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Foreword

Welcome to a very dirty vacation.

This story explores the moment a supposedly straight husband discovers just how easily his world can flip when the right big black cocks, the right amount of rum, and the right eager wife come together in a private Belize cabin.

What starts as a simple game of truth or dare quickly spirals into raw, relentless forced-bi surrender, complete with eager cock-sucking, deep anal stretching, hands-free sissygasms, and a husband who ends up begging and riding like a bitch in heat.

If you enjoy hotwife cuckold stories where the husband’s denial crumbles into total slutty transformation, this one is written especially for you.

Turn the page and enjoy the ride.

Joseph Robert North Pole


Chapter 1: The Spark at the Bar

Bob sipped his rum punch slowly, the sweet burn sliding down his throat while the warm Belize night wrapped around the open-air hotel bar like a lover’s arms. At forty he still felt lucky every time he glanced at Jodie. Thirty-eight years old and she looked better than most women half her age. That thick, curvy body filled her tight black cocktail dress in all the right ways, her beautiful very large natural breasts pressing against the thin fabric so heavily that the soft upper swells spilled just enough to draw every male eye within twenty feet. Her brunette hair fell in loose waves over her shoulders, and when she laughed at something he said, the sound sent a familiar pulse straight to his groin.

His own body, by contrast, felt small and unremarkable next to hers. Five-foot-five, one-hundred-forty pounds, slight build. And between his legs, a cock that had never measured more than three and a half inches even when rock hard. Jodie had never complained, not once in fifteen years of marriage, but Bob still carried the quiet knowledge that he was never going to be the kind of man who made other guys jealous in the locker room.

Tonight though, something in the air felt different. The vacation had only just begun, and already the distant crash of waves and the low thump of reggae drifting from the speakers made everything feel loose, possible.

Two tall shadows cut through the crowd and stopped at their high-top table. Both men were built like athletes who had never missed a day in the gym. Dark skin, broad shoulders, confident grins that said they owned whatever space they entered. The taller one spoke first, voice deep and smooth like aged rum.

“Evening. I’m Max. This is Troy. Saw you two looking like you know how to enjoy yourselves. Mind if we grab a seat?”

Jodie’s eyes flicked to Bob for half a second, that playful spark already dancing in them. Bob gave a quick nod before his brain could overthink it. The men slid onto the stools across from them without waiting for more invitation. Troy signaled the bartender for another round, his gaze openly tracing the deep line of Jodie’s cleavage.

“You folks here for the whole week?” Max asked, leaning back so his white linen shirt stretched tight across a powerful chest.

“Seven full days,” Jodie answered, her tone light but carrying that husky edge Bob knew so well. “Just sun, rum, and forgetting real life exists. What about you two?”

Troy’s smile widened, teeth bright against his dark skin. “Same. Vacation for us too. Been looking to have some real fun while we’re down here. Single women, sure. But couples work even better. Hell, sometimes the right guy if the vibe hits right. We like to fuck as much as possible before we fly home. No strings, just raw good times.”

The blunt words landed heavy in Bob’s chest. He should have felt offended. Protective. Instead a strange little jolt shot through him, settling low in his belly. He shifted on his stool, suddenly aware of how narrow his shoulders looked compared to the two massive men across the table. Max caught the movement and chuckled low.

“Relax, man. We’re not here to cause trouble. Just saw a sexy wife and her husband having drinks and figured we’d see if the night could get more interesting.”

Drinks arrived. Glasses clinked. Conversation flowed easier with every sip of top-shelf rum. Jodie’s laughter grew warmer. Her hand rested high on Bob’s thigh under the table, fingers tracing slow circles that kept inching closer to the growing stiffness in his shorts. Troy’s eyes kept drifting to her heavy breasts, and Max didn’t bother hiding the way he sized Bob up, a faint smirk playing at the corner of his mouth.

An hour later the four of them were walking the moonlit path toward the couple’s private luxury cabin, the warm ocean breeze carrying the scent of salt and frangipani. Max carried a fresh bottle of rum they had grabbed from the bar. Troy walked close enough to Jodie that his big hand occasionally brushed the small of her back. Bob trailed just behind them, heart hammering against his ribs.

This is just vacation fun, he told himself. A little flirting. Nothing more. I’m straight. I love my wife. That’s all this is.

Inside the cabin the lights stayed dim and golden. Plush couches faced wide sliding doors that opened onto a private deck overlooking the dark sea. Jodie kicked off her heels and curled into one corner of the large sofa, patting the cushion beside her for Bob. Max and Troy took the loveseat across from them, legs spread wide, completely at ease in the space.

Max poured fresh drinks and raised his glass. “So… truth or dare? Adult rules, obviously. No backing down once you pick. Keeps things interesting.”

Jodie’s eyes sparkled with mischief as she looked at Bob. “I’m definitely in.”

Bob swallowed hard, the rum buzzing pleasantly through his veins. He met his wife’s gaze and saw the heat there, the silent challenge. His pulse thrummed in his ears. Part of him wanted to laugh it off and suggest something safer. Another part, quieter but insistent, wanted to see where the night would go.

“Yeah,” he said, voice steadier than he felt. “Let’s play.”

Troy leaned forward, elbows on his knees, dark eyes locking onto Bob’s smaller frame. “Good choice, little man. This game’s about to get real fun.”

Bob had no idea how completely it would shatter everything he thought he knew about himself. But as the first dare left someone’s lips and Jodie’s soft laugh filled the room, a tiny voice deep inside him whispered that maybe, just maybe, he was already in deeper than he realized.


Chapter 2: Ice-Breaker Dares

The first few rounds stayed almost innocent, but the air in the luxury cabin already felt thick with promise and rum.

Jodie went first. Truth. Max asked how often she thought about other men when she fucked her husband. She answered without hesitation, voice husky, “More than I probably should, especially when I’m riding him and imagining something… bigger stretching me open.” Bob’s stomach tightened at the words, a sharp twist of jealousy mixing with an unexpected throb in his shorts. He told himself it was just the alcohol talking. Just vacation talk.

Then it was Bob’s turn. Dare. Troy pointed at Jodie with a lazy grin. “Kiss your wife like you mean it. Deep. Let us watch every second.”

Bob leaned in, heart pounding. Jodie met him halfway, her full lips soft and eager. The kiss started tender but quickly turned hungry. Her tongue slid against his, wet and insistent, while her heavy breasts pressed warmly against his chest. He could feel Max and Troy’s eyes on them, and the knowledge sent another confusing surge of heat through his body. When they finally broke apart, Jodie’s cheeks were flushed and her nipples had stiffened visibly beneath the thin fabric of her dress.

“Nice,” Max murmured. “Now let’s see those beautiful tits, Jodie. Flash us. Slow.”

She didn’t hesitate. With a wicked little smile she hooked her fingers into the neckline of her dress and tugged it down. Her very large natural breasts spilled free, full and heavy, swaying gently with the movement. Dark pink nipples stood out stiff and proud in the low light. Both men let out low appreciative groans. Troy adjusted the growing bulge in his pants openly.

“Fuck, those are perfect,” he said. “Come here, stroke us while we look.”

Jodie slid off the couch and knelt between the two big men. Her small hands looked tiny as she reached for their zippers. She freed Max first. His cock sprang out thick and heavy, already half-hard and easily twice as long as Bob’s full erection. Then Troy’s followed, even girthier, veins pulsing along the dark shaft. Jodie wrapped a hand around each one, stroking slowly from base to tip, her wedding ring glinting as her fingers moved. Pre-cum already beaded at both heads.

Bob sat frozen on the couch, shorts tented embarrassingly, unable to look away. His mind raced. This is just a game. Just watching. I’m not turned on by them. It’s her. It’s always been her.

But his little cock stayed rock hard, leaking steadily into his underwear.

Troy glanced over at him, eyes dark with amusement. “Your turn, Bob. Truth or dare?”

Bob’s throat felt tight. “Dare,” he managed.

Troy’s grin widened. He swiped a thick finger across the head of his own cock, collecting a shiny bead of pre-cum. “Come here and lick this off my finger. Nice and slow. Taste what your wife’s getting so excited about.”

Bob’s face burned. “I… I’m straight. I don’t do shit like that. This is about Jodie, not me.”

Max chuckled from the other side, still enjoying Jodie’s slow strokes. “Nobody said you were anything but straight, little man. It’s a dare. You picked it. Your wife’s watching. You gonna chicken out?”

Jodie looked up at him, lips parted, eyes glassy with lust as she continued pumping the two massive cocks. “Do it, baby. For me. I want to see.”

The room felt hotter. The rum buzzed louder in Bob’s head. He told himself it meant nothing. Just a stupid game. He slid off the couch onto his knees and crawled the short distance. Troy held his finger out, glistening. Bob hesitated, then leaned forward and dragged his tongue across the pad of the big man’s finger. The taste was salty, slightly bitter, unmistakably masculine. His stomach flipped, but his little cock jerked hard in his shorts.

Troy let out a low groan of approval. “Good boy. See? Not so bad.”

Bob pulled back quickly, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, heart slamming against his ribs. I’m not bisexual. That didn’t mean anything. It was just the rum. Just the situation. But the lingering taste on his tongue refused to fade, and the way Jodie moaned softly while watching him made his head spin.

Clothes started coming off after that. Jodie’s dress pooled on the floor. Max and Troy stripped down completely, their powerful bodies on full display, thick muscles and even thicker cocks hanging heavy between their legs. Bob kept his shorts on, feeling smaller than ever.

Another round. Jodie dared Max to suck on her nipples while Troy fingered her. Bob was ordered to sit close and watch, no touching himself. He obeyed, eyes locked on the way Max’s full lips closed around one of his wife’s big breasts, sucking hard enough to make her arch and gasp. Troy’s thick fingers plunged in and out of her soaked pussy with wet, obscene sounds. Jodie’s moans filled the cabin.

Bob’s mind churned. This is wrong. I should stop this. But fuck… why is my cock throbbing so hard? I’m straight. I’ve always been straight.

Yet he couldn’t deny the slick warmth leaking from his tiny tip or the way his hips twitched involuntarily every time Jodie cried out around another man’s touch.

Troy pulled his fingers free, shiny with Jodie’s juices, and looked straight at Bob again. The game was only getting started, and the dares were about to push them all much further than any of them had admitted out loud.


Chapter 3: Crossing the Line

The dares had stopped pretending to be playful.

Jodie was on her back across the wide couch, thick thighs spread wide, moaning shamelessly as Max drove his massive black cock into her soaked pussy with long, powerful strokes. Her very large natural breasts bounced heavily with every thrust, nipples stiff and glistening from earlier attention. The wet, rhythmic slap of his heavy balls against her ass filled the luxury cabin, mixing with the slick sounds of her dripping cunt stretching around his thick shaft.

Bob sat only inches away on the edge of the cushion, heart hammering so hard he could feel it in his throat. Max had dared him to hold Jodie’s hand the entire time he fucked her. So Bob did, fingers laced tight with his wife’s while another man’s huge cock plunged deep inside her again and again. Jodie’s grip was iron, nails digging into his palm every time Max bottomed out.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Max groaned, hips rolling in a slow grind that made Jodie whimper. “This married pussy is gripping me so good.”

Bob couldn’t tear his eyes away. He watched every veiny inch disappear between his wife’s puffy lips, then reappear shiny with her cream. His own little cock strained painfully inside his shorts, less than four inches of desperate hardness leaking steadily. His mind spun in frantic circles. This is too far. I should stop them. She’s my wife. But god… look at how she’s taking him. Why does watching this make me throb like this? I’m straight. I’ve always been straight.

Jodie turned her head toward him, eyes glassy with lust, lips parted on a ragged moan. “Baby… he feels so big. So much deeper than you. Hold my hand tighter. I want you to feel every thrust.”

Before Bob could answer, Troy knelt on the couch beside her head. He gripped his own thick cock and rubbed the fat, leaking head across Jodie’s lips. She opened eagerly, sucking the head into her mouth with a wet slurp while her free hand stroked the heavy shaft. Bob watched his wife’s cheeks hollow as she took more of Troy into her throat, gagging softly when the girth stretched her lips wide.

Troy looked straight at Bob, dark eyes gleaming. “Your turn again, little man. Truth or dare?”

Bob’s voice came out hoarse. “Dare.” He regretted it the second the word left his mouth.

Troy pulled his cock from Jodie’s mouth with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting her lips to the shiny head. “Good. Get over here and suck the head of my cock. Just the head for now. Nice and slow while I watch Max wreck your wife’s pussy.”

Bob froze. His stomach dropped. “No. I can’t. I’m not gay. I’m not bisexual. I’ve never even thought about doing something like that. This is supposed to be about Jodie, not me sucking dick.”

Max laughed low, still pumping steadily into Jodie, making her breasts jiggle with every thrust. “Nobody’s calling you gay, Bob. It’s a dare. You keep picking dare. Your wife’s right here taking my cock like a champ. You gonna pussy out now?”

Jodie lifted her head, lips shiny and swollen, eyes pleading with lust. “Please, baby. Do it for me. I want to watch you with him. It’s making me so wet. Just the head. I’ll love you even more if you do.”

The room felt like it was closing in. The rum buzzed loud in Bob’s ears. His little cock twitched helplessly at the humiliation in their words. He told himself it meant nothing. Just a game. Just to make her happy. Slowly, on shaking knees, he moved between Troy’s spread thighs.

Troy’s massive cock loomed in front of his face, thick and dark, veins pulsing, the head slick with Jodie’s spit and pre-cum. Bob hesitated, breath coming fast. Then he leaned forward and parted his lips. The blunt head pushed past them, stretching his mouth wide. It was so much bigger than anything he had imagined. Hot. Heavy. Pulsing against his tongue.

He sucked awkwardly at first, cheeks hollowing around just the head like he was told. Troy groaned deep in his chest and rested a big hand on the back of Bob’s head. “That’s it. Suck it nice and gentle. Look at your wife while you do it.”

Bob’s eyes flicked sideways. Jodie was watching him intently, mouth open in a silent moan as Max fucked her harder. The sight sent a shameful jolt straight to Bob’s groin. His little cock leaked a fresh spurt into his shorts. He told himself again and again: I’m not gay. This doesn’t mean I’m bisexual. It’s just the vacation. Just the alcohol. But his tongue swirled around the fat head on its own, tasting the salty musk, and a soft, involuntary hum vibrated in his throat.

Troy chuckled. “Fuck, he’s a natural. Look how hard his tiny dick is getting.”

Bob’s face burned with humiliation, but he didn’t pull away. He kept sucking, cheeks flushed, eyes watering slightly from the stretch, while Max continued pounding Jodie’s pussy only inches away. Every moan from his wife, every wet slap of flesh, every encouraging word from the two big men drilled deeper into his spinning mind.

He was still telling himself he wasn’t enjoying it.

But his body was already starting to betray just how much he was.


Chapter 4: First Taste, First Stretch

The game had burned past any last pretense of control.

Troy pulled his thick cock from Bob’s stretched lips with a wet pop, the heavy shaft glistening with spit. Strings of saliva connected Bob’s swollen lower lip to the fat, pulsing head. Bob stayed on his knees, breathing hard, face flushed crimson. His little cock throbbed painfully inside his shorts, leaking nonstop.

Troy stroked himself slowly, eyes locked on the smaller man. “New dare, Bob. Suck me all the way to completion. Take as much as you can and swallow every drop of my load. No spitting. No pulling off until I’m done.”

Bob’s stomach lurched. “I can’t… I’m not gay. I’m straight. I’ve never done anything like this. Please, this has gone too far.”

Max was still buried deep in Jodie’s pussy, grinding slow and deep, making her moan softly with every roll of his hips. He laughed low. “You keep saying that, little man, but your tiny dick is dripping like a faucet. Just do the dare. Your wife wants to see it.”

Jodie reached down and stroked Bob’s cheek, her voice breathy and sweet. “Do it for me, baby. I’m so turned on watching you. Suck his big black cock and swallow his cum. I’ll love you even more if you do.”

The words hit Bob like a punch. Shame flooded him, hot and thick, but so did something darker and hungrier. His mouth watered despite himself. With trembling hands he leaned forward again. Troy guided the fat head back between his lips. This time Bob took more, sliding his mouth down the thick shaft until the head bumped the back of his throat. He gagged but didn’t pull away. Instead he started sucking with clumsy, eager bobs, cheeks hollowing, tongue swirling around the veiny underside.

Troy groaned deep. “Fuck yeah. That’s it. Suck it like you mean it.”

Bob’s mind screamed at him. I’m not bisexual. This doesn’t mean anything. I’m doing it for Jodie. But his body betrayed every protest. He took the cock deeper, sucking harder, wet slurping sounds filling the room as he worked the massive length. His little cock jerked and leaked with every bob of his head. The taste (salty skin, musky pre-cum) only made him hungrier. Minutes blurred. Troy’s hand tightened in his hair, hips starting to thrust gently.

“Here it comes,” Troy growled. “Swallow it all, sissy.”

The first thick rope blasted across Bob’s tongue, hot and heavy. Then another, and another. The load was massive, flooding his mouth faster than he could handle. Bob choked, eyes watering, but he swallowed frantically, gulping down as much of the thick cum as he could. Some still escaped, dripping down his chin in sticky white strands. The taste was overwhelming, salty and bitter, yet he kept sucking, milking every last spurt like he couldn’t stop himself. When Troy finally pulled free, Bob gasped for air, lips swollen and shiny, a trail of cum running from the corner of his mouth.

He felt dazed. Ashamed. And more turned on than he had ever been in his life.

Before he could catch his breath, Max pulled out of Jodie with a wet sound. His huge cock, still rock hard and slick with her juices, pointed straight at Bob.

“On all fours,” Max ordered. “Time to open that tight little boy-pussy.”

Bob shook his head, voice cracking. “No… please. I’m not… I can’t take that. I’m straight. I’ve never…”

They moved him like he weighed nothing. Troy lay back on the couch. Max lifted Bob’s smaller body and positioned him on all fours over Troy’s lap, facing Jodie so she could watch every second. Cool lube was drizzled over Bob’s virgin hole. Thick fingers circled, then pressed inside, stretching him open. Bob whimpered, body trembling.

Max lined up the fat head of his cock against the tight pucker. “Breathe, little slut. You’re about to get your first real fuck.”

The first slow push burned. Bob cried out as the massive head popped past his ring, stretching him wider than he ever thought possible. Inch after thick inch sank in, the pressure immense, the fullness overwhelming. Pain and fire gave way to something deeper, something electric pressing against a spot inside him he didn’t know existed. His vision sparked white. His little cock jerked hard, untouched, and suddenly he was coming (hands-free, body shaking violently) weak ropes spurting onto the cushion beneath him while a broken, high-pitched moan tore from his throat.

“Fuck… look at that,” Troy laughed. “Little straight boy just had his first sissygasm on big black cock.”

Max started moving, slow deep strokes that dragged across that sensitive spot every time. The pain melted into liquid heat, pleasure so intense it short-circuited Bob’s brain. He tried to hold onto who he was. I’m not bisexual. I’m not a slut. But his hips were already twitching back, chasing the stretch, chasing the pressure.

“Oh god… it’s too much,” he gasped, voice cracking higher. “I can’t… I shouldn’t…”

Max gripped his narrow hips tighter and thrust harder. “Tell us what you want, sissy.”

Bob’s resistance shattered. His hips rocked back on their own, fucking himself on the huge cock like a bitch in heat. “More,” he pleaded, the words spilling out before he could stop them. “Please… fuck my boy-pussy harder. It feels so good… I need it…”

Troy stroked his spent cock, watching with dark amusement. “Say it like you mean it, bitch.”

Bob’s cheeks burned with shame, but the next thrust punched another helpless moan out of him. He pushed back frantically, ass rippling with every impact, chasing that mind-blowing spark again. “Fuck my pussy… please… make me cum again… I was straight… I thought I was straight… but your cock… oh fuck… I can’t stop…”

Jodie fingered herself furiously as she watched her husband lose control. Max groaned and slammed deep one final time, flooding Bob’s freshly opened boy-pussy with thick, hot cum. The creampie filled him so full it leaked out around the thick shaft as Max stayed buried to the hilt.

Bob stayed there on all fours, panting, leaking, already whimpering for more even while his mind tried desperately to catch up with what his body had just done.


Chapter 5: Breaking Point

Bob was still panting, ass up and leaking Max’s thick creampie, when Troy grabbed him by the hips and flipped him onto his back on the wide couch. Jodie crawled closer, eyes bright with lust, and stroked her husband’s sweat-damp hair.

“Look at you, baby,” she whispered, voice soft and teasing. “You just came so hard with a big black cock in your boy-pussy. And you swallowed Troy’s load like you were starving for it.”

Bob’s face burned. “I… I didn’t mean to. I’m not… this isn’t me.” But even as he spoke, his hole twitched around the warm cum still dripping from it, and his little cock, barely four inches, was already twitching back to full hardness.

Troy knelt between Bob’s spread legs, his massive cock once again rock-hard and slick. He rubbed the fat head up and down Bob’s cum-slick crack, teasing the stretched entrance. “You can keep telling yourself you’re straight, little man. But your body already knows the truth. Time for round two.”

Max held one of Bob’s legs up and back, opening him completely. Jodie reached down and stroked Bob’s tiny cock with two fingers, slow and gentle. “Let him fuck you, baby. I want to watch you turn into their cock slut.”

Troy pushed forward. The thick head popped back inside Bob’s well-lubed, cum-filled boy-pussy with almost no resistance. Bob gasped sharply, back arching off the couch. The stretch was still intense, but this time the burn melted almost instantly into deep, rolling pleasure. Every inch that sank in pressed against that sensitive spot inside him again and again.

“Oh fuck…” Bob moaned, eyes wide with shock. “It’s so deep… I can feel it everywhere.”

Troy bottomed out, heavy balls resting against Bob’s ass, and started a steady, powerful rhythm. Long strokes that pulled almost all the way out before slamming back in, making Bob’s small body jolt. Jodie kept stroking his little cock, whispering right against his ear.

“That’s it, baby. Take that big black cock. You look so pretty getting fucked. Are you going to cum for him again? Hands-free like a good little sissy?”

Bob’s head thrashed from side to side. His mind screamed the same denials it had all night. I’m not gay. I’m not bisexual. I’m a married man. Straight. Always been straight. But his body had stopped listening. His hips began to move on their own, rocking up to meet every thrust, pushing his sissy ass back onto Troy’s thick shaft like he couldn’t get enough.

“Harder,” he gasped, voice cracking into a high, needy whine. “Please… fuck my boy-pussy harder. I need it deeper.”

Troy grinned and picked up speed, pounding him with wet, obscene slaps. “Listen to you. Begging already. Tell us what you really are.”

Bob’s eyes rolled back as another wave built fast and unstoppable. His little cock leaked constantly over Jodie’s fingers. “I… I was straight… I thought I was straight… but your cock… it’s making me… oh god, I’m turning into a slut for it…”

Jodie kissed his neck, still stroking him lightly. “Say it, baby. Tell them you’re their cock slut now.”

The pleasure crested violently. Bob’s entire body tensed, toes curling, back bowing off the couch. A second shattering hands-free sissygasm ripped through him. His boy-pussy clenched and fluttered wildly around Troy’s pistoning cock while his tiny dick spurted weak, watery ropes across his own stomach. He cried out like a whore, high and broken, hips bucking frantically to chase every pulse of ecstasy.

“Yes! Fuck me! I’m your cock slut! Please don’t stop… I need another one… make me cum again on your big black cock!”

Troy groaned and fucked him through the orgasm, never slowing. Bob’s hips kept rocking desperately, pushing and grinding, fucking himself back onto the thick shaft with shameless need. Every thrust sent fresh sparks through his body. He was lost now, moaning and pleading without shame.

“More… stretch my pussy… fill me up… I was never supposed to like this but it feels so fucking good… please cum inside me… breed my boy-pussy…”

Max watched with a satisfied smirk, slowly stroking his own cock. Jodie leaned down and licked a stray drop of cum from Bob’s stomach, eyes never leaving her husband’s face.

Troy’s rhythm turned brutal, slamming deep with every stroke. Finally he buried himself to the hilt and unloaded, pumping rope after thick rope of hot cum deep into Bob’s already overflowing hole. The fresh creampie mixed with Max’s, leaking out around the thick base as Troy stayed buried, grinding slowly to push every drop inside.

Bob lay there trembling, chest heaving, ass clenching greedily around the cock still inside him. His mind floated in a hazy fog of shame, confusion, and pure addictive hunger. He had come to Belize thinking he was a straight husband on a simple vacation.

Now he was leaking two massive loads from his freshly fucked boy-pussy and already wondering how soon he could get another big black cock back inside him.

What draws you to this chapter? Want even more desperate begging and hip-rocking details, stronger inner turmoil during the sissygasm, or any tweaks before we lock Chapter 5 in? Ready for Chapter 6 where they start sharing both holes, or should we adjust anything here first? Let me know exactly how you’d like to proceed.


Chapter 6: Total Surrender and Sharing

Bob lay on the couch in a sticky, trembling mess, cum leaking steadily from his stretched boy-pussy onto the cushions beneath him. His chest heaved, eyes glassy, little cock still twitching with aftershocks even though it had gone soft. The taste of Troy’s load lingered on his tongue, and the warm fullness in his ass made his head spin with confusion and raw need.

Jodie kissed his forehead gently, then looked up at the two big men with a wicked smile. “He’s ready for more. Use both of us now.”

Max and Troy didn’t need to be told twice. They moved the married couple like toys. Jodie was placed on all fours right beside Bob, her thick ass raised high, huge natural breasts hanging and swaying. Bob was kept on his back, legs pushed up and spread wide so everything stayed visible.

“Guide me into your wife first,” Max ordered, standing behind Jodie.

Bob’s hand shook as he reached between them, fingers wrapping around Max’s thick, cum-slick cock. He lined the fat head up with Jodie’s dripping pussy and watched it sink inside her in one smooth thrust. Jodie moaned loud, pushing back to take every inch. Bob’s stomach twisted with fresh jealousy, but his own hole clenched at the sight, already hungry again.

“Now guide me into your boy-pussy,” Troy said, kneeling between Bob’s legs.

Bob obeyed without hesitation this time. He reached down, fingers still sticky from Max’s cock, and steered Troy’s massive shaft back to his own stretched entrance. The head popped inside easily, and Bob gasped as Troy sank deep in one long stroke, refilling him with hot, thick meat.

They started fucking both of them side by side. Max pounding Jodie’s cunt with deep, powerful strokes while Troy railed Bob’s boy-pussy with the same rhythm. The wet sounds of flesh slapping flesh filled the cabin, mixed with Jodie’s throaty moans and Bob’s higher, needier whimpers.

“Switch,” Max commanded after a few minutes.

Bob was made to pull Troy’s cock out of his own ass and guide it straight into Jodie’s pussy. Then he had to take Max’s cock, still dripping with his wife’s juices, and push it back into his own cum-filled boy-pussy. Over and over they alternated, making Bob actively participate in sharing both holes. Every time a thick black cock slid from one of them to the other, Bob’s mind fractured a little more.

I was straight this morning, he thought, even as he eagerly lined up Troy’s cock and watched it disappear into Jodie before guiding it back into himself. Now I’m helping them fuck my wife and then fucking myself on the same cock. What the hell is happening to me?

The pleasure soon drowned out the questions. Troy flipped Bob onto his stomach and mounted him from behind while Max fucked Jodie right next to them. Bob’s face was pressed into the cushion, ass up, taking every brutal thrust. His little cock rubbed against the fabric with each slam, building another orgasm he knew would be hands-free again.

Jodie reached over and tangled her fingers in Bob’s hair. “You’re such a good cock slut now, baby. Look at you taking it so deep. Cum for them again. Show me how much you love being their sissy.”

Bob’s hips started rocking back frantically, pushing his sissy ass onto Troy’s cock like a bitch in heat. “Yes… fuck me… I need it… I’m your slut… please make me cum again…”

Troy groaned and pounded harder. Max pulled out of Jodie and moved to Bob’s face, feeding his slick cock between Bob’s lips. Bob opened wide without being told, sucking greedily while still getting fucked from behind. The double penetration of mouth and ass sent him spiraling. His body tensed, vision whiting out as a third shattering hands-free sissygasm crashed through him. His boy-pussy clenched rhythmically around Troy’s thrusting cock while his little dick spurted weakly onto the couch. He moaned around Max’s shaft, the vibrations making the bigger man growl.

Troy buried himself deep and unloaded, pumping another heavy creampie into Bob’s already overflowing hole. At almost the same moment Max groaned and flooded Bob’s mouth with fresh cum. Bob swallowed as much as he could, gulping greedily, some still leaking from the corners of his lips.

They weren’t done.

The men kept alternating for what felt like hours. Jodie got creampie after creampie in her pussy while Bob took load after load in his boy-pussy. Bob was forced to clean both cocks with his mouth between switches, tasting the mix of his wife’s juices and their cum. He begged openly now, voice hoarse and desperate.

“Please… fuck my pussy again… I need another sissygasm… stretch me… breed me… I don’t care anymore… I’m your cock slut…”

By the time the two alphas finally pulled out for the last time, both Jodie and Bob were wrecked. Thick rivers of cum leaked from her swollen pussy and from his ruined, gaping boy-pussy. Bob lay there panting, body trembling, mind floating in a haze of shame, thrill, and pure addictive surrender.

He had crossed every line he once believed he had.

And deep down, he already knew he would beg to cross them again tomorrow.


Chapter 7: Morning After and Tease

Sunlight streamed through the wide sliding doors of the luxury cabin, warm and golden over the Belize ocean. Bob woke slowly, body aching in the most delicious, filthy ways. He was tangled in a mess of limbs and sticky skin. Jodie lay curled against his chest, her thick curves soft and warm, one of her very large natural breasts pressed heavily against his side. On his other side, Max’s massive arm draped possessively over both of them. Troy sprawled at the foot of the wide bed, one heavy leg thrown across Bob’s thigh.

Cum had dried in crusty patches on Bob’s stomach, thighs, and chin. His boy-pussy felt swollen and tender, still leaking a slow trickle of last night’s loads whenever he shifted. The stretch lingered like a brand, a constant reminder of how many times he had been filled.

Bob’s mind stirred before his body fully woke. What the hell did I do? I sucked their cocks. Swallowed load after load. Begged them to fuck my ass like a whore. Came hands-free over and over while they called me their sissy slut. I’m married. I’m straight. Or… I was.

The memories flooded back in vivid flashes: the taste of Troy’s thick cum flooding his mouth, the way his hips had rocked back desperately on Max’s huge cock, the shameful thrill of guiding those big black shafts into his own wife and then back into himself. His little cock twitched weakly against Jodie’s thigh, already trying to harden again at the thought.

Jodie stirred, blinking sleepily before a slow, knowing smile spread across her face. She reached down and cupped his small, spent cock in her soft hand, giving it a gentle squeeze.

“Good morning, my little cock slut,” she murmured, voice husky with sleep and mischief. “How does your boy-pussy feel this morning? Still leaking for them?”

Bob’s cheeks burned hot. “Jodie… I… last night was crazy. The rum, the game… I wasn’t myself. I’m not bisexual. I’m not a sissy. I don’t know what came over me.”

Max chuckled deeply from behind him, the sound vibrating through Bob’s back. The big man’s hand slid down to squeeze one of Bob’s small ass cheeks, a thick finger teasing the tender, cum-slick hole. “You sure about that, little man? Because you were begging real pretty by the end. ‘Fuck my pussy harder. Breed me. Make me cum again.’ Sounded pretty clear to me.”

Troy woke with a lazy stretch, his massive cock already half-hard against Bob’s calf. “Yeah. And the way you swallowed my loads? Greedy little throat taking every drop. Face it, Bob. You turned into a complete cock slut the second you felt that first big stretch. Nothing straight about the way you were rocking those sissy hips and chasing sissygasms.”

Bob tried to protest again, but Jodie silenced him with a soft kiss, then whispered against his lips, “It’s okay, baby. I loved watching you break. The way you went from denying everything to desperately fucking yourself back on their cocks… it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. You don’t have to be straight anymore. Not with us. Not this week.”

She stroked his little cock slowly while the two alphas watched, their hands roaming over Bob’s smaller body. Max’s finger pushed gently into his tender hole, stirring the leftover creampie and making Bob whimper.

“See?” Jodie teased lovingly. “Your body already knows the truth. You came so many times without even touching yourself. You swallowed so much cum. And you looked so happy doing it.”

Bob’s resistance crumbled under their combined touch and words. Shame still burned in his chest, but it mixed with a growing, undeniable excitement. His hole clenched around Max’s finger, and a fresh bead of pre-cum leaked from his tiny tip.

Max leaned in, voice low and commanding. “We’ve got the cabin for the rest of the week. Plenty more days and nights to keep training this tight boy-pussy. We can fuck both of you every morning and every night if you want. Maybe even take you out on the boat tomorrow and see how loud you can beg in the open ocean air.”

Troy grinned, slowly stroking his thick cock back to full hardness. “What do you say, sissy? Ready to admit you’re our cock slut now? Or do we need to remind you again right here?”

Bob looked from his wife’s encouraging, lust-filled eyes to the two massive black cocks already stirring back to life. His mind still whispered denials, but his body answered first. His hips twitched back against Max’s finger, seeking more.

“I… I don’t know what I am anymore,” he whispered, voice small and trembling with both fear and hunger. “But… I think I want more.”

Jodie kissed him deeply while the two alphas laughed softly in approval. The vacation had only just begun, and Bob knew deep down that by the time they flew home he would be a completely different man, one who craved big black cock in ways he had never imagined.

The week ahead promised to break him even further.

And he could hardly wait.
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