it a playful tug. “It’s so easy to handle.” Her voice carried a teasing lilt, the words cutting and playful at once.

As I worked, she leaned forward slightly, her hand squeezing me tighter. “You know,” she said, almost as if talking to herself, “I’ve been thinking about getting my nipples pierced. And maybe I’ll start wearing that temporary Queen of Spades tattoo on my tits.” I paused for a fraction of a second before resuming, the implications clear. “But I’m only going to get a real one when someone finally cums in me without a rubber,” she taunted, her voice low and provocative.

The words sent a surge through me, and despite my exhaustion, I came again, the sensation shooting through me like an electric current. She laughed as she felt my reaction, squeezing me until the last drop was out.

“Wow!” she said, her tone teasing as she held onto my cock, refusing to let go even as I panted for breath. “I bet there’s still one more load in there.” Her eyes glinted with amusement, a wicked curve playing at her lips. “I guess I owe it to you, considering how much you’re going to spend on my new wardrobe—and yours.” The emphasis on yours made my stomach twist with anticipation and dread. “Oh, and after this, you’ll be sleeping permanently in the second bedroom,” she said, a smirk crossing her face. “That will be the maid’s room,” she laughed, the sound light and biting.

Her fingers guided mine to my cock, forcing me to take it in my own hand. “Go on, jerk it off,” she commanded, leaning back on her knees, her body still flushed from our earlier exertions. The way she stared down at me, her pierced nipples catching the soft light, made my pulse race.

“Oh, by the way, I’m going back to my old office. Traveling all the way downtown is bullshit,” she said nonchalantly, as if we were discussing mundane household matters. “My new boss is Black, and from what I hear, he’s slept with his last two secretaries and even knocked one up. I might just be number three.” Her voice dipped into a playful sing-song, and I felt the rush of conflicting emotions hit me like a wave. My hand worked faster, unable to stop, even as my mind reeled at her words. The tension snapped, and I shot my load, a shuddering release that left me feeling hollow.

“Finished already?” she said with mock disappointment, tossing me a rag. “Clean yourself up and then go to your bedroom,” she said, making sure to emphasize the change in terminology. There was no room for argument in her tone, and I knew better than to try.

The weekend came, and true to her word, we went out. I watched as she walked into the piercing studio with her head held high, a newfound confidence radiating from her. She emerged with silver rings glinting through her nipples and, to my astonishment, a fresh piercing through her pussy. She opted out of the tongue stud, saying it was too much for now, but I couldn’t help but feel that it was only a matter of time.

Before starting her new job, she stood in front of the mirror and applied the temporary Queen of Spades tattoo to her left breast. She looked at her reflection, her eyes sharp with anticipation, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that this was no longer just a game or a tease. It was a declaration.

Little did I know just how soon she would need to make that tattoo permanent.


The Rules

“You can look at them, but don’t touch!” Lucy teased, her voice ringing out as she adjusted her blouse, the silky fabric hugging her curves. She lifted her full, augmented breasts for emphasis, the thick gold rings piercing her nipples catching the soft light from the bedroom lamp. My eyes traced the curves, the glint of metal adding a provocative edge that made my heart pound.

Today was Lucy’s first day back at her old office, and the anticipation was palpable. I handed her the delicate white lacy bra she had asked for, feeling the soft fabric in my hands and realizing how foreign it all felt now. Everything in her wardrobe was new, each piece carefully chosen to celebrate the transformation she had undergone. My fingers brushed against hers as I passed her the bra, and she gave me a knowing smile that made my stomach tighten.

As she put on the bra, I stood there, silent and reflective. My mind drifted back to when this all started, months ago, when the hidden world on my computer had been discovered. I could still see the look of disbelief on her face as she described the content she’d found—the collection of cuckold porn, much of it featuring willing white wives and powerful Black men. The conversation that followed was one of the most difficult and vulnerable moments of my life, laying bare the mixture of fear, lust, and jealousy that had fueled those fantasies.

Lucy’s curiosity had taken root during those conversations, growing from tentative discussions into full-blown exploration. At first, it was talk—playful, hypothetical stories shared in the dark. But soon, the fantasies spilled into reality. The day she brought out a large black dildo, I knew things were shifting. She had held it up, her eyes glittering with challenge, and teased me about the men who could wield such power in real life.

As her confidence grew, so did her boldness. The timid woman with her mousey brown hair transformed seemingly overnight into someone who relished attention, someone who basked in her newfound power. Fran, her friend who had long been part of the “hot-wife” lifestyle, had been surprised by how deeply Lucy had immersed herself. It wasn’t just participation—it was dominance.

The culmination of it all came when she had seduced Lucas, my gym rival. It had begun innocently, or so I thought, with her asking me offhandedly one evening which man at the gym had the biggest cock. I should have seen it then, the spark in her eye, the way she tucked her hair behind her ear as she waited for my answer. The extra-large condoms she’d made me buy—originally just a tool for my humiliation—found their use when she brought Lucas into our world, breaking that final barrier and claiming her role fully.

I stood back as Lucy finished getting dressed, slipping into a form-fitting business suit that emphasized her curves without giving everything away. The way the fabric clung to her hips and accentuated her bust made my throat go dry. She turned to the mirror, adjusting the collar and making sure the neckline framed her new assets perfectly. The temporary Queen of Spades tattoo she’d started wearing on her left breast was hidden for now, but the knowledge of it simmered between us.

“Wish me luck,” she said, stepping into her heels, her voice light but laced with something more—something daring.

I stepped forward, pressing a quick kiss to her lips, feeling the strange mix of pride and helplessness surge through me. She smiled as she picked up her purse, her golden hair falling in waves around her shoulders, and walked out the door. The click of her heels on the floor echoed as she made her way to the car, leaving me alone in the silence that followed, my thoughts swirling.

As I watched her drive away, the memory of her teasing words echoed in my mind: “I might just be number three.” The realization that my wife was now fully embracing her role, not just as my wife but as a woman reveling in her newfound power, made my heart pound with a mix of fear, arousal, and a gnawing sense of anticipation for what was to come.

As my wife had anticipated, within a few months, she had garnered the attention of her boss, John. The whispers in the office corridors, the subtle glances he cast her way, and the new assignments that found their way to her desk spoke volumes. She played it slow, aware that her recent surgery required time to fully heal. With her raise, she indulged in a new wardrobe, each piece carefully chosen to fit her growing sense of power and allure.

John’s interest grew in increments. At first, it was just lingering looks when he thought she wasn’t watching. Then it escalated to working lunches, where conversation turned to subtle innuendos wrapped in innocuous office banter. Nights stayed late at the office were punctuated by take-out containers and the soft glow of the city outside. He probed with loaded questions, subtle tests to gauge her interest. Having already faced one lawsuit and paying child support to another secretary, he was cautious, but Lucy knew the game he played and was ready for it.

During those weeks, Lucy dressed with deliberate precision. She selected blouses that skimmed her torso, emphasizing the swell of her breasts as they hung over her taut midriff, and skirts that accentuated the curve of her hips and the firmness of her ass. Everything was tailored just right, not the desperate tightness of a novice seeking attention, but the confident, artful showcase of a woman who knew exactly the effect she had on men. The subtle hints of lace at her collar, the faint outline of her gold nipple rings pressing against sheer fabric when she shifted just so—these were calculated moves in a careful game of seduction. Each day, she edged closer to breaking him, savoring the building tension.

The moment came on a Wednesday evening. The office was silent, the last of the staffers having departed, their voices fading as the elevator doors closed behind them. Lucy gathered her things with a practiced air, her long coat draped over her arm. She glanced at John, who sat at his desk, eyes fixed on the papers before him but not reading. The soft hum of the building’s air system was the only sound.

“Well,” she said, the word slicing through the silence as she made her way over to him. “I guess it’s time for me to head out.” But her steps didn’t take her to the door. Instead, they brought her to his side, the smooth click of her heels reverberating on the polished floor. She met his gaze, holding it with the practiced confidence of a woman who knew she was in control.

Before he could say a word, she reached for his belt, her fingers deftly unzipping his fly. His eyes widened, surprise and anticipation mingling in his expression as she pulled out his cock, already half-hard. He said nothing, watching as she began to pump him with steady, practiced movements.

John’s breath quickened, and his hands found their way to her breasts, feeling their weight through her blouse. The sensation of the gold rings pressing against his palms made him inhale sharply, but she leaned back just enough to keep him from getting too close. This wasn’t about him taking control—it was about her maintaining it.

As his breathing became ragged, she spat into her hand, slicking his length with a mechanical focus. The room seemed to shrink, the soft rustle of fabric and his stifled moans the only sounds. When his eyes fluttered shut, she knew he was close.

“Oh, shit,” he gasped as his body tensed, and his release came in shuddering waves. Lucy angled her wrist, the hot splash of his cum landing strategically on her blouse and skirt. She kept pumping until he had nothing left, ignoring his attempts to kiss her, his mouth seeking hers only to meet air.

Wiping herself off with paper towels she found on his desk, she gave him a look of calm detachment. “I’ll see you tomorrow, John,” she said, buttoning her coat and adjusting the collar. Without another word, she walked to the elevator, the cold steel doors closing behind her as she stepped out into the night, hailing a cab that would take her home—back to the life she controlled and the man who waited, unknowing and compliant, for her return.

When she got home, I could already see the glint in her eye that signaled she had a story to tell. She tossed her bag aside and walked up to me, cupping my face in her hands before pressing a brief, teasing kiss on my lips. “You’ve been a good boy while I was gone, haven’t you?” she asked, the question rhetorical as she pushed me gently down to my knees.

As I stripped, she lounged back on the couch, removing only her panties and hose, exposing her shaved and pierced pussy. I knew what was coming next, the ritual she had developed whenever she returned from one of these encounters. I leaned in, my tongue moving over her warm skin as she started recounting her time away. Her fingers toyed with her nipples through the thin fabric of her white blouse, the gold rings she wore peeking through, adding to the already overwhelming sensation of submission.

“While we were waiting for the car service to call us to the lobby,” she began, her voice low and sultry, “John and I were discussing the follow-ups for the meetings and everything we’d accomplished. Then, suddenly, he reached out and tried to grab my tits.” She smirked at the memory, shifting her hips slightly to encourage me to continue. “I brushed him off, watched him pale a little—it’s clear he’s still scared from all those harassment charges in his past.”

The image of her boss, intimidated yet desperate, made my stomach twist with jealousy and something else I didn’t want to name. She traced a finger down my temple, guiding my mouth back to her center when I paused.

“I looked him straight in the eye and told him that I was married and didn’t do ‘such things,’” she continued, laughing at her own boldness. “But then, I noticed that huge bulge in his pants. You wouldn’t believe it. Even bigger and thicker than Lucas’s.” Her words struck me like a punch, and I felt my face heat up as she spoke, the humiliation washing over me.

“Then I decided to tease him a little,” she said, moaning softly as I kept licking, the taste of her arousal mingling with the sting of her confession. “I told him that it wouldn’t be fair to send him to airport security in the state he was in.” She paused, a wicked grin spreading across her face as she pushed my head deeper, forcing me to keep going.

“I unzipped his fly, and there it was. I couldn’t help but marvel at it—it was so big that even fully hard, it bent under its own weight. I remember thinking that it probably couldn’t fit in an overhead bin,” she laughed, her voice husky and rich with the memory. “We both laughed at that, but I kept things controlled. I started to jerk him off, slow and steady. I made sure to remind him that I was married, that my husband and I had certain… understandings, but screwing the boss might be pushing it.” She let out a soft laugh, more for her own amusement than for me.

“I let him feel my tits as I pumped his cock,” she said, leaning back with a wicked glint in her eyes. My mouth was still pressed to her thighs as she spoke, each word stoking the tension in the room. “It was so big that I couldn’t get my fingers all the way around it. He told me he’d noticed me for a while, that he was glad I’d been assigned to work with him. I could see the hunger in his eyes.” She smirked, trailing a finger along her jawline as she recounted the scene. “But I told him I couldn’t go any further, that if I ever did, there would need to be a commitment. Because,” she paused, savoring the effect her words had on me, “I only go bareback, and I’m off the pill.”

The implication hung heavy in the air, like a match poised to strike. The thought twisted in my gut, making me feel dizzy with a cocktail of jealousy, fear, and something darker that I didn’t want to acknowledge. She watched my reaction, enjoying the way my jaw tightened and my breath hitched.

“That really did it for him,” she continued, eyes sparkling. “He looked like he was about to burst. But the flight was soon, and I couldn’t just stop to grab a towel. I needed to finish him quickly.” I swallowed hard, the image she painted vivid and visceral. “I took a step back, unbuttoned my blouse, and let my bra fall away. The cool air on my bare skin made my nipples tighten, and I could see the effect it had on him—his eyes practically bulged.”

Lucy shifted her hips, pressing me closer. “I got down on my knees,” she said, her voice dipping lower, “and jerked his cock, my lips so close to the head that he could feel my breath on him, but I wouldn’t kiss it or take it in my mouth. I made him wait, drove him mad. Instead, I pressed him between my tits and started pumping him harder.”

I felt my cock throb, my hand itching to move, but she hadn’t given me permission yet. The torment was almost unbearable.

“When he came,” she whispered, her voice thick with satisfaction, “it splashed everywhere. All over my tits, up my neck, even on my blouse. His cum was hot, and there was so much of it.” She licked her lips, eyes boring into mine as I licked her slowly. “I made sure to pump him dry, every last drop. And then,” she added, leaning down until her face was just above mine, “I gave his cock a nice, noisy kiss—just to remind him what he was missing.”

She let out a soft laugh as she pushed me deeper into her, making me struggle to keep up. “I went back to my room, wiped off, and decided the blouse was too much of a mess to save as a souvenir. I thought about bringing it back to you, but the airport security might have asked too many questions, so I tossed it and made him buy me a new one. He didn’t mind.”

My tongue stilled for a moment as the questions bubbled to the surface, unable to hold them back. “Would you really let him go bareback? Are you actually off the pill?”

Lucy laughed, a sharp, knowing sound that sent a shiver through me. “Oh, I’ve read plenty of fantasies about being ‘bred’ and all that. But that’s a huge commitment.” Her eyes darkened as she looked at me, her mouth curling into a smile that was both playful and dangerous. “But then again, I can’t help thinking about what good fathers some of these men would make. Strong, muscular, dominant—everything that drives you mad with jealousy, isn’t it?”

She guided my hand to my cock, signaling me to start stroking as she spoke. “How would you feel watching my belly grow round, knowing that I was carrying a real man’s child?” Her voice dripped with venom, each word landing like a punch. “Knowing that these tits,” she cupped her pierced breasts, lifting them so they hung over me, “would soon be full of milk for his baby.”

The tension snapped as I started jerking myself, the humiliation and arousal mixing into a heady, suffocating fog. She watched with satisfaction, her body still flushed from my attention, and leaned back, letting me see every inch of her as she reveled in the power she held.

“Of course, in the hospital, everyone would know,” she continued, her eyes sparkling with that cruel, playful gleam. “Now, I could lie and say it was a mix-up from artificial insemination. But you know what?” She leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a whisper that sent shivers down my spine. “I wouldn’t.” Her eyes met mine, daring me to react. “And then, the father could move in here with me, fucking me every night while you did all the housework.”

She laughed, a sound that resonated through the room and wrapped around my throat like a tightening noose. “In your French maid’s outfit, of course!” The mocking tone cut through me, but the humiliation only fueled the throbbing urgency between my legs. The shame coursed through me as I came, the release messy and unfulfilling, yet inescapable.

My wife giggled as she threw me a towel, watching me with a teasing, knowing smile. “Oh, relax,” she said, her voice taking on a lighter, almost affectionate tone. “All that was just bullshit. A fantasy.”

She paused, running a finger through my hair as I cleaned myself up, her touch both comforting and taunting. “I’m not saying it couldn’t happen,” she added, letting the ambiguity hang in the air. “But not right now. Maybe someday.”

She stood up, stretching in a way that made her curves even more pronounced, then turned to face me with a mischievous grin. “However, I do have an idea,” she said, her voice laced with excitement. “I was thinking about inviting your gym buddy, Lucas, over here.” She watched as the realization washed over my face, the mixture of shock and arousal she so loved to provoke. “And this time, you’re going to watch while he fucks me,” she said, chuckling as she laid out her plan for her pleasure and my further humiliation.

The air crackled with tension as she described in vivid detail how it would go—how Lucas would dominate her while I sat, powerless and exposed, fulfilling the fantasy she’d discovered in me and pushing it even further. The room felt smaller, the walls pressing in as I realized that this was no longer just a game; it was the new reality she was shaping for both of us.


On the Edge

When my gym announced its next charity dance, I knew it was going to be an unforgettable night. The last time we had attended, it had been the scene of Lucy’s first real encounter with Lucas, where she had jerked him off in his truck under the guise of getting me home. That had been the turning point, the night she’d truly crossed the line. Now, we were going back, with a twist that was both thrilling and terrifying.

Lucy turned heads as soon as we arrived. Her new, larger breasts filled out her dress perfectly, and her blonde hair caught the light as she moved. The murmurs and stolen glances from others in the room only heightened the anticipation in the pit of my stomach. We danced a bit, her body moving in sync with mine, but I soon made my way to the bar, feigning a night of overindulgence. My drinks were more ice than anything, often discarded when no one was looking. The act needed to be convincing.

After a while, I played my part, swaying unsteadily and slurring my words. We staged an argument on the dance floor, a scene dramatic enough to draw eyes. Lucas, my rival and now my wife’s lover, stepped in awkwardly, trying to play the peacemaker. Watching his concern for her, for us, was both humiliating and fascinating.

“You have to help me get him home!” Lucy pleaded, eyes wide with fabricated worry. He hesitated, but with a sigh, he nodded, and together they got me into Lucas’s truck. The arrangement had been made for me to retrieve my car from the parking lot the next day.

Once home, they maneuvered me onto the bed, Lucas even going as far as to pull off my shoes. I mumbled incoherently and let out a practiced snore, convincing them I was out cold. As they left the room, I positioned myself so I could see through the carefully placed mirrors in the living room that reflected everything happening outside the bedroom.

“I really ought to go,” Lucas said, glancing nervously at the darkened room behind him.

“No, stay a bit,” Lucy replied, her voice soft and coaxing. “He shouldn’t have been drinking so much, but he’s had a lot on his mind. Trust me, he’s out for the night.”

She took a step closer to Lucas, brushing her body against his. The hesitation in his eyes melted as she leaned in and kissed him, softly at first, testing the waters. His eyes darted once more toward the bedroom before he kissed her back with growing urgency.

“Damn, I don’t think I’ll ever get used to those new tits of yours,” he said, squeezing them, his voice husky with desire.

Lucy laughed lightly, the sound playful and inviting. “I don’t know,” she teased, slipping out of her blouse and letting it fall to the chair. Her bra came next, revealing her perfect, augmented breasts, each nipple adorned with its gold ring. “I’m sure you’ll get bored of them eventually,” she said, lifting them up for him, pouting theatrically. “My husband seems to have zero interest in them lately,” she added with a sly grin.

Lucas wasted no time, his mouth finding each nipple, kissing and sucking briefly before standing to remove his shirt. The sight of their bodies pressed together, her pale skin against his deep brown, made my mouth go dry and my heart race. The room felt thick with tension, the quiet only broken by their soft gasps and the rustle of fabric.

Lucy’s eyes caught the light as she knelt before him and unzipped his pants, reaching in and pulling out his cock. Even though I’d seen it before, the sight of it in her hand—a stark comparison to mine—brought a mix of humiliation and arousal that made my chest tighten. She spit into her hand, making a show of it, and began to stroke him, the glisten of saliva catching the glow of the lamp.

“Don’t worry, you won’t lose interest anytime soon,” she whispered before leaning forward and taking him into her mouth. Lucas’s eyes closed as he let out a low groan, his hands moving to her head, fingers threading through her blonde hair.

From my vantage point, I watched her work him with practiced skill, her lips stretching around his girth as she pumped him with one hand and cupped her breasts with the other. The room seemed to pulse with the sound of her mouth and his ragged breathing.

“Oh baby, oh baby,” Lucas chanted, his voice growing louder, more urgent. When he came, he did so with a shout, his hips bucking as Lucy swallowed each spurt. She cranked his cock, making sure to milk every drop, her throat working as she swallowed until he began to soften.

“I’m going to check on him!” Lucy said, standing up with a playful grin. “Be naked when I get back,” she added with a giggle that sent a shiver down my spine. I lay motionless, my heart racing, as she came into the bedroom and leaned over me. Her lips brushed against my ear, and she whispered, “I’m going to take him inside me. No rubber.” My body tensed, every nerve on edge as she pulled away and disappeared into the bathroom.

When she returned, the light from the hallway framed her silhouette. She was completely naked, her blonde hair tousled, her augmented breasts standing firm and proud. Without another glance toward me, she slipped back into the living room and into Lucas’s waiting arms. They kissed deeply, their bodies pressed together as if they couldn’t get close enough. Her hand reached down, and I could tell by the shift in his posture that she was stroking his cock.

“I think I have some in my jacket,” Lucas murmured, a note of uncertainty in his voice.

“No,” Lucy replied, her tone decisive. “I want to feel you inside me this time. Don’t worry, I’m on the pill.” She led him to the couch, glancing back over her shoulder with a mischievous smile.

“Are you sure?” he asked again, searching her face for any sign of hesitation.

“I’m sure,” she confirmed, her voice low and sultry. “And he won’t be awake until late tomorrow morning.”

My fingers gripped the sheets, resisting the urge to react as she positioned herself over him. She straddled his lap, facing away from him so that I could see every detail. One hand reached between her legs, guiding his massive cock to her entrance. I watched as she lowered herself slowly, taking him inch by inch, her face a portrait of ecstasy.

“Shit, that feels so good,” she moaned, her head tilting back as she sank down until he was fully inside her, his balls pressed firmly against her. Lucas’s hands came up to cup her breasts, fingers squeezing and kneading the soft, pierced flesh as she rolled her hips against him. Their movements were synchronized, the room filled with the sound of their breathing and the soft slap of skin against skin.

She leaned back into him, turning her head for a deep, passionate kiss. They moved together, and I could see the muscles in his arms flex as he held her tightly. Her face was turned toward the mirror, eyes half-lidded and mouth open in a silent cry of pleasure. The sight of her face, the unmistakable look of satisfaction, burned itself into my memory. This wasn’t just another act of teasing; this was her giving in fully, claiming her own desires.

“Oh yeah, oh yeah!” Lucas groaned, each word punctuated by a thrust that made her gasp. “Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit!” she echoed, her voice high and breathless as she rocked on his cock.

With a careful shift, she turned to face him, her movements deliberate so that he stayed buried inside her. Now, he took control, holding her hips and thrusting up into her with deep, measured strokes. Each thrust pushed her breasts up, their gold rings catching the light as she arched back, her eyes closed and lips parted in pure bliss.

They kissed again, this time deeper, with a hunger that made my chest ache. I lay beneath the covers, my own hand moving instinctively, betraying the jealousy and arousal that warred within me. The intimacy of their kiss, the way she melted into him as he filled her—it was unbearable and irresistible all at once.

He slowed the rhythm, pulling her closer as he whispered something too low for me to hear. She nodded, her hands running over his chest, nails digging in slightly as she replied, “More than anything.”

The room seemed to pulse with the charged energy of the moment, the inevitability of what was to come.

“Shit! Shit! Shit!” Lucas’s voice was raw as he pounded into her with unrelenting force. The slap of their bodies echoed in the room, a soundtrack of pure, primal need.

“Come on, baby! Shoot it inside of me! Inside of me! Deep inside, baby!” Lucy’s voice was breathless, her words a plea that sent a jolt of humiliation and arousal through me. Lucas let out a long, guttural moan, muscles straining as he gave in to the release. His thrusts grew erratic, deeper and more desperate, as he emptied himself inside her.

“I can feel it! Keep cumming! Keep cumming!” she urged, her face alight with ecstasy. I watched in tortured silence, my pulse thundering in my ears as her words echoed in the confines of the room. Their mouths found each other again, mouths open and gasping, a kiss so intimate and hungry that I felt like an interloper in my own home.

When Lucas finally pulled back, it was with a wet, sucking noise that made my stomach clench. For a brief moment, she held herself up, balancing on her knees, and turned to the mirror with a wicked smile. I saw the evidence of their shared pleasure—a slow, glistening trickle of his seed slipping from her and down her inner thigh.

Lucy collapsed onto Lucas’s chest, their bodies slick with sweat, a sheen that caught the dim light. They shared lazy, affectionate small talk, his fingers tracing patterns on her back as she rested against him. A soft giggle escaped her lips, and then their eyes met again. Without warning, their kissing resumed, this time slow and tender before escalating into a fevered hunger.

She reached down between their bodies, her hand wrapping around his already hardening length. A moan, deep and rough, escaped him as she began to stroke him back to life. “Round two?” she teased, her voice low and inviting. She straddled him once more, positioning herself above him before sinking down with a slow, deliberate motion that made both of them shudder.

The second round was slower, deeper, each thrust deliberate, a declaration of their ownership over this moment. I watched helplessly, my hand moving under the covers as my own shameful arousal built. Her moans turned into soft, needy whimpers, and Lucas’s breathing grew ragged as he clutched her hips, pulling her down hard with each upward thrust.

Their climax built in a slow, torturous crescendo, and when he spilled into her again, they both gasped, foreheads touching as their bodies tensed and then relaxed together. The intimacy of the moment felt suffocating, like a reminder of what I could never give her.

As they disentangled, she subtly hinted that it might be time for him to go. Lucas gathered his clothes, his movements unhurried, as if savoring the aftermath. He didn’t look toward the bedroom; he didn’t need to. He knew he’d left his mark. Lucy walked him to the door, stealing one last kiss, and watched him drive away.

Turning, she sauntered back to the bedroom with a wicked smile. Her eyes fell on the blanket that barely concealed my trembling form. “Well, I can see you were excited,” she said, pulling the cover away, revealing the sticky evidence of my arousal. Her laugh was low and teasing. “Remember what I said about getting that ‘Queen-of-Spades’ tattoo after I let another guy cum in me? Well, I guess we’re going to the tattoo shop this weekend.”

"But right now, just like in all those videos you secretly crave, you’re going to clean me up," she commanded, her voice teasing yet laced with dominance. She climbed onto the bed, her thighs glistening as she straddled my head, caging me beneath their warmth. The heady scent of her arousal flooded my senses, mixing with the bitter hint of another man's seed as it trickled from her swollen pussy.

“Come on, you know you want to. Licky, licky,” she teased, eyes glinting as she glanced down at me. My pulse quickened, my mind betraying me with thoughts that flitted between shame and an illicit thrill. How would I ever face Lucas at the gym after this? The thought barely registered before she reached down and pinched my nose shut, forcing my compliance.

“Be a good little cuck,” she urged, her voice now a sultry growl as she rubbed herself against my face, smearing the mix of their fluids on my lips and chin. “Lick it.” Trembling, I tentatively flicked my tongue out, the saltiness of his cum coating my taste buds, triggering an instinct to pull back. But she pressed down firmly, her hips grinding in slow, deliberate circles.

A cruel smile danced across her mouth as she leaned forward. “You know, at first, this was just about your kink. But now? Now it’s all mine. And trust me, the humiliation is only just beginning.” Her voice sank lower. “Lick faster. Oh, yes… Are you savoring his taste?”

A wave of conflicted heat flooded through me as I obeyed, each reluctant stroke of my tongue sparking more derision from her. Just when I thought it would end, she lifted herself enough to let me catch my breath, her hand tangled in my hair as she tilted my gaze to hers.

“I’m getting that tattoo, and Lucas is going to fuck me again, right in front of you. And you, my darling, are going to be part of it. Maybe even help get him ready.” I flinched, shaking my head in denial, but the protest was weak, drowned by the drumming of blood in my ears. Her laugh was mocking, full of certainty.

“You’ll give in,” she said smoothly, as her hand slid down to my desperate cock, stroking it with calculated precision. But just as I teetered on the edge, she released me with a smirk. “This taste? You’d better get used to it,” she said, climbing off me, letting the cool air replace the feverish heat of her skin.

“Out,” she ordered, pointing to the door. I obeyed, still dizzy from the mix of shame and unfulfilled arousal. I stood there, just outside the room, listening as she rummaged through her drawer, pulling out her vibrator and the intimidating black dildo.

Her moans soon filled the air, taunting and relentless, while I stood with my hand wrapped around my own need, caught in an echo of her pleasure and the reminder of my own denied release. The tension twisted tighter when I heard her voice, this time speaking into the phone.

“Fran, you’re going to love this…” She laid out her plans with an excited lilt, sparking an electric anticipation that coiled inside me. Minutes later, she emerged, her hair disheveled and a glistening smile on her face.

“We’re going to have fun next weekend,” she said, eyes locked on mine, daring me to resist. I swallowed the lump in my throat and, to my shame, nodded.
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Female Led Marriage: A Husband Is Introduced To Those Three Little Words

I'm struggling to catch my breath; the pain radiating through me is intense, and tears stream down my face uncontrollably.

I'm completely exposed, naked, draped over a chair in the middle of our living room.

My cock is confined in a cold, unyielding steel chastity cage, and my ass burns fiercely from the spanking my wife and her friend have just administered. Now they just stand over me, finishing their wine, casually discussing the next steps.

How did we end up here? How did I end up in this Female Led Marriage?

Cuckold Awakening: A Cuckold Husband's Bisexual Awakening

Hello. Let me introduce myself. My name is Justin, and I am a cuckold.

Now I know what you're thinking. That statement will instantly bring to mind an image of a wimpy guy with a tiny, unsatisfying cock, who probably has a gorgeous and very oversexed trophy wife. And you'll no doubt be imagining his tiny little penis while his wife sucks on her much larger lover's powerful cock. Of course, that's what the internet will tell you a cuckold looks like.

Except it's not me at all. Sure, I've got the hot wife, and she's definitely sucking another guy's big cock. But I've not got the small penis, I'm not the wimpy other guy.

Oh, and one more thing: while she's on her knees in front of her lover, SO AM I.

This is how my wife awoke the cuckold deep inside me, and this is how the cuckold deep inside me realized I enjoyed sucking cock.

Her Little Cum Slut: A Husband's Journey of Brutal Cuckold Discovery

Please Note - This book deals with some adult themes that some readers might find upsetting. If reading about a husband on his knees, with his face covered in his wife's lover's cum bothers you, THIS IS NOT FOR YOU!

I'm Andrew, and I now know something that I never even suspected about myself until very recently. I am a cum slut cuck. Well, at least I am when Jessica tells me to be. This is my confession.

It will start with my wife, like any normal couple, I guess. But trust me, my story will shock you. It will shock you to hear about how I cleaned her up after I'd cum too soon. Then it will truly shock you when I did it again, except it wasn't my cum.

Then it will get dark when she discovers a love of using a big strap-on with me. But it gets a whole lot darker still. Like the big black cock that fucked both of us one night.

Oh, and let me just clarify something. I'm not gay; in fact, I'm not even bisexual. The thought of sucking off a guy does nothing for me. Well, not unless my wife is making me do it, laughing at me as I gag on a huge mouthful of disgusting cum.

Yep, I hate the taste, but every chance I get, I willingly lick it out of my wife's little pussy.

This is how I became Her Little Cum Slut.
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