
        
            
                
            
        

    
Helping The Vengeful Housewife Cuck Her Husband

Fertile BBW MILF Craves Stud's Raw Shaft

By

Max Thruster


Disclaimer

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Although the author has made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author does not assume and hereby disclaims any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

Also, all characters in this book are of legal age. And any resemblance to real life persons is purely coincidental.


Chapter One

I’ve always had a thing for Sarah. The voluptuous housewife down the street, mid-forties, with curves that could make a man forget his own name. She’s got that classic BBW build—thick everywhere it matters: heavy, swaying tits that strain every blouse she wears, a soft, pillowy belly that jiggles just right when she walks, and an ass so round and full it looks like it was sculpted for grabbing. Wide hips that flare out dramatically, thighs that rub together with every step, and a face that’s all sultry dark eyes, full lips, and long auburn hair she usually ties back in a ponytail. She’s the kind of MILF who radiates neglected sex appeal, always in sundresses or tight jeans that hug her plush figure, but her husband—some smug executive prick named Mark—treats her like furniture.

I see them at neighborhood barbecues or walking their dog. He’s always on his phone, ignoring her while she laughs politely at everyone else’s jokes. I’ve caught her glancing my way more than once—those dark eyes lingering on my broad shoulders, my height, the way I fill out my shirts. I’m twenty-eight, single, and yeah, I’ve jerked off thinking about her plenty. Imagining peeling off those dresses, burying my face in her massive tits, spreading those thick thighs and pounding her raw until she’s screaming for my cum. But she’s married. Off-limits. Until the day everything changed.

It started with a flat tire. I was jogging past their house one Saturday morning when I saw her struggling in the driveway. Sarah, bent over the wheel well in a floral sundress that rode up her thick calves, cursing under her breath. Her husband’s fancy SUV was parked inside the garage—tires fine, of course. He was probably golfing or screwing his secretary, from what the rumors said.

“Need a hand?” I called out, slowing to a stop. Sweat glistened on my skin from the run, shirt clinging to my chest.

She straightened, blowing a strand of hair out of her face. Her sundress was low-cut, cleavage spilling forward—deep, inviting valley between those heavy breasts. A faint sheen of sweat made her skin glow. “God, yes. Mark left for ‘work’ and didn’t bother helping. The spare’s in the trunk, but I can’t get the lug nuts off.”

I grinned, grabbing the jack from her trunk. “No problem. I’ve got you.”

As I knelt to work, she hovered close—too close. Her perfume mixed with the warm scent of her skin, and every time she leaned in to point something out, her tits brushed my arm. Soft. Warm. Intentional? My cock stirred in my shorts.

“You’re a lifesaver,” she said after I’d swapped the tire. Her voice was husky, eyes flicking over me like she was appraising more than my handiwork. “Come inside for some lemonade? Least I can do.”

I should’ve said no. But those curves… that look… I followed her in.

Their kitchen was spotless—granite counters, fancy appliances. She poured two glasses, her back to me as she bent slightly to grab ice from the freezer. The dress pulled taut across her wide ass, outlining the cleft between her cheeks. No panty lines. My mouth went dry.

We sat at the island, chatting. Small talk at first—weather, neighbors. Then she leaned forward, elbows on the counter, tits resting heavy like they were on display.

“You know, Mark’s been cheating on me,” she said suddenly, voice flat but eyes burning. “Found texts on his phone. Some bimbo from the office. He thinks I don’t know.”

I froze, glass halfway to my lips. “Shit. That’s… I’m sorry.”

She laughed—bitter, low. “Don’t be. I’m done being sorry. I’m angry. And I want payback.” Her gaze locked on mine, dark and intense. “I want to cuck him. Make him feel what it’s like to be replaced. By someone who actually wants this body. Someone who’d fuck me like he never has—raw, hard, no holding back.”

Heat surged through me. My cock hardened instantly, tenting my shorts. “Sarah…”

She slid off her stool, stepping between my legs. Her hand landed on my thigh—high, bold—fingers tracing upward. “I’ve seen you looking at me. At these.” She cupped her own breasts, squeezing so they overflowed her palms. “At this ass.” She turned slightly, arching her back. “You want it, don’t you? Want to help me get even?”

I grabbed her waist—soft, yielding—and pulled her closer. “Fuck yes.”

Our first kiss was fire—her full lips devouring mine, tongue plunging deep with pent-up hunger. She tasted like lemonade and revenge. Her hands yanked my shirt up, nails raking my abs. Mine slid under her dress, gripping handfuls of thick thigh, inching higher until I felt her heat—no panties, just slick, swollen lips.

“You’re soaked,” I growled against her mouth.

“For you,” she whispered. “Not him. Never him anymore.”

She dropped to her knees right there in the kitchen, yanking my shorts down. My cock sprang free—thick, veined, already leaking. Her eyes widened, lips parting. “God, it’s huge. He’s got nothing on this.”

She took me in her mouth—wet, eager suction, tongue swirling the head while her hand stroked the base. I groaned, fisting her hair, watching those full lips stretch around me. She bobbed deep, gagging slightly but pushing further, tits bouncing with the motion.

But she pulled back after a minute, standing with a wicked smile. “Not yet. I want you upstairs. On our bed. Where he sleeps.”

She led me to the master bedroom—king bed with crisp white sheets, his nightstand with a watch and phone charger. She shoved me onto the mattress, hiking her dress up around her waist. Her pussy was plump, lips glistening, a neat strip of dark curls above.

“Eat me first,” she commanded. “Make me come on your tongue while I think about how he’ll never taste this again.”

I pulled her down onto my face, hands gripping her thick ass as she straddled me. She was heavy, perfect—smothering me in soft heat. I licked slow at first, savoring her tangy sweetness, then sucked her clit hard. She ground down, moaning loud, tits heaving.

“Yes—fuck—lick that cheating wife’s pussy—make it yours—”

Her first orgasm hit fast—thighs quaking, a flood of juices coating my chin. She rode through it, grinding harder, but didn’t stop.

“More,” she panted. “I want to drown you before you fuck me senseless.”

The revenge was just beginning, and I was already addicted.


Chapter Two

Sarah didn’t lift off my face.

Her thick thighs stayed locked around my head like warm velvet vices, her plump, soaked pussy still grinding slow, deliberate circles over my mouth and nose. Every roll of her wide hips smeared more of her slick release across my lips, my chin, the bridge of my nose. The taste of her was everywhere—tangy and sweet, thick with the musk of a woman who hadn’t been properly devoured in years. My lungs burned for air, but I didn’t care. Breathing was secondary to the way she was using me, claiming me, turning her marital bed into a crime scene of pure, dripping revenge.

I could feel the comforter beneath my skull growing darker, heavier, sodden. The wet spot was already spreading outward in a slow, obscene bloom. Every time she rocked forward her swollen clit dragged across the tip of my nose; every time she rocked back my tongue plunged deeper into her fluttering channel. She was heavy—deliciously heavy—her soft belly resting against my forehead, her massive breasts swaying somewhere above me, nipples brushing the air with each shuddering breath she took.

“Again,” she rasped, voice wrecked and commanding at once. “I want to come so hard he’ll smell me on these sheets for months. Every time he lays his cheating head down, he’ll breathe in what you did to his wife.”

The words hit me like gasoline on fire. My cock—still trapped in my shorts, untouched since she’d sucked me in the kitchen—throbbed painfully against the fabric, leaking a steady stream of precum that soaked through to my thigh. I’d never been this hard, this desperate. Not from porn, not from any hookup. Only from her: this neglected, voluptuous goddess using my face like her personal revenge toy.

I gripped the undersides of her thick ass cheeks—soft, yielding flesh spilling over my palms—and spread her wider. My tongue flattened, dragging from her dripping entrance all the way up to circle her tight little rosebud. She jolted, a sharp gasp tearing from her throat.

“Fuck—yes—lick my ass too. Show me how filthy you’ll get for me. He’d never—never—put his tongue anywhere near there. Too clean. Too proper. But you… you’re going to worship every dirty inch.”

I obeyed without hesitation.

My tongue traced slow, wet rings around her puckered hole while my nose pressed hard against her clit. She moaned low and animal, hips stuttering as she pushed back, smothering me deeper. The scent of her was overwhelming—arousal, sweat, the faint clean soap from her morning shower now completely overwhelmed by raw feminine need. I slid my tongue inside her ass just a fraction—enough to make her whole body tremble—then pulled back to attack her clit again, sucking the swollen nub between my lips with pulsing pressure.

Her breathing turned ragged, broken. “God—suck it harder—make this cheating pussy come all over your face—make me spray—fuck—make him sleep in my revenge—”

I added fingers—two at first, then three—plunging deep into her scorching cunt while my mouth worked her clit relentlessly. The wet squelch of my hand pumping in and out filled the room, obscene and rhythmic. Her walls fluttered, clamped, fluttered again. I curled my fingers against that spongy front wall, stroking fast and hard, matching the rhythm of my tongue.

The second orgasm built slower than the first, but deeper—more vicious.

Her thighs started quaking around my ears. Her soft belly pressed harder against my forehead as she arched. “I’m—oh fuck—I’m gonna—gonna flood you—”

Then she broke.

A violent shudder ripped through her entire body. Her pussy clamped down on my fingers like a fist and a hot, forceful jet of squirt erupted against my tongue—thick, sweet bursts that filled my mouth faster than I could swallow. I gulped, choked slightly, kept licking. Another gush sprayed across my cheeks, down my neck, soaking the collar of my shirt. She screamed—raw, guttural—hips jerking uncontrollably as wave after wave pulsed out, drenching my hair, the pillows, the headboard behind me. The wet slap of her release against my skin was filthy, intoxicating.

“Take it—drink it—fuck—yes—drown in what he’ll never have—”

She ground through the aftershocks, smearing her cum across my face in slow, possessive circles. My world narrowed to the heat of her thighs, the taste flooding my mouth, the scent of her arousal coating every breath I managed to steal. My cock ached so badly I thought I might come untouched just from the sheer depravity of it.

But Sarah wasn’t finished proving her point.

She lifted just enough to spin around—reverse now—so her thick, round ass hovered directly over my mouth, cheeks spreading wide as she lowered again. The view was obscene: her plump pussy lips still glistening, swollen, dripping down her inner thighs; the tight pucker of her ass winking above my lips; the heavy sway of her breasts hanging forward as she braced her hands on my thighs.

“Eat me from behind,” she ordered. “Make this fat ass bounce while you tongue-fuck me. I want to feel you worshipping what he ignores.”

I spread her cheeks wider with both hands, burying my face between them. Tongue plunging deep into her cunt first—long, slow strokes that made her moan—then flicking up to circle her ass again. She rocked back hard, smothering me completely, ass cheeks sealing over my cheeks and nose.

“Deeper—fuck—stretch me with that tongue—make me come so hard the whole neighborhood hears—”

I added fingers again—four this time—stretching her wide while my tongue lashed her clit from below. Her moans turned into desperate, keening cries. Her thick thighs trembled violently. Sweat dripped from her skin onto mine; her breasts swung with every frantic roll of her hips.

The third climax was cataclysmic.

Her whole body went rigid for one heartbeat—then detonated.

A long, broken wail tore from her throat as the biggest squirt yet erupted—forceful, almost violent—pulsing arcs that sprayed across my chest, hit the headboard with wet slaps, even splashed onto the carpet below the bed. Her ass clenched and released in violent spasms, thighs locking so tight around my head that black spots danced in my vision. Another gush followed, then another, soaking the sheets, the pillows—his fucking pillows—until the entire left side of the bed was dark and glistening.

She convulsed again and again, hips jerking like she was being electrocuted, each spasm milking another smaller flood until she was trembling, whimpering, barely able to hold herself up.

Finally—mercifully—she collapsed forward, catching herself on shaking arms. Her heavy breasts pressed against my stomach, nipples dragging across my skin as she panted. Slowly, she slid down my body until her soaked pussy hovered just above my aching cock.

She looked back over her shoulder at me—face flushed, lips swollen, eyes glassy with lust and triumph.

“Look at this mess,” she whispered, glancing at the wrecked bed. Dark wet spots everywhere, the faint scent of her squirt hanging thick in the air. “He’ll come home tonight, climb into these sheets, and wonder why they smell like sex. Like betrayal. Like another man made his wife come harder than he ever could.”

She reached between us, fingers wrapping around my shaft—still rock-hard, veins pulsing, slick with my own precum. She stroked once, slow and firm, spreading the wetness.

“But we’re not done cucking him yet,” she said, voice dark and dripping with promise. “I want you inside me now. Raw. No rubber. No pulling out. I want to feel every thick inch stretch me open, every hot spurt flood my womb while I picture his smug face when he realizes his wife’s been bred by the neighbor.”

She notched the head of my cock at her entrance—still dripping, still fluttering from her orgasms.

“I stopped taking the pill the day I found those texts,” she confessed, eyes locked on mine. “Months ago. I’ve been waiting for the right man to give me what he never would. The risk. The heat. The chance you might actually knock me up.”

My hips bucked involuntarily at her words.

She smiled—slow, filthy, victorious.

“So tell me, baby… are you ready to help me flood this marital bed one more time? With your cum this time?”

She sank down an inch—then another—taking me bare, claiming me completely.

And the real revenge—the breeding revenge—was only just beginning.


Chapter Three

Sarah sank down onto me in one long, deliberate glide, taking every bare inch without hesitation. The heat of her pussy enveloped me like molten silk—scorching, slick from her earlier floods, walls already fluttering around my shaft as if trying to pull me deeper. No latex, no barriers, just skin on skin, raw and irreversible. I groaned low in my throat, the sound vibrating through both of us. Her thick thighs settled against my hips, soft flesh spilling over, and when she bottomed out her plump lips kissed my base, clit throbbing visibly against my pubic bone.

“Goddamn,” she breathed, eyes fluttering shut for a moment. “You’re so much thicker than him. I can feel every vein… stretching me open… filling places he never reached.”

She stayed still like that for several heartbeats, simply savoring the fullness, letting her inner muscles ripple and squeeze around me in slow, teasing pulses. Her heavy breasts rose and fell with each ragged breath; sweat glistened in the deep valley between them, trickling down her soft belly. I reached up instinctively, cupping the undersides of those magnificent tits—warm, heavy, nipples dark and erect like ripe berries. I rolled them between my thumbs and forefingers, tugging gently, and she hissed in pleasure, hips giving an involuntary roll.

“Tell me,” I rasped, voice rough with need. “Tell me how much better this feels than anything he’s ever given you.”

Her eyes snapped open—dark, glittering with spite and lust. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on my chest so her breasts dangled inches from my face, nipples brushing my lips with every shallow breath.

“He’s pathetic,” she whispered, voice dripping venom. “Quick. Selfish. Always finished before I even got close. Never once asked what I wanted. Never once made me come like you just did—three times, soaking his precious sheets.” She rocked her hips in a slow figure-eight, grinding her clit against me. “But you… you’re going to fuck me raw until I can’t walk straight. You’re going to pump me so full of cum he’ll never get close enough to smell anything but you inside me.”

The words ignited something primal. I gripped her wide hips—fingers sinking into plush flesh—and thrust up hard, burying myself to the hilt in one brutal stroke. She cried out, head tipping back, auburn hair cascading down her spine.

“Yes—fuck—do that again—pound this neglected cunt—make it yours!”

I set a punishing rhythm—deep, forceful strokes that made her tits bounce wildly, ass cheeks rippling with each impact. The wet slap of our bodies filled the room, mingling with her moans and the obscene squelch of her soaked pussy swallowing me over and over. Every thrust bottomed out, the head of my cock kissing her cervix, and she clenched around me like she was trying to keep me there forever.

“Harder,” she demanded, nails raking down my chest. “Fuck me like the cheating whore I am. Fuck me like he never could. Breed me right here on his side of the bed—where he sleeps every night thinking he still owns this pussy.”

I flipped her onto her back without pulling out—smooth, fluid motion that kept me buried deep. Her legs fell open wide, thick thighs quivering, soft belly jiggling as I hooked her knees over my shoulders and folded her plush body in half. The new angle drove me even deeper; I could feel her cervix with every thrust, a firm nudge that made her gasp and claw at the sheets.

“Look at me,” I growled. “Look at the man who’s about to knock you up while your husband’s out fucking his side piece.”

Her eyes locked on mine—wild, glassy. “Do it,” she panted. “Flood my womb. Give me the baby he never wanted to give me. Make my belly swell with your seed—let him raise it thinking it’s his. Perfect fucking revenge.”

Her words snapped the last thread of my control. I pounded into her relentlessly—fast, deep, merciless. Her pussy fluttered wildly, walls clamping down as another orgasm built. I reached between us, thumb circling her swollen clit in tight, frantic strokes.

“Come for me,” I ordered. “Come on this bare cock. Milk every drop when I fill you.”

She shattered.

Her back arched off the mattress, thick thighs trembling violently around my shoulders. A fresh gush of slick coated my shaft as her pussy spasmed—rhythmic, greedy contractions that pulled me deeper. She screamed—raw, broken—nails digging into my biceps hard enough to leave marks.

“Yes—fuck—yes—coming—coming so hard—fill me—breed me—now!”

I couldn’t hold back.

Buried to the root, balls tightening, I erupted.

Thick, hot ropes jetted straight against her cervix—pulse after powerful pulse flooding her fertile depths. I groaned her name, hips jerking with each spurt, pumping everything I had into her waiting womb. She ground up to meet me, whimpering, “I feel it—oh god—so much—so deep—hot cum coating my insides—breeding me—cucking him—”

I kept thrusting through the last weak spurts, smearing my release around inside her, making sure not a drop escaped. When the final twitch faded, I stayed buried, cock still half-hard, twitching inside her heat. Cum leaked slowly around my base, trickling down her ass crack to pool on the already-soaked sheets.

We stayed like that for long minutes—panting, sweat-slick, hearts hammering in unison. Her hand drifted down between us, fingers tracing where we were joined, feeling the sticky mess.

“So full,” she murmured, voice soft and awed. “I can feel it… all that thick seed right up against my womb. Wonder if any of those swimmers are already finding their mark.”

She clenched around me once—playful, teasing—making my oversensitive cock jump inside her. A fresh trickle of cum oozed out.

“But we’re not done,” she whispered, wicked smile curling her lips. “I want to make sure it takes. I want to milk a second load out of you—right here, right now.”

Before I could answer, she rolled us so I was on my back again. She straddled me reverse—thick ass facing me, cheeks spreading as she reached back to guide me inside once more. The angle let me watch everything: my cum-slick cock disappearing into her swollen, glistening pussy; her plump lips stretched wide around me; the creamy ring already forming at my base from our mixed fluids.

She sank down slowly this time, savoring every inch, then began to ride—hard, deliberate bounces that made her ass ripple and clap against my hips. Her heavy breasts swung forward out of my view, but I could hear them slapping together with each downward thrust.

“Watch this fat ass take your cock,” she panted. “Watch how greedy my pussy is—sucking you in, begging for more cum. He never got to see me like this—wild, dripping, desperate to be bred.”

I gripped her cheeks, spreading them wide so I could see deeper—watching my shaft plunge in and out, coated in frothy white from our first round. I reached around, fingers finding her clit again, rubbing fast circles while she bounced.

“Again,” she demanded. “Breed me twice. Flood me until it’s dripping down my thighs. Make sure there’s no doubt who really owns this womb now.”

Her pace turned frantic—hips slamming down, ass cheeks jiggling violently. The wet, filthy sounds echoed off the walls. She leaned forward, bracing on my thighs, giving me the perfect view of her stretched pussy swallowing me whole.

“I’m close—fuck—rub me faster—make me squirt around your cock while you come inside me—”

I did. Thumb pressing hard, circling relentlessly.

She detonated a second time—body locking, back arching, a keening wail tearing from her throat as her pussy clamped down like a fist. Another hot gush coated my balls, trickling down to soak the sheets even more. The vise of her orgasm dragged me over the edge again.

I thrust up hard, burying myself as deep as possible, and unloaded a second thick load—jet after jet pulsing into her already-full core. She ground down, whimpering, “Yes—yes—more—feel it mixing—two loads deep—breeding me twice—cucking him so hard—”

When the last spurt faded, she collapsed forward, still impaled, trembling. I wrapped my arms around her waist, pulling her back against my chest. My cock softened slowly inside her, but neither of us moved to separate.

Her hand found mine, guiding it to rest on her soft belly.

“I can feel how full I am,” she whispered. “All that cum… right where it belongs. If I’m lucky—if you’re potent enough—there’ll be a little life starting in there soon. He’ll come home, see my belly growing in a few months, and think it’s his. He’ll never know his wife got bred raw by the neighbor while he was out cheating.”

She turned her head, lips brushing my jaw.

“Perfect revenge, don’t you think?”

I didn’t know if she was still off the pill, or if this was all part of the fantasy she needed to sell herself. Part of me hoped it was real—hoped I’d just claimed her in the most permanent way possible. Part of me thrilled at the risk either way.

All I knew was Sarah’s vengeance had been served—hot, raw, dripping—and I’d happily help her deliver seconds, thirds, however many it took.

She clenched around my softening cock once more, a final teasing squeeze.

“Stay inside me a little longer,” she murmured. “Let it settle. Let it take.”

I stayed.

And somewhere in the back of my mind, I already knew we’d be doing this again—soon, often, until her belly really did swell…
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