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Prologue

cumslut (plural cumsluts) 

noun 

	(slang, vulgar, usually derogatory) A person who badly wants to receive another person's semen, particularly in the mouth to be swallowed. 



cuckold 

noun 

	a man whose wife is sexually unfaithful, regarded as an object of derision. 



"jokes in literature about elderly cuckolds and misers are rife" 

verb 

	(of a man) make (another man) a cuckold by having a sexual relationship with his wife. 



"in the novel Humberto cuckolds his employer" 


My Story

My name is Andrew Richards, and this is the true story of how I became my wife’s eager cum-slut cuckold.

Until just a couple of months ago, I thought I had the kind of life most men quietly envy: comfortable, stable, upper-middle-class. Twenty-two years married to Jessica—Jess, the woman I still couldn’t keep my eyes off. We had one child, Gemma, now thriving in her junior year at state university, and two energetic dogs that ruled our half-acre wooded backyard. I drove a sensible four-door sedan, Jess had her sporty little SUV, and between my role as general manager of a popular family restaurant chain and her thriving sales career in pharmaceuticals, we were doing well. Comfortable. Safe.

But looking back now, the real changes started earlier.

After a long, sluggish stretch in our mid-thirties where work, routines, and complacency had dulled our desire—sex becoming something that happened once or twice a month, if that—we’d clawed our way back. The last five years had been a genuine revival, almost like rediscovering the hungry young couple we’d been right after college. We started training together for marathons, pushing each other through early mornings and long weekend runs. The discipline reshaped our bodies and, slowly, our marriage.

When Gemma left for college two years ago, the house suddenly felt bigger. Quieter. And Jess decided it was time for what her friends jokingly called the full “mommy makeover.” She had her breasts enhanced to a firm, perky 34D that looked incredible on her 5’8”, now-toned 130-pound frame. A tummy tuck smoothed away the stretch marks from pregnancy. Her strawberry-blonde curls still brushed the tops of her shoulders, framing those striking dark green eyes, freckled cheekbones, and full pouty lips she loved painting a bold, cock-teasing red when we went out.

That was when she also started dressing differently. Sharper. Sexier. Tighter tops that showcased her new cleavage, shorter skirts and shorts that drew eyes to her toned legs and the subtle sway of her ass. At first it made me a little uncomfortable—especially when our daughter visited and rolled her eyes—but I couldn’t deny how much it turned me on. There was a new confidence in the way Jess moved, the way she carried herself. And that confidence poured straight into our bedroom.

We’d gone from having dutiful, infrequent sex once or twice a month in our heavier, busier years, to a couple of times a week once we got into shape, and then—once the nest was empty—to five or six times a week of increasingly adventurous, hungry fucking. Jess had become bolder, more demanding, and I loved it.

She started regularly dropping to her knees on the sofa in our family room while a movie played in the background. The soft glow of the screen would flicker across her strawberry-blonde curls as she pulled my cock out and took me deep into her warm, eager mouth, sucking me with a hunger that still caught me off guard.

At the same time, her dirty talk evolved into something much rawer. During sex she began speaking pure filth—moaning for me to spank her harder, to “fuck my sloppy cunt with that big dick,” even though we both knew I was only a very average 5½ inches. She’d demand I whip her slutty ass while breathlessly confessing what a naughty little girl she’d been, touching her swollen clit and teasing herself for hours before I got home from work.

After Gemma left for college, Jess became far more open about her desires, both in conversation and especially when she came. She didn’t hold back anymore. Even when our daughter came home for visits, Jess barely lowered her voice in the bedroom. At first I felt a flush of embarrassment, wondering if Gemma could hear us, but I kept quiet. The sex was simply too good—too intense—to risk spoiling it. While my friends complained about dead bedrooms or quietly dealt with cheating spouses, I told myself how lucky I was to have a wife who was finally embracing her sexuality so freely.

We started watching porn together too, casting it onto our big 50-inch TV in the living room. I usually picked more traditional, straightforward scenes. Jess, however, loved to experiment. She rarely watched the same category twice, always curious, always chasing something new. What became clear very quickly was her strong preference for amateur videos—real people, real lust, raw and unpolished.

Then came the next surprise. About a month before Gemma returned home from her freshman year last summer, Jess secretly bought herself a small vibrating plug and a bottle of lube. She didn’t mention it beforehand. We were watching a video of a curvy, forty-something amateur wife getting passionately double-penetrated by her husband and a much younger, well-hung stud when she reached under the sofa cushion, pulled out the toy and lube, and gave me that wicked little smile.

“Fill both my holes tonight, baby,” she purred, her voice thick with need. “I want your cock in my pussy… and this in my ass.”

I didn’t hesitate. Soon she was straddling me on the sofa, sinking down onto my cock with a long, filthy moan while I slowly worked the lubed toy into her tight little asshole. The orgasm she had that night was shattering. Her pussy clenched and fluttered around me so strongly I could barely hold back, her whole body trembling as she rode me through wave after wave of pleasure.

Over the next few months, we gradually worked our way up through bigger and bigger toys in her ass, stretching her slowly, teasingly, until one evening she pulled out something that made my stomach tighten with a strange mix of shock and arousal. It was a thick, 9-inch black dildo, realistically veined and heavy in her hand.

“What the fuck, babe?” I asked, staring at it. “You want that monster in your ass?”

Jess’s dark green eyes sparkled with mischief as she bit her lower lip. She looked equal parts innocent and wicked under the soft lamplight of our bedroom.

“No,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “I want your cock buried deep in my ass while you fuck your little slut wife’s pussy with this nice big black cock.”

It was the first time I’d taken her ass since our honeymoon. My heart was pounding as I agreed. She felt incredibly tight and hot around me, moaning like a woman possessed while I worked that thick dildo in and out of her dripping pussy. The way she came that night — shaking, cursing, soaking the sheets — left me breathless.

You might be wondering why I wasn’t more concerned about all the changes happening with Jess. Wasn’t I worried there might be some deeper reason behind her sudden hunger? Some hidden motive?

The honest answer is: Hell no.

I was living through the best sex of my entire life. Mind-blowing, filthy, addictive sex. So when, at the end of that summer, she dropped to her knees in the living room and gave me one of her incredible blowjobs, I didn’t flinch when she wet her finger and slowly slid it into my ass right as I was about to explode. Instead, I came harder than I had since I was a teenager — intense, toe-curling, almost dizzying pleasure that left me gasping her name.

And it wasn’t like I was completely passive either. I loved fucking her with that big dildo, watching her stretch around it, and I started asking her filthy questions while I did it.

“What does it feel like getting fucked by a massive bully cock, baby?” I’d groan, thrusting it deeper.

One morning in the shower, just before she left for a three-day business trip, I found myself desperately begging her.

“Please… do that finger trick again while you suck me.”

“Oh, you really enjoyed that, didn’t you?” Jess teased, her voice low and playful, the steam from the shower curling around her naked body like a lover’s touch.

Before I could even answer, she dropped to her knees on the wet tile, wrapped her soft lips around my cock, and took me straight down her throat with that relentless, silky skill she’d perfected. I knew I wouldn’t last. When I was inside her pussy I could usually hold out as long as she needed, but the moment Jess had her mouth on me — warm, wet, and hungry — she owned me completely. I was helpless.

She gently pinched and tugged my balls with one hand while her other reached for the bar of soap. I watched, heart hammering, as she ran a finger along it until it was slick and foamy. Then I felt it — that smooth, insistent pressure as she slid her finger back into my ass. The combination of her throat working me and that wicked pressure against my prostate shattered me. I came hard, groaning loudly as I flooded her mouth with thick ropes of cum.

Jess swallowed every drop like it was her favorite treat, then rose gracefully to her feet. She gave me a soft, lingering kiss on the corner of my mouth, tasting faintly of me. I pulled her close under the hot spray, sliding my hand between her legs to caress her slick, soapy pussy.

“I’m really going to miss you these next few days,” I murmured against her wet skin.

“Sure, I’ll miss you too, my love,” she replied softly, a small smile playing on her lips. Then her voice took on a slightly mischievous edge. “By the way, I left you a little surprise for while I’m gone. It’s in a small red box in our closet. But please… don’t peek until you get home from work tonight.”


One Night In October

That October trip, which happened about five months ago, marked the true beginning of my descent into becoming my wife’s cum-slut cuckold. I honestly didn’t believe Jess had been orchestrating everything from the start, slowly guiding me toward this. At every step I had been a more-than-willing participant, and those three days away proved to be the turning point that set our new path in motion.

I spent the entire workday completely distracted, my mind fixated on that small red box waiting for me at home. No matter how hard I tried to focus on restaurant inventory sheets and staff schedules, my thoughts kept drifting back to it. The minutes dragged painfully; by lunchtime it already felt like I’d worked two full shifts.

I remembered the last time she’d gone away and left me a disposable camera. She’d taken a series of increasingly daring photos of herself playing with her pussy in public — fingering herself in restroom stalls, in her car in the parking lot, under the table at her favorite lunch spot, even once in her office. The one that drove me absolutely wild was the shot on a crowded public bus, where you could clearly see a young man sitting across from her, staring with wide eyes as he realized exactly what she was doing.

Every night of that October trip, Jess called me. She made me pull up those photos on my phone while we talked, my hand wrapped around my cock as I stroked myself for her. Her voice was low and teasing over the phone as she described the rush she felt in each moment — the risk of being caught, the thrill of a stranger’s eyes on her, the way her pussy had ached with excitement.

By the end of every call I was burning with desire, desperate and aching in a way I had never experienced before.

Whatever it was that Jess had left for me this time, I knew it was going to push me further. My pulse was already racing as I pulled into our driveway that evening. The house felt strangely quiet and empty without her — just the soft clicking of the dogs’ nails on the hardwood and the low hum of the refrigerator. I barely kicked off my shoes before heading straight upstairs to our bedroom, the small red box sitting innocently on her nightstand like a promise.

My hands were almost shaking as I picked it up. On the outside, in Jess’s elegant, looping handwriting, was a short note:

“Something to keep you busy while I’m busy at client dinners, baby. Be good for me.”

I smiled, but there was a strange flutter in my stomach. This trip was in Las Vegas — an industry conference packed with long client dinners that she’d warned me could easily run until ten or eleven at night. After that, there would probably be more hours of gambling and schmoozing with the big pharmaceutical clients. Phone calls were obviously off the table. She had planned for my nights to be very… solitary.

I tore open the box with impatient fingers. At first glance, the item inside looked like an oversized, bulky ski mask — matte black, with thick straps and a heavy, high-tech feel. I turned it over in my hands, confused, until I found the second note tucked neatly underneath.

My heart thumped harder as I read her words:

“These are virtual reality goggles, my love. They connect easily to your phone. I’ve already installed the app and bookmarked some special websites I think you’ll enjoy. Put them on, get comfortable, and lose yourself. Enjoy yourself with the virtual ladies while I’m away… but save every drop for me when I get home. I want you aching for the real thing.”

I sat down heavily on the edge of our bed, staring at the sleek black goggles. The house was silent around me, but my mind was loud with possibilities. Jess had never gone this far before — leaving me something so deliberate, so clearly designed to keep me sexually occupied and on edge the entire time she was gone. There was something both incredibly hot and slightly unnerving about how confidently she was directing my pleasure from hundreds of miles away.

I turned the goggles over in my hands, feeling their weight, imagining her picking them out, testing them, and smiling to herself as she thought about me using them. The thought made my cock twitch hard in my work pants.

Whatever my wife was becoming, she was no longer asking for permission. She was simply leading… and I was happily following.

I have to admit, at first I felt a flicker of disappointment.

The previous gifts Jess had left me were so personal, so intimate — the risky photos, the filthy phone calls, the way she had guided my pleasure from afar. This bulky pair of VR goggles felt strangely impersonal by comparison. As I sat alone at the kitchen island eating a bland frozen dinner and nursing a cold beer, the quiet of the empty house pressed in around me. The dogs had long since curled up in their beds, and the only sound was the low hum of the refrigerator and the occasional creak of the settling house.

I kept turning the goggles over in my hands, reading her note again and again, trying to understand what she wanted from me. It took most of the evening before curiosity finally won out over skepticism. A strange blend of apprehension and growing excitement tightened in my chest as I dimmed the lights in our bedroom, stripped down, and slipped the heavy goggles over my head.

The moment I launched the first scene she had bookmarked, everything changed.

To my genuine surprise, VR porn was fucking incredible.

Jess had chosen everything perfectly. The scene was shot from the man’s point of view, and the actor had a very average cock — almost exactly like mine. The illusion was startlingly effective. Three stunning young women sauntered into the luxurious bedroom, smiling playfully at “me.” One by one they stripped out of tiny dresses, revealing toned bodies and smooth skin that looked so real I could almost smell their perfume. They took turns dropping to their knees, sucking and licking my cock with wet, eager mouths while the others kissed and touched each other. Their soft moans filled my ears through the headphones. The immersion was so complete that when they climbed on top of me, grinding and riding, it genuinely felt like I was there — buried inside their tight, warm pussies.

I stroked myself in perfect rhythm with the scene, completely lost in it. The climax was intense. The man in the video stroked faster and faster until he erupted, painting all three beautiful faces with thick ropes of cum as the girls moaned and laughed, licking it off each other. I came right along with him, groaning loudly in our empty bedroom as I shot load after load across my own chest and stomach.

When I finally pulled the goggles off, breathing hard and covered in my own mess, the reality of how powerful the experience had been hit me. It hadn’t felt like watching porn at all. When I matched my strokes to what I saw and felt through the goggles, it really seemed like those three gorgeous women had been right there with me — sucking, fucking, and begging for my cum.

I spent the rest of that first night completely lost in the VR goggles. I jumped from scene to scene, chasing one intense orgasm after another. For the first time in my life, I seriously considered typing in my credit card details to unlock the premium sites — the ones with longer, higher-quality videos and more immersive experiences. The thought alone felt dangerous, like crossing a small but meaningful line.

Eventually, the clock on the wall and my nearly dead phone battery forced me to stop. I had already cum three times, and my body was spent. My cock felt raw and sensitive, but my mind was still buzzing. I fired off a quick message to Jess before collapsing into bed:

“Thank you for the surprise, baby. I put it to very good use tonight. Miss you.”

Her reply came almost immediately — just a single heart-eyes emoji. Nothing else. Somehow that simple little icon felt both affectionate and teasing, like she knew exactly how much she had me hooked.



The second night was even more intense.

I came three more powerful times, each orgasm leaving me groaning and shaking in our empty bedroom. By the end of the third round, my poor dick was more than a little chafed and tender from all the frantic stroking, but I couldn’t seem to stop. I kept telling myself “just one more scene,” yet I stayed up far too late, obsessively searching for new content to add to my growing playlist for her final night away.

That was when I stumbled across something different.

Most of the videos Jess had bookmarked were shot from the man’s point of view. This one, however, was from the woman’s perspective. I almost tapped out immediately to go back to the search screen — it felt strange, disorienting. But something made me pause. The woman was a sexy little blonde with a tight body and a mischievous smile. As the video started, she was lying back on a luxurious bed, her hand sliding slowly down between her spread thighs, gently rubbing her smooth pussy.

At first it felt weird watching from her angle — seeing her own body, her breasts rising and falling, her fingers glistening as they played with her clit. But the newness of it quickly became its own kind of thrill. I could almost imagine I was inside her head, feeling what she felt. My sore cock twitched back to life in my hand as I watched her moan softly, her hips rolling against her fingers.

I leaned back against the pillows, the VR goggles pressing warmly against my face, and let myself sink deeper into this new, strangely intimate experience.

After a few minutes of watching her slender fingers glide over her smooth, shaved pussy, another girl entered the frame — a sultry brunette with full breasts and a wicked smile. She dropped to her knees between the blonde’s spread thighs and began licking “my” pussy with long, hungry strokes of her tongue. She kissed and sucked on “my” tits, her hands roaming possessively over the body I was experiencing through the goggles.

It was incredibly disorienting. My brain kept trying to reconcile the female perspective with my own male body, but the strangeness of it only made my sore cock twitch and thicken against my thigh. It felt taboo in a completely new way. No one will ever know, I told myself. It’s just fantasy. Just VR.

My resolve was tested even harder a few minutes later.

A tall, muscular black man stepped into the room. He was powerfully built, with dark skin glistening under the lights and an absolutely massive cock hanging heavy between his thick thighs. My finger instinctively hovered over the back button on the goggles. I almost tapped it. Almost. But something held me back — curiosity, maybe, or the growing heat building in my gut despite my raw, exhausted dick.

I stayed.

The black stud moved behind the brunette, positioned himself, and thrust deep into her with one powerful stroke. The moan she let out vibrated against “my” pussy as she kept licking and sucking. It wasn’t entirely different from some of the MFM threesome scenes I’d watched earlier in the night, yet this felt completely new. Instead of looking down and seeing my own cock being worshipped, I was watching a pretty pink pussy being devoured while a huge black cock stretched and fucked the girl between “my” legs.

I was painfully sore from earlier orgasms, but I still found myself wishing I could stroke myself again. Instead, I just watched, breathing heavier, completely transfixed.

The brunette eventually pulled her mouth away from “my” pussy, turned around, and wrapped her lips around that enormous black dick. She struggled to take much of it, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked with obvious enthusiasm. The woman whose perspective I shared reached down and started rubbing her own clit again, moaning softly at the sight.

I thought the stud would simply finish on the brunette’s face like so many other scenes. But instead, she slowly pulled her mouth off his glistening cock with a wet pop, turned her head, and looked straight up toward “me” with lust-filled eyes.

“Are you ready for this massive dick, you little slut?”

I don’t know why I did it. Maybe it was the heat of the moment, the hypnotic rhythm of the scene, or the strange, intoxicating power of seeing everything through her eyes. But when the muscular black stud looked straight at “me” and asked again, I found myself nodding.

Yes.

A few seconds later, he positioned himself between “my” spread legs. In real life, I unconsciously opened my own knees wider on the bed, mirroring her movements. The thick head of his enormous cock pressed against “my” slick entrance, teasing at first, sliding just the tip in and out with slow, deliberate strokes. I was completely mesmerized, staring down through the goggles at the sight of that long, thick black shaft gradually stretching and filling the pretty pink pussy.

My breathing grew ragged. Without thinking, I reached for the small tube of lube on the nightstand. I’d planned to coat my sore cock so I could stroke myself again. Instead, after slicking up two fingers, something deeper took over. I slid my hand underneath myself, pressed a lubed finger against my tight asshole, and pushed it inside just as the black stud drove his full length deep into “me.”

The woman in the video screamed in pure ecstasy.

And so did I.

A powerful, unexpected orgasm ripped through me. My balls tightened and released what little they had left — just a weak, dribbling spurt of cum — while my hips bucked hard against my own invading finger. The pleasure was shockingly intense, different from anything I’d felt before. My asshole clenched rhythmically around my finger as wave after wave rolled through me, perfectly timed with the woman’s shaking body in the video.

By the time I ripped the VR goggles off my face, I was panting hard, covered in sweat, and staring at the ceiling in total confusion. A heavy wave of guilt and embarrassment crashed over me immediately. What the fuck was that? Why did I… why did that feel so good?

I looked down at my soft, red, thoroughly raw cock resting against my thigh, evidence of how many times I’d already cum that night. My finger was still buried in my ass. Slowly, I pulled it out, feeling strangely empty.

Yet even as the shame burned in my chest, another feeling was already growing stronger: a deep, addictive thrill. I knew right then that I was hooked. This new sensation, this new taboo, had cracked something open inside me.

As I lay there catching my breath in our quiet bedroom, I made a decision. Tomorrow night — the last night before Jess came home — I would go into her drawer and pull out some of her toys. I needed more. I needed to feel even deeper.


A Knowing Smile

“Oh right,” Jess said with a knowing little smile a couple of days after she returned home.

I had carefully chosen that exact same VR scene for her first experience with the goggles. My plan was simple but filthy: I wanted to lick her pussy while the two girls played, then switch to fucking her with the big dildo right as the muscular black stud entered the scene. I thought it would be the perfect surprise.

The moment the video started playing through the goggles, Jess let out a soft, amused laugh.

“Oh babe… it looks like you stumbled across one of my favorite scenes,” she purred, her voice already thickening with arousal. “That’s really sweet that you picked this one for me.”

Before I could even respond, she pulled the goggles off and glanced down. I was kneeling between her spread legs, generously lubing up her thick 9-inch black dildo. Her dark green eyes widened with surprise, then narrowed with wicked curiosity.

“Wait… what the fuck?” She sat up a little. “You actually watched it long enough to know what happens at the end?”

I swallowed hard, my face growing warm. “Yeah… it was, um… well, it was quite interesting?”

Jess reached down and wrapped her fingers around my rock-hard cock, giving it a slow, teasing stroke. “Mmm. So did you stroke this while you watched her get fucked by that big black cock?”

I shook my head quickly.

Her expression shifted to mild disappointment. “No?”

“No, I didn’t,” I admitted, my voice quieter. “I was way too sore by that point. So… I stuck a finger up my ass instead.”

Jess’s mouth fell open. For a second she just stared at me, completely stunned. “No way… No, no, you didn’t?”

The words hung in the air between us. A powerful wave of guilt and embarrassment crashed over me again. My cheeks burned as I waited for her reaction. I had been anxious about telling her ever since that night — terrified she would think I was pathetic, or weird, or that I’d gone too far. Part of me worried she might laugh. Another, deeper part worried she might like it too much.

“It wasn’t really a conscious decision or anything,” I stammered, sitting beside her on the sofa. “That night… it just kind of happened. I was so deep in the scene and suddenly I was lubing my finger and sliding it inside myself while he fucked her. And…”

“And?” Jess asked, her voice soft but clearly eager for more. She leaned closer, her hand resting on my thigh.

“And… it really got me off. Like, harder than I expected. So I tried it again the next night. This time I used some of your toys.”

Jess’s dark green eyes sparkled with interest. “And?”

I swallowed, my face burning. “And I don’t really know why I liked it so much. It’s not like I’ve ever fantasized about being with a guy. That’s never even crossed my mind. Not once. And…”

“And?” she pressed gently, almost teasing now.

I took a deep breath. “And the night after that, I even tried a full guy-on-guy scene. Just to test myself, you know? To see if that was the thing turning me on. But it did nothing for me. Absolutely nothing. It was only when I was in the woman’s perspective… looking down and seeing a woman’s body, but getting fucked by a man… it somehow still felt straight. Or at least, it felt incredibly hot. Does that even make sense?”

Jess leaned back against the sofa cushions, studying me for a long moment. Her expression was thoughtful, but there was a hungry, satisfied gleam in her eyes. She slowly ran her fingers up my leg, stopping just short of my hardening cock.

“Kind of,” she said finally, her voice low and sultry. “It’s a bit like how I want your cock buried deep in my ass right now while I fuck my little pussy with that massive latex dick. It’s not like I actually want a real big black cock to stretch me open, you know?”

She paused, letting her words hang in the air, then smiled playfully.

“But when it’s just the two of us… when I get to do whatever I want with no consequences, no judgments, no real-world worries… it feels so fucking hot. It feels incredible.”

“Yes! Yes, that’s exactly it,” I replied, a huge wave of relief washing over me. It felt like Jess had reached into my chaotic thoughts and neatly organized them with just a few perfect words. The guilt and confusion I’d been carrying since that night in the VR goggles suddenly felt lighter — almost normal.

She smiled at me warmly, but there was a new hunger in her dark green eyes.

“Well, it looks like we’ve just opened up a whole new path for us to explore together,” she said softly. “But right now… I really need you to fuck me.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. Within seconds we were tangled on the sofa, clothes half-off. I pushed my rock-hard cock into her slick, welcoming pussy in one smooth thrust. Jess moaned loudly, wrapping her legs around me. For the first few moments it felt incredible — hot, wet, and familiar. But then I felt her hand slide down my back and over my ass. A moment later, her finger — slick with her own juices — pressed against my hole and slid inside me.

The added pressure and fullness made my eyes roll back. Every thrust into her pussy pushed her finger deeper into my ass, creating a mind-melting rhythm. The stimulation was too much. I tried to hold back, but within just a few intense minutes I lost control completely. I buried myself deep and came hard, flooding her pussy with thick, pulsing ropes of cum while groaning into her neck.

Only after my orgasm faded did I realize with a pang of embarrassment that I had finished long before she had.

“Sorry, babe,” I panted, still lying on top of her, trying to catch my breath. “You got me so fucking hot… you pushed me right over the edge.”

Jess let out a soft, amused laugh and ran her fingers through my hair. There was no anger in her voice — only playful authority.

“Don’t be sorry, seriously,” she murmured. “Just get down there and finish the job like a good boy.”

I pushed myself up on shaky arms and slowly slid my softening cock out of her. A thick trickle of my cum immediately began leaking from her well-fucked pussy. I reached down to the floor, grabbing the large black dildo, fully intending to fuck her with it while she rubbed her clit — the combination that almost always made her cum hard and fast.

But before I could even position it, Jess’s hand shot out and grabbed my wrist, stopping me firmly.

“No,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “Not that. I want your tongue on my clit. I’ve missed your mouth so fucking much these past few days. I want you to make me cum, baby. Not a toy. You.”

I hesitated, staring down at her glistening pussy. I had just pumped her full of my load only minutes earlier. The thought of going down on her right now, while I was still leaking out of her, made something twist nervously in my stomach. The bathroom was only a few feet away — I could quickly grab a warm washcloth and clean her up first. It would only take a second.

Just as I started to move, Jess’s grip on my arm tightened, almost painfully.

“Where the hell do you think you’re going?” she demanded, her tone sharp and impatient. “I need my cunt licked now.”

Before I could protest, she was already pulling me down with surprising strength, her fingers tangled in my hair. She guided my face firmly between her thighs until my mouth hovered just inches from her sex.

I looked down.

Her pussy was a beautiful, obscene mess. Jess had always kept herself meticulously shaved except for that tiny, neat little strawberry-blonde patch right above her slit. Now her lips were swollen and puffy from the fucking I’d just given her, flushed a deep pink. Her hole was still slightly open, and a thick, creamy glob of my cum was slowly oozing out, sliding down toward her ass. Her hard little clit peeked out from under its hood, visibly throbbing with need. The scent of our combined juices — her arousal and my seed — was strong, musky, and intoxicating.

I lowered my mouth to her swollen, puffy lips as my hands slid under her firm ass, lifting her hips off the sofa and tilting her dripping mound upward toward my face. I tried to be strategic — staying near the top at first so most of my cum would continue leaking down the crack of her ass onto the cushion below us.

I extended my tongue and pressed it firmly against the top of her clit, circling gently.

“Oh fuck yes, Andrew,” Jess moaned loudly, her voice thick with need. “Oh fuck… your tongue feels so fucking good on my clit. Now stop fucking around and stick it in my pussy. Come on, clean your wife’s filthy little pussy like a good boy.”

Before I could hesitate any longer, Jess grabbed the back of my head with both hands and pulled me down hard, grinding her cum-filled pussy directly against my mouth. The warm, sticky mixture of my load and her juices immediately smeared across my lips and chin. For a split second I almost pulled away — the reality of what she was making me do hitting me like a shock. But then something shifted.

Fuck it, I thought. If this is what she wants…

I opened my mouth wider and pushed my tongue deep inside her creamy hole. The taste was intense — salty, slightly bitter, and mixed with the familiar sweet-tangy flavor of her arousal. It wasn’t unpleasant like I’d feared. It was dirty. Intimate. Raw.

Jess let out a long, throaty moan of pure satisfaction as her fingers tightened in my hair, guiding me exactly where she wanted. Her hips rolled against my face, smearing more of our combined juices over my cheeks and nose. Encouraged by her strong reaction, I grew bolder. I licked and sucked along the entire length of her slit, no longer avoiding the creamy mess, eagerly cleaning her while flicking my tongue back up to her swollen clit.

Within a couple of intense minutes, Jess’s body began to tense. Her thighs clamped around my head as she came hard, crying out loud enough that I genuinely wondered if the neighbors could hear her through the walls.

“Oh my god… yes! Fuck, Andrew!”

This was the first time in my entire life that I had ever tasted cum. Little did I know, the second time would come just a few days later.

Weirdly, the expected wave of guilt and embarrassment never came.

Instead of feeling ashamed after cleaning Jess’s cum-filled pussy with my mouth, I found myself lying beside her on the sofa, strangely calm. Peaceful, even. As she caught her breath and stroked my hair affectionately, I started reflecting on all the years I’d been so hesitant to go down on her after we’d fucked. Why had I always pulled away or rushed off to get a washcloth? It wasn’t like I was tasting another man’s cum — it was mine. And Jess had eagerly swallowed my load hundreds of times over the course of our marriage without hesitation. If she could do that for me, why had I treated going down on her after sex like some kind of taboo?

The more I thought about it, the more I realized how selfish I’d been. There had been so many nights where she didn’t cum first. I’d finish, then disappear to the bathroom, only to return and find the moment had cooled. We’d just cuddle and fall asleep, leaving her unsatisfied. I had been putting my own comfort above her pleasure for years.

That realization settled over me like a quiet vow. From now on, I wouldn’t let hesitation or outdated hang-ups get in the way of getting my wife off. If she wanted my mouth after I’d filled her, I would give it to her willingly. Eagerly.

But what happened next still surprised me so much that it nearly brought everything we’d been building to a sudden, screeching end.


A Few Days Later

One morning, just a few days later, we were in the shower together before work. Jess was on her knees in front of me, the hot water cascading over her body as she sucked my cock with hungry determination. She’d already slicked her finger and worked it deep into my ass almost immediately, massaging my prostate with expert precision. The combination of her warm, wet mouth and that relentless pressure inside me had me on the edge in under a minute.

My fingers tangled tightly in her wet strawberry-blonde hair as I groaned and started pumping thick ropes of cum into her mouth. When my orgasm finally subsided, Jess rose slowly to her feet without saying a word. Before I could even catch my breath, she grabbed the back of my head and pulled me into a deep kiss.

At first I kept my lips pressed tightly shut, but her insistent tongue forced its way inside. That’s when I realized — she hadn’t swallowed any of it. Huge, warm globs of my own cum flooded from her mouth into mine. The taste was overwhelming. I gagged instinctively, trying to pull back, but Jess kept a firm, almost bruising grip on the back of my head, refusing to let me escape. She tilted my head back slightly, letting even more of my load slide down into my mouth.

When she finally broke the kiss just enough to look me in the eyes, her voice was low, commanding, and dripping with authority.

“Swallow it, slut.”

The thick, salty mixture sat heavily at the back of my throat. I was desperate for air. Jess stared at me intently, water streaming down her face.

“Come on, baby,” she cooed, her tone both seductive and threatening. “Swallow it like a good boy, and tonight when you get home I’ll strap on a big dick and fuck your little ass properly. I know that’s what you really want. I know you’ve been fantasizing about your wife bending you over and fucking you. But if you spit it out right now, we drop this whole new path immediately. No more toys. No more fingers. No more talking about any of it. Ever.”

My heart hammered wildly. For a long, tense second I teetered on the edge of panic. Then, with a desperate gulp, I swallowed.

It wasn’t pleasant — salty, slightly bitter, almost chemical — but I forced it down. Jess smiled with genuine satisfaction and kissed me again, softer this time.

The taste lingered in my mouth for the next several hours, a constant, filthy reminder of what I had just done… and what I had agreed to.

Once again, I spent the entire workday in a haze of constant anticipation and arousal. No matter how hard I tried to focus on staff schedules and supplier orders, my mind kept drifting back to the same filthy images. I couldn’t stop picturing Jess with a big rubber cock strapped to her hips, that confident look in her eyes as she prepared to take control. I wondered what it would feel like to have her behind me, gripping my hips and thrusting into me. Would she want me on all fours the first time? Or would she want to look me in the eyes while she fucked me?

By mid-afternoon I gave up trying to fight it. I locked my office door and spent twenty minutes on my phone quietly researching pegging videos. I quickly learned that doggy style wasn’t actually the most common position. The more I watched, the harder I got. I kept wondering if Jess was doing the same research at her conference, secretly planning exactly how she wanted to take me.

I didn’t get home until just after 9 p.m. The house was quiet except for the soft hum of the lights. Jess was waiting at the kitchen table, dressed in a sharp black pantsuit — an unusual choice for her. She wore no makeup at all, and her strawberry-blonde hair was pulled back into a tight, severe bun. She looked professional, powerful… and strangely intimidating.

She stood up as I walked in and pulled me into a firm hug. That’s when I felt it — the unmistakable hardness of the dildo in her pants pressing against my thigh.

After a quick, possessive kiss, Jess looked me straight in the eyes, her voice low and commanding.

“Now baby, I think you need to get down on your knees and suck my dick,” she said calmly. “I really need to be satisfied tonight.”

My own cock instantly throbbed to full hardness in my work pants. Without a word, I dropped to my knees right there on the kitchen floor in front of her. My hands trembled slightly with nervous excitement as I reached up, unbuckled her belt, and pulled her pants down her toned legs.

There it was.

A smooth, seven-inch dark pink dildo was strapped tightly to her body with a sturdy black harness. It was noticeably thinner than my own cock, which was strangely reassuring. It didn’t look like a realistic penis — no veins, no heavy balls — just a sleek, slightly curved shape designed for pleasure.

I leaned forward and took the smooth, dark pink head of the dildo into my mouth. For a strange moment, my mind flashed back to sucking on those long, skinny Bomb Pops I used to eat as a kid on hot summer days. The silicone had a faint salted caramel taste, probably from the lube Jess had applied, and it made my mouth water unexpectedly.

Within seconds I was bobbing my head, taking more of it with each pass, really getting into the act. The kitchen filled with wet, obscene sounds as I sucked my wife’s cock with growing enthusiasm. Above me, Jess let out a deep, satisfied moan and ran her fingers through my hair.

“My god, you really are a good little dick sucker, aren’t you, baby?” she purred, her voice thick with arousal and amusement.

“Mmmph,” I moaned around the shaft in agreement, the vibration making her hips twitch.

Jess’s grip tightened gently in my hair. “Why don’t you take me all the way down your throat for me? Get it nice and deep… then I’ll take you upstairs and fuck you properly.”

I wasn’t sure I could do it. I’d always been amazed at how some women could suppress their gag reflex so easily. As I pushed forward and felt the head of the dildo pressing against the back of my throat, I immediately gagged, my eyes watering.

“Relax, slut,” Jess said firmly, but not unkindly. “Just relax your throat. Or I’ll grab your head and jam it down there nice and hard. Open up… let it slide back. Don’t fight it.”

I took a slow breath through my nose and tried to relax. Inch by inch, I worked the smooth cock deeper, fighting my body’s natural resistance until I felt it slip past the tight ring in my throat. The fullness was intense and strange.

“That’s it, baby,” Jess groaned with clear pride. “Yeah… deepthroat my dick like a good little whore. Get it nice and slick so I can fuck you.”

Emboldened by her praise, I began sliding back and forth again, taking the strap-on deeper each time. It moved in and out of my throat with relative ease now, wet and slippery. The sensation was incredibly weird — dirty, humiliating, and yet wildly exhilarating at the same time. My face was flushed, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes, but my own cock was throbbing so hard it almost hurt. It stood painfully erect, twitching and leaking precum onto the kitchen floor. I was so turned on I genuinely thought the faintest touch might make me explode.

“Let’s get you up to bed then, baby,” Jess said, her voice husky with excitement. “I’m going to fuck you senseless.”

She took my hand firmly and led me upstairs to our bedroom. My heart was hammering so hard I could hear it in my ears. Once inside, I quickly stripped off my clothes, my cock still painfully hard and leaking. Jess stood in front of me, looking powerful and incredibly sexy in just the strap-on harness. She gave me a firm push, sending me falling back onto the bed.

I lay there watching her as she slowly peeled off her top and bra, revealing her beautiful, firm 34D breasts. They sat high and perky on her chest, nipples already stiff with arousal. Now she was completely naked except for the dark pink cock jutting out from between her hips. She reached down and adjusted something in the harness. A low, steady hum filled the room as the built-in vibrator came to life. Jess’s eyes fluttered and her cheeks flushed with immediate pleasure.

“I’m going to go nice and slow for you, slut,” she said softly, her voice caring but commanding. “But you have to tell me if it hurts, okay?”

“I will,” I promised, my voice already shaky with nerves and desire.

She moved to the side of the bed. “Scootch up.”

I shifted higher so my ass was right at the edge, my legs dangling off. I opened my thighs for her, feeling incredibly exposed and vulnerable. Jess stepped between my spread legs, her fake cock sliding alongside my own throbbing erection. The sight of our cocks rubbing together was surreal and intensely erotic.

She leaned over me, her full breasts pressing against my chest, and gave me a deep, passionate kiss. Our tongues danced as her strap-on cock rubbed and teased against mine. The kiss lasted a full minute, slow and intimate, full of love and filthy promise.

When she finally pulled back, her face was flushed and her breathing heavy. She looked down at me with serious, lust-filled eyes.

“God, this is so fucking hot, Andrew,” she whispered. “You’re sure you want to do this, right? Because I don’t know if things will ever be the same once we try this.”

I looked up at my beautiful, confident wife, my heart full of nervous excitement and trust.

“I really want this, Jessica,” I said clearly. “I want my wife to fuck me.”

Jess reached for the small bottle of lube on the nightstand, squeezed a generous amount onto her palm, and began rubbing it slowly over the dark pink shaft of her strap-on. The wet, slick sounds filled the bedroom. She then moved her slick hand between my spread cheeks, coating my tight hole thoroughly. I had to fight with everything I had not to cum right then and there as her slippery fingers brushed teasingly against my painfully full balls and the sensitive skin behind them.

Without a word, Jess lifted my legs higher, folding me almost in half. The position left me completely exposed — ass up, cock twitching against my stomach, utterly vulnerable. A rush of nervous excitement flooded through me. What if it hurts? What if she gets too rough? This wasn’t like the toys I had controlled myself. This was my wife towering over me, completely in charge. She held all the power now, and the realization sent a shiver through my body.

I felt the cold, slippery tip of the dildo slide between my ass cheeks, pressing firmly against my taint.

“A little lower,” I whispered, my voice hoarse with anticipation.

Jess gripped the base of the pink cock with one hand, adjusting her aim. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, watching my every reaction.

“There?” she asked softly.

I felt the blunt head of the dildo pressing directly against my tight asshole now, poised and ready.

“Yeah… there,” I breathed.

Jess started to move her hips in tiny, careful thrusts. I gasped sharply as the slick head of the dildo finally penetrated me. She stopped immediately, with barely an inch inside, watching my face closely. We were both breathing hard and fast, our chests rising and falling in sync, hearts pounding wildly.

I looked up at her and gave a small, eager nod.

She pushed forward again, sliding two more inches into me… then three. I squirmed beneath her, letting out an involuntary little yelp as my body stretched around the invading cock. The sensation was so much more intense and real than anything I’d experienced with my own toys. This wasn’t cold silicone in my hand — this was my wife, my beautiful Jessica, looking down at me with lust-filled dark green eyes while her firm 34D breasts swayed gently above me with every movement. The visual combined with the deep fullness made everything far more vivid and overwhelming.

“It’s alright,” I panted. “It’s good… Yes, yes. Come on, Jess. Fuck me.”

Encouraged by my words, she began moving her hips with long, slow, deliberate strokes. She was still learning the rhythm though, and she accidentally pulled completely out of me a couple of times before she got used to exactly how far she could withdraw before pushing back in. Each time she re-entered me, I felt a fresh wave of intense pleasure-pain ripple through my body.

Soon I was moaning openly, my whole body trembling and spasming with every thrust. The deep, full sensation of being fucked by my wife was unlike anything I had ever felt. As I stared up at her pretty face, flushed with arousal, I could see her own pleasure building. The small hidden vibrator inside the harness was clearly working against her clit, making her bite her lower lip and breathe heavier with each stroke.

Her rhythm soon grew faster and more urgent as the little vibrator against her clit pulled her rapidly toward the edge. I started bucking my hips up to meet her thrusts, desperately taking her deeper, fucking myself on my wife’s strap-on cock like I had completely lost control.

“Oh god… holy fuck, fuck, fuck, YES!” I cried out, my voice raw. “That’s it, Jess! Fuck me harder! My God, you feel so fucking good inside me!”

Jess’s face was flushed, her perky breasts bouncing with every powerful thrust. Her dark green eyes were wild with lust as she drove into me.

“Holy fuck, Andrew… fuck, I’m going to— unghhhhhhhh!”

Her body suddenly tensed above me. She slammed deep into my ass and came hard, moaning loudly as the orgasm ripped through her. The sight of my strong, sexually liberated wife cumming while buried inside me was too much. A second later, I passed the point of no return.

My cock erupted without any touch at all. Thick, powerful ropes of cum shot across my chest and stomach in heavy spurts. The first few even reached my neck and face. My whole body convulsed beneath her as wave after wave of the most intense orgasm of my life tore through me, my ass clenching rhythmically around her thrusting dildo.

When the last tremors finally faded, Jess collapsed on top of me, both of us panting and slick with sweat. She immediately began kissing my face tenderly, licking and cleaning her husband’s cum off my skin with soft, loving strokes of her tongue. Then she moved down and kissed me deeply on the mouth, sharing the taste of my own release.

She pulled back just enough to look into my eyes, her expression a mixture of awe, satisfaction, and something deeper.

“Holy fuck, baby,” she whispered breathlessly. “Seriously, that was insane. What the hell did we just discover?”


Transformation

Over the next two or three months, our sex life transformed completely. We dove headfirst into our newfound obsessions: pegging, cum kissing, and creampie cleanup. What started as nervous experimentation quickly became the center of our intimate world.

Some evenings I’d come home from work and find Jess waiting in her sharp pantsuit, the unmistakable bulge of her strap-on visible beneath the fabric. The moment I saw it, my cock would twitch and my stomach would flutter with submissive excitement. I knew exactly how the night would go — I’d end up bent over or on my back, taking her cock deep in my ass while she moaned above me.

Other nights, if she was relaxing on the sofa in a short skirt and heels, the energy shifted. I’d fuck her hard and deep, and if I couldn’t make her cum with my cock, I’d immediately drop to my knees and worship her creampie-filled pussy with my tongue until she came. If I did perform well and made her orgasm first, she’d reward me by sucking me off with incredible skill, then kiss me deeply, pushing every drop of my cum back into my mouth for us to share.

On weekends, the routine became even more indulgent. I’d fuck her passionately, and the moment I filled her, I’d slide down between her thighs and clean her thoroughly with my mouth. Afterward, Jess would strap on her cock and return the favor, fucking me until I was shaking and whimpering with pleasure.

With every week that passed, our orgasms grew more intense. We were completely devoted to each other’s pleasure, constantly learning new ways to push one another’s limits and deepen our connection. The trust between us felt stronger than ever.

A few weeks into our exploration, Jess surprised me with a new strap-on dildo. This one was much more realistic — thicker, with a prominent bulbous head, raised veins running down the shaft, and a heavy pair of balls at the base. It looked and felt far more like a real cock than anything we’d used before.

I won’t lie — it took some serious practice to take it all the way down my throat without gagging. But once I adjusted, the sensation of that thicker, veined cock sliding into my ass was absolutely mind-blowing. The extra girth put exquisite, constant pressure on my prostate, turning every thrust into something electric. Whenever Jess fucked me with it, my orgasms became almost violently powerful — hands-free explosions that left me trembling, breathless, and completely drained.

I was also discovering new positions that pushed my submission even deeper. One of my favorites quickly became straddling Jess and riding her cowgirl style. Lowering myself onto her thick strap-on, I could control the pace, depth, and angle completely. It felt incredibly vulnerable and slutty — bouncing up and down on my wife’s cock while she lay beneath me, watching my face with hungry, satisfied eyes. This position also let me stroke my own cock at the same time. I loved riding her harder and faster until I finally exploded, shooting thick ropes of cum across her perky tits, her neck, and sometimes even up onto her beautiful face while she moaned in approval.

But the next major step in our journey came completely by chance.

We’d been forced to cool things down for a few days while our daughter Gemma was home from college for the weekend. The house felt too risky, too exposed. By Monday night, I was feeling especially horny and needy. I hadn’t been pegged in several days, and the constant low-level ache of denial had left me restless and distracted all evening.

It was just before 9pm when my phone buzzed on the coffee table. A text from Jess.

Jess: Sorry babe, going to be a little longer than I thought. Still trying to close this deal, but he’s being really stubborn.

Andrew: No worries, baby. I’m super horny for you though. I’ll stay up until you get home.

Jess: LOL. I think you and him both!

Andrew: ?

Jess: Oh, he’s been flirting with me pretty heavily all night. He keeps putting his hand on my leg under the table. He even straight-up suggested we go up to his room for a “nightcap” so we could seal the deal. Don’t worry though, I’m sure it’s just the alcohol talking.

Andrew: What a prick.

Jess: Yeah, but a rich, well-connected prick with a massive account. I’ve gotta play nice. The commission on this one would easily cover that Europe trip we’ve been dreaming about.

Andrew: What a rich prick.

Jess: LOL

Andrew: Is he cute? I mean, I guess that makes it better… or is he some gross old dude?

Jess: You sure you want to know?

Andrew: Wow. That good looking, huh?

Jess: Urm… kinda like a black James Bond.

I stared at my phone, reading her message twice. A strange heat flushed through my body. Black James Bond. The image that flashed through my mind — tall, confident, handsome, powerful — made my already hard cock twitch in my pants.

Andrew: Well, if that’s the case, I know the perfect toy to use on you when you get home tonight, then 😉

Jess: Stop it. You’re making me so wet.

Andrew: Yeah, well you’re making my cock so hard. So if you’re gonna fuck this guy, at least bring him back here so I can watch.

I laughed to myself as I sent the last message, shaking my head. It was obviously a joke. A filthy, over-the-top joke to match the energy of our dirty texting. I leaned back on the sofa and waited for her reply, smirking.

A minute passed. Then two. Then five.

No response. I figured Mr. “Black James Bond” must have returned from the bathroom and she’d had to put her phone away. I tried to focus on the TV, but my mind kept drifting back to the conversation. The image of my wife flirting with a handsome, well-built black man refused to leave my head.

About thirty minutes later, my phone finally lit up again.

Jess: We’re on our way home. Be there in 15.

We?

My thumbs hovered over the keyboard, ready to type a reply. I almost sent “Wait… what do you mean ‘we’?” but deleted it immediately. My heart was pounding hard against my ribs.

Surely it’s just a typo, I told myself. Or she’s just teasing me back for my joke. But the longer I sat there staring at that single word, the more I realized I was lying to myself. Deep down, I knew I hadn’t really been joking when I told her to bring him home. And I was almost certain Jess wasn’t joking either.

If I wanted to stop this, I had to tell her right now — in clear, unmistakable terms — that I didn’t want her bringing this man home. But the honest truth was… I did want it. After all the hours Jess and I had spent watching threesome porn, after all the pegging and dirty talk and boundary-pushing we’d done, a dark, forbidden curiosity had taken root inside me.

This might be my only real chance to experience it in person.

If I shut it down now, the opportunity would probably vanish forever.

It was now or never.

I took a deep, shaky breath and typed:

Andrew: I can’t wait to meet Mr. Bond

The moment I hit send, a powerful mix of fear, excitement, and arousal flooded through me. My cock was throbbing painfully in my pants. I barely had time to set my phone down before it buzzed again with her reply.

The next message I received nearly made me cum in my pants the second I read it.

It was a photo taken in the back seat of the Uber.

A large, dark hand rested possessively on my wife’s milky white thigh. Her skirt had been hiked up high, bunched around her hips, revealing the lacy edge of her panties. His thick fingers were only inches away from her pussy. The contrast between his dark skin and her pale flesh made my stomach tighten with a strange, electric jolt.

Andrew: Mmmmmm, is he making you feel good, babe?

A few seconds later, another message arrived. This one hit me like a freight train.

It was a photo clearly taken by him. Jess had his very large black cock between her lips, her beautiful dark green eyes looking straight up at the camera with a mix of lust and mischief. At the very top of the frame, you could see the Uber driver watching them intently in the rearview mirror, unable to look away.

The image was raw, filthy, and undeniable.

It was too much.

My balls suddenly tightened hard. A powerful, uncontrollable orgasm ripped through me without any physical touch at all. Thick spurts of cum flooded into my boxers in heavy waves as I stood frozen in the living room. I dropped my phone onto the tile floor with a clatter. My knees nearly buckled from the intensity of it.

When the last spasms finally faded, I stood there in stunned silence, breathing hard, my underwear soaked and warm with my own cum. The overwhelming mix of emotions that crashed over me was impossible to describe — the most intense arousal I had ever felt in my life, tangled together with the deepest, most humiliating embarrassment I had ever known.

My wife was in the back of an Uber with a well-hung black man, sucking his cock on the way home… and I had just cum hands-free from a single photo.

Shaking slightly, I picked up my phone and slowly walked upstairs to clean myself up before they arrived.

Once I’d cleaned myself up with some wet wipes and changed into a fresh pair of boxers, I went downstairs and sat on the small couch in the living room. My heart was still racing. No more messages came from Jess. I was left alone with my swirling thoughts for the next ten or fifteen agonizing minutes — a chaotic mix of panic, overwhelming arousal, and nervous anticipation.

Finally, headlights swept across the front windows as a car pulled into our driveway. A minute later, I heard the unmistakable sound of keys turning in the front door.

The door swung open.

I got my first real look at Mr. Bond as he and Jess practically stumbled inside, their lips locked in a hungry, passionate kiss. His arms were wrapped tightly around her body, pulling her close. He was undeniably handsome — easily six-foot-two, with a powerful, athletic build that filled out his dark grey Armani suit perfectly. His hair was cut in a sharp, close fade. I couldn’t see much of his face because he was completely focused on my wife, devouring her mouth as if they were the only two people in the world.

They didn’t even glance in my direction.

Without breaking their kiss, they turned toward the stairs. Jess let out a soft, eager moan and jumped up into his arms, wrapping her legs around his waist. He caught her effortlessly, his large hands gripping her ass as he started carrying her up the stairs. The sight of my wife clinging to this tall, dominant black man, her skirt riding up her thighs, was burned into my brain instantly.

I stood up on shaky legs, closed the front door, and locked it. I quickly peeked outside to see if any neighbors had noticed, but the street was quiet — only the Uber’s taillights disappearing down the road.

I followed them upstairs slowly, each step feeling heavier than the last. My mind was reeling. I hadn’t been sure exactly what to expect when they arrived. Maybe an awkward conversation in the living room? A drink to ease the tension? Some kind of discussion about how this would work?

But that clearly wasn’t what this was.

This wasn’t a threesome.

This was a full-on cuckolding.

Suddenly, it all made sense.

That particular theme had been appearing more and more often in the amateur videos Jess had been choosing for us lately. Now that I thought about it, the majority of what she selected featured white wives passionately fucking well-hung black men — usually while the husband sat quietly in the corner watching, then cleaned up the mess afterward. I couldn’t deny that I had enjoyed those scenes. I’d even told Jess how incredibly hot I found them. But that was different. That was just fantasy. Other people on a screen.

This was real. This was happening to me, in my own house, in my own bedroom.

By the time I reached the top of the stairs, my cock was rock hard again. I could barely believe it. I had cum hard just fifteen minutes earlier, yet here I was, throbbing and leaking in my boxers. Normally it took me at least an hour to recover — something that used to frustrate Jess to no end. But tonight my body was betraying me in the most humiliating and exciting way possible.

I paused in the doorway of our bedroom.

Jess was already lying on her back on our bed, her blouse wide open with several buttons scattered across the hardwood floor. Her bra had been yanked down roughly, exposing her beautiful, firm 34D breasts and rock-hard pink nipples. She looked incredibly sexy and wild.

She glanced over at me for a brief second and gave me a small, knowing smile. Then she pointed silently to the small armchair in the corner of the room — the one we rarely used. The message was crystal clear.

As soon as I registered her instruction, she turned her full attention back to Mr. Bond, who was rapidly stripping out of his expensive suit, his powerful dark body being revealed piece by piece.

He had already shrugged his shirt off his broad shoulders, revealing a heavily muscled, dark black back that flexed with every movement. As he bent slightly to push his boxers down, my eyes widened. Even from behind, I could see the impressive length of his thick, heavy cock dangling softly between his powerful thighs. It was bigger than mine when completely soft.

I moved quietly toward the chair in the corner, almost in a trance. Shane reached down and roughly pulled Jess’s skirt up around her waist, exposing her toned ass and thighs. With his other hand, he hooked his fingers into her panties and yanked them down her legs in one smooth motion, revealing her smooth, already glistening pussy.

Jess let out a soft, eager moan and willingly spread her legs wider for him, offering herself completely. I watched, frozen, as her small white hand reached down and wrapped around his thick black cock. She began stroking him slowly, her fingers barely able to close around his growing girth.

“I want you to fuck me with that massive black cock, Shane,” she said, her voice dripping with lust. Her eyes flicked toward me for just a moment before returning to him. “I want you to show my husband how a real man fucks a little slut like me.”

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. They were taken almost word-for-word from one of the interracial videos we had watched together the previous week. Hearing her say them in our own bedroom — while she stroked another man’s cock — made my own dick throb painfully in my boxers.

Shane — who I still couldn’t help thinking of as Mr. Bond — pushed Jess’s left leg back firmly, folding her until her knee was nearly touching her ear. The position left her completely open and exposed. He leaned down and kissed her deeply, passionately, as his heavy cock pressed against her dripping pussy lips.

From my chair in the corner, I had the perfect view. I was genuinely stunned by how much bigger he looked in person compared to the photo Jess had sent and even the largest dildos we’d played with. His cock had to be at least eight inches long, possibly more, but it was the thickness that truly shocked me. Even as he approached full hardness, his thick black shaft with its swollen purple head looked almost twice as wide as mine. The contrast between his dark, powerful cock and my wife’s pale, delicate pussy was overwhelming.

A deep wave of inadequacy washed over me as I sat there watching. I suddenly felt small. Pathetic, even.

Shane didn’t use his hands at all. He simply shifted his hips with practiced confidence until the fat head of his cock nestled right against her slick entrance. He held himself there, teasing her, letting the anticipation build. I could see Jess’s body trembling with need, her breathing fast and shallow.

Then he broke the kiss. Jess’s eyes immediately flicked over to me.

Our gazes locked for a brief, charged moment.

But Shane wasn’t having it. He grabbed her chin firmly and turned her face back toward him.

“What are you looking at?” he said, his deep voice low and authoritative. “I’m the one fucking you, not him. You look at me, not your husband.”

Jess’s eyes widened slightly, then softened with lust as she obediently locked her gaze onto his. The power dynamic in the room had shifted completely.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I reached down, pulled my painfully hard cock out of my boxers, and began stroking myself slowly, my eyes glued to the sight of my wife about to be fucked by another man.

They held that intense gaze for what felt like an eternity. Shane seemed to be deliberately daring her to look away — to look at me. But Jess didn’t. She stayed locked onto his eyes, completely captivated.

Then, slowly, he pushed his hips forward.

I watched, mesmerized and breathless, as the thick head of his black cock spread her pussy lips wide and sank the first couple of inches inside her. Her tight pink folds stretched obscenely around his massive girth. From where I sat, I could clearly see how completely filled she already was, and he wasn’t even halfway in yet.

Jess didn’t speak at first. She just let out a long, shuddering sigh of pure pleasure.

“Holy fuck… it’s so big,” she moaned as he continued pushing deeper, feeding inch after thick inch into her eager cunt. “Jesus, Shane… it’s so fucking big…”

He didn’t rush. He took his time, savoring every moment as he buried himself completely until his heavy balls rested against her ass. I slowed my stroking to a crawl, desperately trying not to cum again too soon. The shame from earlier still burned in my chest — cumming in my pants without even touching myself, and now sitting here with my much smaller cock in my hand while this well-hung black man stretched my wife in ways I never could.

But the look on Jess’s face… God, it was breathtaking.

Pure bliss. Her dark green eyes were half-lidded, her pouty lips parted, her cheeks flushed. She looked happier and more sexually satisfied than I had ever seen her in our entire marriage. My wife was lying on our bed with another man’s cock buried deep inside her, and she was loving it.

And the worst — or best — part was that my rock-hard erection proved I loved it too.

Shane smiled down at her with arrogant confidence. Without moving his hips at all, he reached down and began rubbing slow, firm circles over her swollen clit with his thumb. The effect was almost immediate.

Jess’s breathing grew faster and shallower. Her body tensed. Then, with a long, primal scream that echoed through our bedroom, she came violently. Her pussy spasmed and clenched around his thick black cock as a powerful stream of clear liquid suddenly shot out from her, splashing across Shane’s chiseled abs and dripping down onto the sheets.

I couldn’t believe my eyes.

My wife had just squirted for the very first time in her life.

We had tried for months to make it happen — with toys, with my fingers, with everything we could think of — but we had never succeeded.

Until now.

As soon as Jess finished cumming, Shane started fucking her again. He moved with slow, deep, deliberate strokes, letting her feel every thick inch as he withdrew almost completely before sliding back into her stretched pussy.

Her moans returned instantly, raw and needy. Her hands slid down his muscular back and grabbed his firm ass, pulling him harder into her with every thrust, desperate for more. Shane gradually picked up speed, and Jess’s moans grew louder and more desperate along with his rhythm.

“Fuck, Shane… your big cock feels so fucking good inside me,” she cried out, her voice breaking with pleasure. “Oh my god, my husband doesn’t even come close to making me feel like this. Oh fuck yes… please don’t stop! Please don’t stop fucking me! You’re going to make me cum again! Fuck me, Shane! Fuck me harder with that big black cock and fill me with your cum!”

The words hit me like a whip. Hearing my wife openly compare me to him while she was getting fucked on our bed sent a fresh wave of humiliating arousal through me.

Shane growled with satisfaction. He grabbed her other leg and folded it back behind her head, lifting her hips completely off the mattress. The new angle allowed him to slam into her with powerful, forceful strokes. The wet, obscene sound of his heavy balls slapping against her ass filled the room. Jess’s screams grew louder and more broken with every thrust.

I watched, stroking myself slowly, as her second orgasm crashed over her. Her entire body convulsed violently beneath him. Her pussy clenched and spasmed hard around his thick cock, milking him relentlessly. I saw the subtle change in Shane’s face — his jaw tightening, his eyes narrowing — and I knew instantly that she was pulling him right to the edge with her.

A few moments later, Shane started grunting deeply, then let out a long, primal groan that almost sounded like a growl. His powerful body tensed above my wife. After about ten seconds of hard, erratic thrusts, I watched in stunned fascination as thick streams of his white cum began to seep out around his thick black cock, leaking from Jess’s stretched pussy.

The sight was too much for me.

I came hard for the second time that night — again without touching myself. My cock pulsed and spurted weakly into my boxers as I watched another man fill my wife with his load.

Shane stayed buried deep inside her for another minute, kissing her passionately, their tongues intertwining as if they were lovers. When he finally pulled out and stood up, a large gush of his cum poured from Jess’s well-fucked hole. She looked over at me with a truly wicked, devilish smile and pointed first at me, then down at her sloppy, cum-filled pussy.

No words were needed.

I practically fell out of the chair and buried my face between her thighs. For the first time in my life, I tasted another man’s cum. It was potent — much thicker, more bitter, and stronger than my own. I had to fight a powerful gag reflex at the first strong taste, but I pushed through it. Soon I was eagerly licking and sucking his load from her swollen pussy while Jess moaned above me, her hands gently guiding my head.

“Should I come back tomorrow, Jess?” Shane asked casually as he started getting dressed.

“Oh my God, yes! Yes, you fucking should!” Jess screamed, her voice breaking. At that exact moment, her third orgasm of the night crashed over her from my tongue on her clit. I couldn’t tell whether she was screaming from the pleasure or answering him. Later, I learned it was both.

Shane chuckled as he pulled on his shirt. “Tomorrow, he can lick your pussy while I’m fucking you. That way he can see up close why you’ll never be satisfied with his little white dick again.”

I kept licking her through the humiliation, my face covered in their combined juices, as I heard Shane’s heavy footsteps going down the stairs. The front door opened and closed. The entire encounter — from the moment they walked in the door to him leaving — had taken no more than fifteen minutes.

Jess was still panting when she finally looked down at me with soft, loving eyes.

“Oh my god, Andrew… holy fuck, your tongue feels so good. Now please come up here and fuck me. I need my husband to fuck me.”

Jess and I made love afterward — slow, tender, and intimate. I came inside her a few minutes later, and we fell asleep wrapped in each other’s arms, both exhausted and emotionally overwhelmed.

Mr. Bond — Shane — did return the next night, just as promised.

This time, Jess positioned herself on all fours directly above me on the bed. I lay on my back beneath her as she lowered her pussy toward my face. While Shane fucked her hard from behind, I licked and sucked on her swollen clit, watching in extreme close-up as his thick black cock stretched her pussy with every powerful thrust. Jess came repeatedly, shaking and screaming, her juices and his precum dripping onto my face as I worshipped her.

When Shane was finally ready to cum, he made it very clear. He pulled his cock out of her and aimed it at her pussy first, covering her folds with thick ropes of his load. Then he shifted forward and pointed his still spurting cock directly at my face.

I squeezed my eyes shut as the warm, sticky liquid began landing on my skin and lips.

“Open up,” he ordered firmly.

I obeyed nervously, parting my lips. The last few heavy drops of his cum landed on my tongue. Before I could fully process the strong, bitter taste, I felt the heavy head of his cock press against my mouth.

I opened wider and began sucking him. I cleaned the mixture of his cum and Jess’s pussy juices from his thick shaft as best I could, though I struggled to take more than the head into my mouth. Jess had done a far better job in the Uber photo the night before.

As I struggled to please him with my mouth, Jess lowered her head and took my cock between her lips, sucking me with wild abandon. It only took a minute before I exploded in her mouth with one of the most powerful orgasms of my life. I could feel my cum spilling from the corners of her lips and dripping down onto the bed below us.

When my orgasm finally faded, Shane pulled his cock from my mouth, got off the bed, and started dressing.

“Tomorrow night is my last in town for a while, Jess,” he said casually. “Should I come back so we can finish our business?”

“Oh god, yes,” Jess moaned breathlessly. “Yes, please do.”

I was too mentally and physically drained to make love to Jess afterward. We simply lay together in each other’s arms and fell asleep a few minutes after he left.


Asserting His Power

On the third night, Mr. Bond wasted no time asserting his dominance.

He ordered me down onto my knees right in front of him in the middle of our bedroom. Jess sat on the edge of the bed watching with hungry eyes as I nervously took his heavy black cock into my mouth. Even though Jess had been pegging me regularly, she had never used her biggest dildo on me. The real thing was significantly thicker and heavier. It took real effort to stretch my jaw wide enough to take him properly.

Once I managed to open my mouth far enough, Shane didn’t wait. He grabbed the back of my head with both hands and thrust forward, driving his massive cock straight down my throat. I gagged hard at first, my eyes watering as he started fucking my face with long, steady strokes. All I could do was focus on breathing through my nose and trying not to choke.

But the more I relaxed my throat, the easier it became. The humiliating, degrading rhythm of being used like this started to feel strangely intoxicating.

“Does this little cuck take it up his ass, Jess?” Shane asked casually, still sliding his thick cock between my lips.

I let out a muffled, fearful “Mmmph!” as my own cock twitched and hardened even more painfully. My heart was racing with a potent mix of terror and shameful excitement. I honestly wasn’t sure if I was ready for this.

Jess answered for me, her voice thick with arousal. “Well, I’ve been pegging the little bitch for over a month now, but never with anything close to the size of your cock. He’s never taken a real cock before.”

Shane let out a deep, satisfied chuckle. He pulled his cock from my mouth with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting my lips to his glistening shaft.

“Grab me a condom, please, babe,” he told Jess. Then he looked down at me with commanding eyes. “And you — get on the bed. I want you to get your wife ready for me with that eager tongue while I fuck this little cuck ass.”

I watched as Jess walked over to our nightstand and pulled out a sealed box of Magnum condoms. I had no idea when she had bought them or how long they’d been sitting there, waiting for this exact moment. She took one out and handed it to Shane while I continued working my lips and tongue around his thick black cock. His low, deep moans of pleasure were strangely intoxicating. They made me suck him even more eagerly, desperate to please him, even as he tore open the condom wrapper.

Jess lay back on the bed, propping herself up with a couple of pillows so she could watch everything. She spread her legs wide, putting her glistening pussy on full display for both of us.

“Turn over and lick your little slut wife’s pussy, cuck,” Shane ordered.

I released his cock from my mouth with surprising reluctance and crawled onto the bed. I moved between Jess’s spread thighs and looked up at her beautiful face, but her eyes were already locked hungrily on Shane. I lowered my mouth to her soaked pussy and began licking her with long, devoted strokes.

As I did, I instinctively lifted my ass higher into the air. The realization of what was about to happen hit me like a wave. I was terrified of the pain I might feel — Shane was so much thicker than any toy Jess had used on me. But beneath the fear was a dark, shameful excitement I couldn’t deny. I wanted this. I wanted to feel him inside me.

I felt his fingers rubbing cool lube around my tight asshole, circling and pressing gently. A few seconds later, the fat head of his condom-covered cock pressed firmly against my hole. I tried to focus entirely on Jess’s clit, flicking and sucking it frantically as my hands gripped her ass cheeks.

Then Shane started pushing.

It felt enormous — much bigger than anything I’d taken before. There was intense pressure and discomfort at first, but surprisingly no sharp pain. He held still with just the head and an inch or two inside me, letting me adjust. Then he slapped my ass hard and pushed deeper.

“Ohhhhhhhhh fuck,” I moaned loudly into Jess’s pussy, the sound vibrating against her clit.

“Yeah, fuck my husband’s ass with that massive dick, Shane,” Jess moaned encouragingly. “Fuck him until he can’t even walk straight tomorrow.”

As Shane started sliding in and out of me, long and deep, my mind seemed to detach from my body. The overwhelming blend of burning pleasure, sharp pain, crushing humiliation, and pure submissive satisfaction completely short-circuited my thoughts. It felt like some kind of fever dream — filthy, surreal, and intensely arousing.

I have no idea how long he fucked me. Time lost all meaning. But I know I made Jess cum at least three times with my tongue while he pounded my ass. The final orgasm for me was the strangest and most powerful of the night. I came without anyone touching my cock — hands-free — shooting thick ropes of cum all over our comforter as I screamed in pure ecstasy, bucking back desperately against Shane’s thick cock like a slut in heat.

When the last spasms finally faded, Jess’s voice cut through the haze.

“Get back in your chair,” she ordered breathlessly. “I want him to fuck my pussy now.”

Still shaking, I obeyed and returned to the armchair in the corner. I watched as Shane rolled the condom off his massive, glistening black cock and positioned himself between my wife’s spread legs. He pushed into her in one smooth, powerful stroke.

I glanced at the clock and couldn’t believe it — they had been going at it for well over an hour. Jess came repeatedly, almost every few minutes, her body shaking and her voice growing hoarse from screaming. Through it all, Shane maintained incredible control. He would slow down or pull out completely whenever he got too close, rubbing her clit with his thumb until she was begging him to fill her again.

Finally, after a long, brutal session that left both of them drenched in sweat and panting, Shane pulled out of her one last time and laid his heavy, throbbing cock across her stomach.

“You want this back in your cunt?” he asked, his voice deep and commanding.

“Fuck yes,” Jess begged shamelessly, her hips twitching with need.

“Then tell me,” he said, staring down at her, “is it my cunt or your husband’s?”

Jess didn’t even hesitate. Her dark green eyes were glazed with lust as she answered:

“It’s yours, Shane.”

“And what if I decide I don’t want to share it with your husband anymore?” Shane asked, his voice low and serious as he held his thick cock just above her dripping pussy. “Will you keep this pretty little cunt just for me?”

Jess’s eyes widened with lust and something deeper. “Yes… yes, I will. Now please, put your cock back in my pussy!”

Shane didn’t move. He stared down at her with intense, commanding eyes.

“I’m serious, Jess. I don’t just mean when I’m in town. I don’t want that little cuck putting his cock inside you unless I specifically tell him he can. Do you understand?”

Jess was breathing hard, her body trembling with need beneath him. There was only the briefest pause before she answered.

“Yes, Shane… I understand.”

“Okay,” he said, a satisfied smile spreading across his face. “I know you still love him. I’m fine with that. You can keep pegging him to show him that love. But this pussy… this belongs to me now.”

“Oh fuck… okay,” Jess moaned, completely surrendering. “Your dick is the only one I want, Shane.”

Satisfied with her answer, Shane pushed his thick black cock back inside her in one powerful stroke. Jess came almost instantly, her back arching off the bed as a sharp cry of pleasure tore from her throat.

“Fuck your little white slut! Fuck, Shane… you’re incredible!”

Jess wrapped her arms tightly around Shane’s broad back and dug her nails deep into his skin. He let out a loud, almost animalistic groan as her nails raked down his back. His massive body tensed, and then his own powerful orgasm hit. I watched as he buried himself as deep as possible inside my wife and flooded her with his cum.

Even just listening to their raw, possessive exchange had somehow made me rock hard again. My cock throbbed painfully between my legs. I told myself I would save this load for Jess after Shane left. Deep down, I still believed she couldn’t possibly be serious about not letting me fuck her anymore. That was just dirty talk… right?

Shane eventually finished, pulled out slowly, and stood up. His huge black cock hung heavy and glistening between his powerful thighs. He looked over at me with a smirk.

“Well, what are you waiting for, cuck? Get in there and clean her up.”

I moved quickly between Jess’s spread legs and buried my face in her freshly fucked pussy. The thick, warm load of another man’s cum poured out of her as I licked and sucked it eagerly from her gaping hole.

Shane watched us for a moment while getting dressed, then spoke with calm authority.

“I’ll be back in town at the end of the month, and I think I’m going to bring a couple of my friends to have a go on my new whore’s little cunt. Until then, you are not to have anything in this pussy. I want you nice and tight and fresh for me. Understand?”

“Anything you want, Shane,” Jess moaned, her voice dripping with submission. “As long as I get to feel your dick again.”

She came hard on my tongue as she said it, her thighs trembling around my head.

Shane nodded with satisfaction. “I’ll send over that paperwork for our business deal. It might be late when I get back to the office.” He paused at the door and looked back at us. “Your husband is such a perfect cum-slut cuck. It’s rare and beautiful to find one so naturally gifted. Make sure you treat him exactly like what he is.”

A few minutes later, I heard the front door open and then close firmly behind him.

I moved up between Jess’s legs, my painfully hard cock in my hand. I pressed the head against her still-gaping, cum-slick pussy, desperate to finally fuck my own wife.

But Jess looked up at me with tired, satisfied eyes and let out a soft sigh.

“Not right now, baby. I’m pretty worn out after that.”


Endurance

Over the next month, I learned just how serious Jess was about her new rules.

The very next night, when I tried to initiate sex with her, she gently but firmly pushed me away. When I pressed the issue, she looked at me with a playful but steely grin.

“Remember, baby… it was you who asked for this,” she said sweetly, before rolling over and turning on the TV.

I lay there beside her, rock hard and throbbing with frustration like I had never experienced in my entire life. Part of me wanted to grab her, shake her, and scream that I never meant for it to go this far. That if I had known it would lead to this kind of denial, I never would have told her to bring Shane home. But every time the words rose in my throat, I swallowed them. Because they weren’t entirely true.

Yes, I hated the aching frustration. Yes, I missed being inside my wife. But deep down, in some dark, twisted part of me… I had asked for this. And some part of me still wanted it.

So I endured.

It actually became slightly easier over the following weeks, even as the physical denial grew more intense. Jess continued to peg me regularly, and she always did it with genuine affection and care. She would kiss me, whisper loving words, and fuck me with her strap-on until I was shaking and moaning. While I still desperately craved the feeling of my cock inside her pussy, at least I was being satisfied in other ways. I got to cum semi-regularly, though she developed a cruel habit of edging me mercilessly — fucking me right to the brink, right until I started leaking precum and my balls were tight, only to suddenly stop and leave my cock twitching desperately, just one or two thrusts away from release.

I still worshipped her with my tongue every time. I was careful now to never put my fingers inside her — only on her clit, as per Shane’s rules. I always waited for her to initiate everything, and I obeyed without question.

Deep down, I kept hoping this extreme phase would eventually pass, or at least soften into something where I could occasionally fuck my own wife again. We couldn’t keep going like this forever… could we?

At the same time, I was slowly beginning to accept — and even enjoy — this strange new reality. The constant ache of denial had transformed into something almost addictive. If I wasn’t allowed to fuck my own wife anymore, then at least I could experience the intense thrill of watching her get properly fucked by a big, hard black cock. The anticipation of Shane’s next visit had started occupying my thoughts more and more.

Outside the bedroom, our life remained surprisingly normal. We both went to work, paid bills, and continued planning our two-week dream vacation to Europe. The massive commission check from Shane’s business deal had been even bigger than Jess expected, giving us financial breathing room we’d never had before. When Gemma came home from college, we could now afford to take her to nicer restaurants without worrying. I had also quietly taken on more of the household chores — cooking, cleaning, laundry — especially since Jess’s work hours had become much longer and more demanding.

One evening, I worked up the courage to ask if she was seeing anyone else. Jess looked me straight in the eyes with a calm, almost amused expression.

“No,” she said flatly. “My pussy belongs to Shane and no one else.”

The way she said it — so confident, so completely owned — hit me like a lightning bolt. I felt a sharp pang of humiliation for even doubting her… but I also got so instantly, painfully hard that I nearly came in my pants again right there in the kitchen.

Almost a full month after our last encounter with Shane, on a Thursday night, Jess had just finished fucking me thoroughly with her 9-inch dildo. I was still panting and trembling on the bed when she looked down at me with a wicked little smile.

“Shane will be coming over tomorrow night,” she said softly. “I can’t wait to get fucked by his big black cock again.”

He arrived the following evening just after 9 pm. The moment Jess opened the front door and saw him standing there, her entire face lit up with pure, radiant joy.

They had me sit in the same chair in the corner again while they fucked like wild animals for well over an hour. Jess was louder and more uninhibited than I had ever heard her before. She moaned, screamed, and begged shamelessly as Shane pounded her relentlessly — finally getting properly fucked after weeks of denial. She kept crying out how incredible his big black cock felt inside her, how much she had missed it, how no one else could make her feel that full.

At one point, Shane looked her dead in the eyes and asked, “Did you stray while I was gone? Did you let your husband fuck you?”

Jess answered without hesitation, her voice dripping with lust and contempt.

“Why would I want to do that? His pathetic little willy isn’t going to do anything for me… not when I knew you were coming back to fuck me properly.”

The words stung deeply, but they also made my cock throb even harder in my hand.

Satisfied with her answer, Shane grabbed Jess roughly and flipped her onto all fours so she was facing me directly. He gripped a handful of her strawberry-blonde hair and yanked her head back, forcing her to look straight at me while he continued slamming into her from behind. I sat there, slowly stroking my aching penis, unable to look away from her face.

No words were needed from either of them. The message in Jess’s eyes was crystal clear — glassy with pleasure, triumphant, and completely owned. Her pussy belonged to him now. Forever. And there was nothing I could do to change that.

When Shane finally buried himself deep and came inside her with a loud groan, Jess beckoned me over with a lazy, satisfied smile.

I practically leaped from the chair and buried my face between her legs, eagerly licking and sucking his thick, fresh load from her well-fucked, gaping pussy.

As I cleaned her, Mr. Bond’s deep voice filled the room once again.

“I’m going to be bringing some of my friends over tomorrow night to enjoy my new slut’s pussy. Make sure you’ve got plenty of refreshments ready, lots of condoms, and extra lube. Most of the guys will want to use your husband too. I’m really looking forward to seeing just how much dick and cum this little cuck bitch can take.”

“How many friends will you be bringing?” Jess asked, her voice trembling with a potent mix of fear and unmistakable excitement.

“Oh, maybe ten or twelve,” Shane replied casually, still buried deep inside her. “There are always a few flakes from the first-timers, but not many. When I find a hot little white wife and a willing cuck husband, word gets around. It’s going to be a really good time for all of us. You should get a good night’s sleep tonight, and have him do all the shopping tomorrow. Save your energy — you’re going to need every bit of it to satisfy all of us. We’ll be here around 7 pm.”

The moment the words left his mouth, Jess came hard again. Her whole body convulsed as she squirted powerfully around his thick cock, soaking the sheets beneath them. The sheer intensity of her orgasm told me everything I needed to know. Any tiny hope I had that the idea of being gangbanged by ten or twelve strangers might scare her off completely vanished in that moment. She wasn’t just willing — she was craving it.

The next morning, Jess slept in late, a satisfied smile still playing on her lips even in her sleep. I headed out to the store alone.

I bought four boxes of condoms in various sizes, three large tubes of lube, platters of meat and cheese, crackers, beer, and soda. The young female clerk kept giving me strange, judgmental looks as she scanned the items. I could feel my face burning with humiliation the entire time. I knew exactly what I looked like — a pathetic cuck husband preparing his own home for his wife to be used by a group of men.

When I got back and started setting everything out on the kitchen counter, Jess came downstairs. She had a noticeable bounce in her step and a bright, almost giddy energy about her. She looked happier and more alive than I had seen her in months.

She walked straight up to me, gave me a sweet little kiss on the lips, and then playfully smacked my ass.

“Thank you for doing all this, baby,” she said cheerfully. She grabbed a cracker from the tray and nibbled on it while heading to the fridge for some orange juice. “I’m going out shopping for something really sexy to wear tonight. I’ll be back before 6.”

As promised, Mr. Bond arrived exactly at 7 pm. The moment Jess opened the door, he pulled her into a long, deep, possessive kiss — the kind that made her melt against his tall, powerful frame. When he finally broke it, he looked down at her with a hungry smile.

“You ready to get fucked like you’ve never even imagined?”

Jess’s voice was breathy with excitement. “I’m ready to do anything you ask me, Shane.”

He smiled, clearly pleased with her submission, and kissed her forehead. “Good girl. Go upstairs and wait for us on the bed. I want you wet and ready.”

Jess glanced at me for just a second — a mix of lust, affection, and something almost apologetic — before heading upstairs without another word. Shane then turned to me.

“You stay down here with me for now, cuck.”

I quickly understood why.

As the guests began arriving, it became clear that Shane was treating this like a well-organized event. He was charging each man $100 cash at the door. He was literally profiting from pimping out my wife. And he made sure I witnessed every single transaction, watching my face as the money changed hands. The humiliation burned deep in my chest.

The men arrived in small groups over the next twenty minutes. They were incredibly diverse. Ages ranged from a nervous-looking guy who couldn’t have been older than 19 to a confident man in his late fifties with silver in his beard. Body types varied wildly — two skinny younger guys, a massive tank-like bodybuilder, a chubby bear of a man with a thick belly, and everything in between. Most of them had cocks that looked significantly larger than mine even while soft. There were black, white, two Hispanic, and one East Asian man. Many clearly knew each other from previous gatherings, laughing and joking as they paid Shane, stripped completely naked, and left their clothes in neat piles on our living room sofa.

They helped themselves to the food and drinks I had bought, acting completely at home in my house.

Whenever a new guy arrived who didn’t know the group, Shane would introduce him casually, then point at me.

“Welcome him properly,” he’d order.

The first two newcomers wasted no time. I was pushed to my knees on the living room rug and forced to suck their cocks while the rest of the group watched and cheered them on. Both men used my mouth and throat aggressively, eventually unloading thick loads down my throat as the others clapped and laughed. I swallowed every drop, coughing and gasping between them, my face burning with shame even as my own cock stayed traitorously hard.

The entire scene felt surreal — my once-quiet suburban home had been transformed into a den of raw, masculine energy, and I was the designated entertainment until they were ready for my wife.

To Mr. Bond’s surprise, all twelve guys he had invited actually showed up. The photos he had sent them of Jess must have been extremely convincing — this was clearly an event none of them wanted to miss.

Just after 8 pm, the entire group made their way upstairs. I went first, my heart hammering in my chest as I stepped into our bedroom. I positioned myself in the corner where I had the perfect view of Jess’s face.

She looked absolutely radiant.

Jess was wearing a brand new, almost completely sheer white lace babydoll negligee with a tiny red bow between her breasts. It did nothing to hide her hard pink nipples, which were clearly visible through the delicate fabric. She wasn’t wearing any panties. Her pussy was freshly shaved smooth, already glistening with arousal. She sat on the edge of our bed with her legs slightly parted, looking both nervous and incredibly excited. Her strawberry-blonde hair cascaded over her shoulders, and her dark green eyes sparkled with lust.

The bedroom felt incredibly crowded as all twelve men filed in. The air was thick with masculine energy, the scent of cologne, and raw anticipation. A large bowl of condoms and several tubes of lube sat prominently on the nightstand.


Squeezing In

Once everyone had squeezed into the room, Mr. Bond stepped forward and addressed the group with calm authority.

“Gentlemen, this is Jessica. This is her very first gangbang. Tonight we are going to use every single one of her holes — her pussy, her ass, and especially that pretty mouth. Condoms are required for her pussy and ass unless she specifically says otherwise. No condoms for her mouth — she’s going to swallow everything we give her. Our little cuck over there,” he said, pointing at me, “will fluff any of you who need it. And you can bend him over that chair and fuck his tight little ass whenever the urge hits you. Trust me, it’s worth trying.”

He paused, letting his words sink in, then continued with a possessive smile.

“At the end of the night, we’re all going to give both of them a proper cum bath. So if you’re usually a one-and-done guy, try to pace yourself and save your load for the finale. That’s it for my little speech.”

Shane looked down at Jess with pure ownership in his eyes.

“Now enjoy my little slut’s pussy. Tonight might be the only time I ever share her. She’s that good, and I want this cunt for myself eventually. So who wants to fuck this little white whore first?”

The 19-year-old newcomer — a slim, dark-skinned black guy named Ricardo — was the first to step forward. His long, slightly thin eight-inch cock was already half-hard again, swinging heavily between his skinny legs. This was the same cock I had been forced to suck and swallow a load from downstairs barely twenty minutes earlier.

“She’s all yours, Ricardo. Enjoy,” Mr. Bond said with a proud smirk, gesturing toward my wife like he was offering a gift.

Ricardo moved onto the bed, kneeling in front of Jess. His cock was now only inches from her beautiful face. Without hesitation, he reached over to the nightstand and grabbed a condom from the bowl. But before he could open it, Jess lifted her head slightly, parted her pouty red lips, and eagerly took him into her warm mouth.

A low murmur of approval rippled through the crowded bedroom as the men watched my wife begin sucking her first cock of the night. Jess’s dark green eyes looked up at the young man with pure lust as she bobbed her head, taking more of his length with each pass. The wet, slurping sounds of her enthusiastic blowjob filled the room. For several long seconds, she worshipped him — licking, sucking, and swirling her tongue around the head of his cock like she was starving for it.

Ricardo groaned with pleasure, his hand gently resting on the back of her head. But after only a few seconds, he pulled his glistening cock from her mouth with a wet pop, breathing hard.

“Holy fuck, this slut’s mouth is incredible,” Ricardo groaned loudly as he ripped open the condom wrapper. “Wow… it really works miracles.”

He quickly rolled the condom down his long cock, then moved between Jess’s spread legs. I watched, transfixed, as he lined himself up and slowly pushed inside her. Jess’s eyes fluttered and she bit down hard on her lower lip, a soft, needy whimper escaping her throat as he filled her. Her face was a picture of pure pleasure — flushed cheeks, half-lidded dark green eyes, and that look of blissful surrender I was becoming so familiar with.

The big, tank-like guy stepped forward next, standing right beside her head. He offered his short but extremely thick cock to her. Jess didn’t hesitate. She turned her head and eagerly took him into her mouth, stretching her lips wide around his girth as she began sucking him with genuine hunger. The man let out a deep, satisfied groan as she worked more of his thick shaft down her throat.

Before I could fully process the sight of my wife being fucked and sucking cock at the same time, a soft, flaccid dick suddenly appeared directly in front of my face, blocking my view. I looked up to see the man in his late fifties — silver-haired, stocky, with a heavy, uncut cock hanging in front of me.

“Come on, get me hard, cuck boy,” he commanded gruffly. “I’m going to stick this big cock up your wife’s tight little ass tonight.”

The night very rapidly dissolved into a blur of pure sexual depravity.

For the next two hours, our bedroom became a nonstop orgy of flesh, moans, and raw lust. I barely had a moment where my mouth wasn’t full of cock. The men took turns using me — some making me suck them while they waited their turn with Jess, others bending me over the chair and fucking my ass without mercy. At the same time, Jess was almost never empty. She was constantly filled with at least one, and very often two cocks at a time — one pounding her pussy while another was stuffed down her throat, or sometimes even taking one in her ass while she rode another.

The guys did their best to pace themselves, rotating in and out to avoid cumming too early. They would fuck her hard for a few minutes, then pull out and let someone else take over while they grabbed a drink downstairs or had me fluff them back to full hardness. The room was thick with the smell of sex — sweat, lube, pussy, and cum. The sounds were overwhelming: Jess’s constant moans and screams of pleasure, the wet slapping of bodies, the grunts and dirty talk from the men, and my own muffled sounds as I was used.

Through it all, I couldn’t stop watching my wife’s face. The pure ecstasy and sexual liberation I saw there was both heartbreaking and the most arousing thing I had ever witnessed.

Jess was cumming almost constantly now.

Her body shook and trembled beneath the men as orgasm after orgasm ripped through her. Between her desperate moans and screams, she kept encouraging them with filthy, broken words — begging them to fuck her like the whore she was, telling them how good their cocks felt stretching her, how much she needed to be used. Her voice would rise into sharp cries every time another climax hit her, only to dissolve back into dirty encouragement.

During the rare moments when no cock was shoved down my throat, I could finally just watch her. And what I saw was mesmerizing.

Jess looked like a wild animal in heat — completely consumed by raw, insatiable lust and a powerful sense of sexual freedom. Her strawberry-blonde hair was messy and damp with sweat, her dark green eyes were glazed with overwhelming pleasure, and her beautiful face was flushed crimson. She had never looked more alive, more liberated, or more beautiful to me than she did in that moment — lost in a sea of cocks and pleasure.

My own ass had grown quite sore from the constant pounding I’d taken throughout the night when I suddenly felt several pairs of strong hands grabbing me. They lifted me up and moved me onto the bed, laying me down opposite Jess so that our heads were right next to each other on the pillows, while our legs dangled off opposite sides of the mattress. Our faces were so close I could feel her hot, panting breath against my cheek.

“Time to finish, boys,” Mr. Bond announced loudly to the group, his voice full of authority. “Pick your favorite little slut and fuck them however you want. Then we’re all going to cover their faces. Let’s give these two a proper cum bath.”

The first guy to step up was an athletic, tattoo-covered white guy in his early thirties with what was easily the biggest cock in the entire group. He moved between my legs with confident aggression, generously lubing his massive shaft before pushing my thighs back toward my chest. Without any warmup, he lined up and drove into my already sore ass in one powerful thrust.

At the same time, the skinny black 19-year-old with the long, thin eight-inch cock positioned himself between Jess’s legs and sank into her soaked pussy. The contrast was overwhelming — me getting brutally fucked by the thickest cock in the room while my wife was filled by another.

It only took a few intense minutes before both men were kneeling on opposite sides of our faces, stroking their cocks furiously. They exploded almost simultaneously, painting both of us with thick, heavy ropes of cum. The warm, sticky loads landed across Jess’s beautiful face and mine in heavy spurts.

As soon as they finished, Jess and I turned toward each other instinctively. Our cum-covered lips met in a deep, messy kiss. We shared the mixed loads between us — salty, bitter, and filthy — our tongues sliding against each other as we swallowed and swapped what the men had given us.

Most of the guys wanted one final turn with Jess. For a long stretch, I was left empty while they lined up to fuck my wife one last time. They took turns pounding her pussy and occasionally her ass, using her hard and deep while she moaned and begged for more. I lay beside her the entire time, our faces close, watching every expression of ecstasy on her face as cock after cock used her.

Although most wanted Jess’s pussy, they were all happy to finish on my face too. By the fifth or sixth load, the cum was dripping heavily down our necks and chests, forming a large, widening wet patch on the sheets beneath our heads. Jess and I never stopped kissing after that. Even as guy after guy stepped up to fuck her and then unload across our joined faces, we kept our lips locked — sharing, tasting, and drowning in the endless supply of cum.

I had never experienced anything so primal in my entire life. The raw, animalistic energy in the room, the constant wet sounds of sex, my wife’s muffled moans against my mouth, and the relentless humiliation of being covered and used alongside her created something deeply intoxicating. It felt like we had crossed into an entirely new realm of depravity — and I was completely lost in it.

Mr. Bond was the last man to take both of us.

He stepped up and pounded my sore, stretched ass with several deep, powerful thrusts, using me like a toy while Jess watched with glazed, exhausted eyes. After a few minutes, he pulled out of me and moved around to my wife. He slid his thick black cock back into her well-used pussy and fucked her with long, possessive strokes until she came one final time — a deep, shuddering orgasm that left her whimpering and trembling beneath him.

But unlike every other man that night, Shane didn’t pull out and move to her face.

Instead, he paused for a moment, quickly removed the condom, and pushed his bare cock back inside her. Seconds later, with a deep groan, he emptied himself directly into her pussy, flooding her with his hot cum.

At the exact same moment, the final guy — the last one still in the room — knelt beside me and unloaded a massive load across my face and chest. The rest of the group had already gone downstairs. I could hear the front door opening and closing as they left.

When Mr. Bond finally finished pumping the last of his load deep inside my wife, he smiled down at her with arrogant satisfaction.

“You really are fucking incredible, Jess. I’ll give you tomorrow to recover, but I’ll be dropping by on Sunday to fuck my pussy again.”

Jess lay there for a moment, breathing hard, covered in sweat and cum. Then she looked up at him with surprising calm and clarity.

“No, I don’t think so,” she said.

The room went completely still.

“What?” Mr. Bond asked, his tone shifting instantly from smug confidence to absolute incredulity.

“It’s not your pussy,” Jess said, her voice still breathless and ragged from the powerful orgasm he had just given her. “It never was your pussy. This dirty little cunt belongs to me… and my husband.”

Shane froze, still buried deep inside her, his face twisting in confusion.

Jess continued with calm, unshakable confidence. “Honestly, thank you for the amazing experience, Shane. It was exactly what I needed. But I’m done with you now. You can get dressed and show yourself out.”

I lay there in complete disbelief, my heart suddenly flooding with pure joy. After weeks of denial, humiliation, and watching her surrender to him, she had just reclaimed us. I reached up with a shaky hand and wiped a thick glob of cum from above my eye so I could see clearly.

The look on Shane’s face was priceless — raw shock mixed with wounded pride. For the first time all night, he realized he hadn’t been in control at all. He had been used. Jess had orchestrated everything to fulfill our fantasy, and now she was finished with him.

“I think you’re making a big mistake,” Shane said, his voice low and threatening. “But I like you, so I’ll give you one chance to take that back.”

Jess didn’t even blink.

“Shane, get the fuck out of here,” she replied coldly, turning her head away from him and looking straight at me.

The room was heavy with tension for a few seconds. Then Shane pulled out of her roughly, grabbed his clothes, and stormed toward the door.

“Make love to me now, Andrew,” Jess whispered softly, reaching for me.

We were both lying there absolutely covered in the cum of twelve different men — our faces, chests, and bodies glistening with it — but it didn’t matter. It felt incredibly intimate as I moved into her arms.

“Of course, my love,” I whispered back, my voice thick with emotion.

As I slid between her legs and finally entered my wife, I heard Mr. Bond slam the bedroom door behind him, followed by his heavy footsteps stomping down the stairs and out of our house.

“Just promise me one thing, please, baby,” Jess whispered, her voice soft and vulnerable as we lay tangled together, still covered in the drying cum of twelve men. “Promise that if I want to… if I need to… I can make you my cum slut cuck again. And if you ever need it, I’ll be your naughty hotwife. I’ll be anything you want. I’ll do anything you ask of me. Just… be careful with me when you do, okay?”

I looked into her dark green eyes, both of us exhausted, sticky, and more connected than we had ever been.

“Okay, my love,” I replied softly. “I promise.”

At that moment, I truly understood everything for the first time.

I made love to my wife on our ruined, cum-soaked bed. Sliding inside her felt like coming home. After weeks of denial and watching her be used by other men, feeling her warmth around me was overwhelming. We moved slowly, tenderly, kissing through the mess on our faces, whispering words of love between moans. I was excited — not just for this moment, but for whatever came next. For the next time she would want to push us further. For wherever this new path in our marriage would take us.

I know now something I never fully understood 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.


Epilogue

Six months have passed since that unforgettable night when twelve men used both of us in our own bedroom.

The house has been cleaned. The sheets replaced. The memories, however, remain vivid — burned into my mind like a brand.

On the outside, our life looks almost exactly the same as it did before Shane ever walked through our door. We still wake up early to run together through the quiet suburban streets. We still argue over which restaurant to order from on Friday nights. Gemma still comes home from college on occasional weekends, completely unaware of how radically her parents’ marriage has evolved. The dogs still demand walks and belly rubs. I still manage the restaurant chain, and Jess continues to crush it in pharmaceutical sales — her confidence higher than it’s ever been.

But beneath that normal surface, everything is different.

We’ve found a balance that works for us. A beautiful, filthy, loving balance.

Jess has become a true sexual force of nature. She no longer hesitates to take what she wants. Some weeks she is my sweet, affectionate wife who wants nothing more than to make love slowly while looking into my eyes. Other weeks she becomes something darker and more dominant — locking me in chastity for days at a time, making me watch as she prepares for dates, or using her strap-on on me until I’m a whimpering, leaking mess.

There have been three more gangbangs since that first one.

Each one was more intense than the last. The second time, Shane brought eight friends. The third time, Jess took full control and chose the men herself from a private online group. She made me help her pick them. She made me fluff most of them. And she made me clean every single load from her body afterward while she told me how much better they felt than me.

I’ve learned to love the humiliation almost as much as the pleasure.

The most surprising part? The love between us has only grown stronger. The more extreme we get, the closer we feel. After every wild night, we spend hours afterward just holding each other, talking, kissing, and reaffirming how much we mean to one another. The trust required for this lifestyle is deeper than anything we had in our “normal” marriage.

Last month we finally took our dream trip to Europe. In Rome, Jess let a wealthy Italian businessman take her back to his hotel room while I waited downstairs in the bar like an obedient cuck. When she returned three hours later, she straddled my face in our hotel room and made me lick her swollen, well-fucked pussy clean while recounting every detail. I came untouched just from her words and taste.

In Paris, she made me wear a cage the entire time and teased me mercilessly. On our last night there, she pegged me on the balcony overlooking the city lights while whispering filthy promises about what she wanted to do when we got home.

I’ve finally accepted what I am.

I am a cum slut cuck.

Not every day. Not every week. But when Jessica decides it’s time — when she looks at me with that particular hungry, dominant gleam in her eyes — I become hers completely. Her toy. Her cleanup boy. Her eager little slut.

And I’ve never been happier.

Jess still tells me she loves me more than anything. She still curls up in my arms at night and falls asleep with her head on my chest. But we both know the truth now: she owns me. My pleasure, my denial, my orgasms — they all belong to her.

And I wouldn’t trade this life for anything.

Our story isn’t over. Not by a long shot.

There are still new fantasies we haven’t explored. New limits we haven’t tested. New ways for Jess to assert her power and for me to surrender to it.

I don’t know where we’ll go next.

But I know I’ll follow her wherever she leads.

Because this is who we are now.

And it’s perfect.


Books By This Author

You Want Me To Do What?: A Wife Discovers Her Husband's Fantasy

You Want To Try What?

Some moments will live in my mind forever.

Like the moment I first told Jenny I wanted to see her with another man. Or the moment she first really got into it — sitting on my face, telling me she was imagining another man's cock inside her right then and there.

Or the moment she knelt in front of a stranger, unzipped his pants, and took him into her mouth.

If you met us in person you'd think — normal couple. Vanilla, even. Boring, maybe. And honestly, you'd be right. We are completely normal.

Except for the times when my wife has another man's cock in her mouth.

This is how we got there.

Vacation Cuckold: A Husband's Cuckold Fantasies Are Exposed On Vacation

Revised Second Edition
It started as an innocent coincidence — a free vacation giveaway that promised sun, luxury, and quality time for Luke and his stunning wife, Emma.

A few harmless questionnaires. A weekend screening in Vegas. Nothing serious.

Until the questions turned intimate.

Until they were shown images of Emma paired with well-hung black men… and Luke felt himself getting inexplicably hard.

Until Emma discovered that the thought of being taken by superior black cock awakened something deep, hungry, and long-suppressed inside her.

What began as a simple getaway quickly spiraled into something far more dangerous and addictive. A private Caribbean island where the rules were simple: white wives would be pleasured by big black bulls while their husbands watched… and learned their new place.

By the time they returned home, Emma was no longer the reserved wife and mother she once was. She was liberated. Insatiable. And Luke? He had become something he never imagined — a willing, panty-wearing cuckold who now craves the sight of his beautiful wife being stretched and filled in ways he never could.

But the island was only the beginning.

The real adventure — and the real temptation — is just getting started.

The Taste of Submission: A Cuckold Husband's Fantasy Becomes Reality

I only ever wanted Louise to feel sexy. A few fantasies here, some dirty talk there—just a way to spice things up between us.

So how did we end up here?

Here, where she’s in the next room getting fucked by a younger man with a cock so big she moaned his name while he filled her up. Here, where she comes back to me still soaked and breathless—and I fall to my knees to taste the mess he left in her. Here, where I’m harder than I’ve ever been, even as she tells me how stretched out her pussy feels and how badly she wants more.

It started as a kink. A private fantasy I never thought we’d act on.

But now it’s real. She’s still my wife. I’m still her husband.

Only now, she’s a hotwife.

And I’m a very lucky cuck.
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