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Curiosity Killed The Cat

You’ve probably heard the saying, “Curiosity killed the cat.” It’s one of those clichés people toss around without thinking. But in my case, curiosity didn’t kill anything—it awakened something. What started as innocent snooping turned out to be the spark that set everything else in motion.

It began on an ordinary evening while my husband, Tim, was away on yet another business trip. His job with a big corporate firm keeps him on the road more often than I’d like, but by now I was used to the routine. Nothing about that night should have been remarkable.

The only reason any of this happened was because of a bad internet connection. That’s it. No dramatic affair, no shocking betrayal—at least not at first. Just me, sitting there, annoyed at the Wi-Fi dropping in and out. I’d fixed it before by fiddling with the settings on Tim’s laptop, so I opened it up again without thinking twice.

I typed in that strange string of numbers—192-something-something—and was scrolling through the router options when the moment came. A tiny icon flashed on the screen. USB device detected. It’s the sort of thing you ignore most of the time, the same message you get when a mouse gets unplugged or a printer cable slips. But this time, it wasn’t routine. This was where everything began.

I don’t know what possessed me to do it, but I clicked open. Even now, I can’t explain why. I wasn’t suspicious of Tim, not the jealous type, not the kind of wife who snoops. But for some reason, that night, I did. And within minutes I was sitting in the home office, staring at the screen with my mouth hanging open, completely floored by what I’d just stumbled across.

Of course, I always knew Tim watched porn. He’s a man—he has a penis, he’s human, and like every other guy I’ve ever known, he gets himself off. That never bothered me. So when the contents of the USB loaded up and I saw folders of porn, I wasn’t shocked. Not really.

But curiosity has a way of tugging you along once you’ve taken the first step. I clicked into the folders, more out of idle wondering than suspicion. What kind of porn did my husband prefer when I wasn’t around? I already had some guesses, and, sure enough, they were there. The usual stuff. And then there was the girl-on-girl collection—plenty of it, in fact. Especially blondes with brunettes. That made me smile; Tim had told me more than once that he’d love to see me with another woman. Specifically, a brunette.

I’d always brushed it off. I’m blonde, and while he loved the idea of me as the fantasy blonde, girls never really did it for me. I’d never imagined myself playing that part in his fantasy.

The deeper I went, the more curious I became. At first, I was almost disappointed—it was all surprisingly tame. But even in the “ordinary” stuff, something stirred in me. A few of the videos caught me off guard in the best way. The ones where a good-looking guy knelt between a blonde’s thighs, obedient and eager, his mouth working her until she arched against him. Those made me linger. I could feel the warmth in my own body as I watched, imagining the thrill of having someone on their knees, focused only on my pleasure.

Then I noticed a folder tucked away, marked simply “DS.” I had no idea what that meant, but curiosity got the better of me. One click later, a new world opened in front of me—women in leather and heels, men on their knees, collars around their necks, every movement commanded. Some scenes were darker, men bound tightly to beds while women used them however they pleased.

One clip in particular made me stop. A man was tied spread-eagle to the mattress, completely helpless, while a woman crawled up his body and began sucking his cock. I frowned at the screen, whispering out loud without realizing it: “Why would she even do that? He can’t move, he can’t touch her… what’s the point?” It didn’t make sense to me. The act of him being tied down while she pleasured him—it felt backward. Yet even as I shook my head, I found myself staring longer than I meant to, unsettled by how much it made me feel.

And then there were the others. Clips of women standing tall while men knelt behind them, their faces buried shamelessly between their cheeks, tongues working with raw devotion. The image sent a strange shiver through me—I couldn’t tell if it was revulsion, envy, or something else entirely.

One video lingered in my mind more than the rest: a blonde with huge, heavy breasts, standing like a goddess with two men kneeling before her. One was between her legs, the other at her back, each worshipping her body at the same time. She looked powerful, untouchable, glowing with satisfaction. The sight made my stomach flip, heat curling low inside me even as my mind struggled to catch up.

I honestly had no idea Tim was into this sort of thing. Watching those clips, I felt like I was seeing a part of him I’d never recognized before. But the more I thought about it, the more little memories started coming back, pieces of our marriage that suddenly made more sense.

Tim had always loved it when I took charge in bed. Any time I raised my voice a little, told him exactly what I wanted, he lit up in a way I never really questioned. I used to think it was just playful. But now I wondered if it had gone deeper for him all along.

I remembered the nights I’d gone out with the girls, had too many drinks, and come home in that wild, unfiltered mood. He used to say I was a different woman when I was like that—bolder, unapologetic. I’d climb into bed, wake him up without a second thought, and demand he take care of me. And he loved it. He loved when I pushed, when I didn’t ask but told.

And then there was the way he adored being between my legs. Especially when I’d let him get on his knees for me. It wasn’t my favorite position—I preferred lying back, closing my eyes, enjoying it without having to think—but the few times I humored him and stood while he knelt, he’d lose himself in it. Even then, I’d noticed the intensity in his eyes, how much it meant to him. I hadn’t connected the dots until now.

But the truth was, even though I thought we had a pretty good sex life—better than most, really—we’d never come anywhere close to the things I was seeing on that screen. And I couldn’t help but wonder: was this what Tim really wanted? Was he quietly hoping I’d one day step into those fantasies, slip into leather and start ordering him around?

The thought made me uneasy. I wasn’t sure I had it in me. Coming home tipsy, pulling him out of bed, and grinding down on his face was one thing. That felt wild, but still me. But strutting around in heels and barking commands? That was something else entirely.

And yet, the more I sat with it, the less crazy it seemed. I’ve always liked to think of myself as open-minded, the sort of woman willing to try anything once if it meant keeping things exciting—or making him happy. Maybe this was just another version of that. Who knows, I thought with a flicker of heat low in my belly, maybe I’d even end up enjoying it.

And I kept scrolling, folder after folder, as if each click pulled me further into Tim’s hidden world. It felt like peeking through a window into his mind—into corners I hadn’t even known were there. The next folder that caught my eye was labeled simply: Interracial.

I froze for a second, blinking at the word. “What the hell?” I muttered under my breath. Tim had never once mentioned being into Black women. I’d never noticed him sneaking glances, never heard him say a word. But here it was, right in front of me.

Still, I couldn’t see it as a problem. People like variety—black, blonde, brunette—it’s just another flavor, isn’t it? If anything, it made me smile. Because the truth was, I had my own secrets in that department. More than once, I’d lost myself in fantasies about a handsome Black man, his mouth working between my thighs while I writhed under him. Those thoughts had been private indulgences, something I never dared share with Tim.

And if I was being completely honest, there had even been times—only once or twice, but still—when the fantasy crept into our bed. When Tim was inside me, and I closed my eyes, I wasn’t imagining him at all. I was replaying a memory. A real one. Something from before Tim. I know how that sounds, selfish, maybe even cruel—but come on. Who doesn’t let an old memory slip back now and then?

I had never told Tim about the time—long before I ever met him—when I had a one-night stand with a Black guy. I was still single, out drinking with the girls, when I met him. He was young, confident, smooth in a way that pulled me in without effort. We danced, we laughed, one drink turned into two, and before I knew it, I was following him back to his place.

He was handsome, magnetic, and yes—he was hung in a way that left no doubt in my mind. That night stretched on and on. He took me four times before we even slept, and once again in the morning. It was wild, unapologetic, and unforgettable—my first and only taste of Black cock. I never saw him again, never went looking for another. But the memory still lingers, sharp and vivid, enough to make me smile whenever it flashes back.

Shaking myself from the memory, I turned back to the screen, scrolling through the photos and videos in Tim’s “Interracial” folder. At first, I thought I’d find endless clips of Black women—that must have been what he was into, right? But that wasn’t it at all.

Sure, there were a few Black women scattered here and there, usually paired with white girls, but they were the minority. What dominated the folder were Black men. Black men with white women. Everywhere I clicked—different girls, different settings—but always the same pattern: white women surrendering to Black cocks.

And Tim hadn’t just dumped them all together either. He’d been meticulous, creating subfolders with neat little categories: BJs, anal, DP, MMF, even gangbangs. The more I clicked, the more I realized this wasn’t just a passing interest. The “Interracial” folder dwarfed every other one on the drive. It was, without question, his biggest collection. And that revelation stopped me cold.

I nearly spat my coffee when my eyes landed on a subfolder I hadn’t noticed before. It was labeled in all caps: MELISSA! For a second I just froze, staring at it, the letters blurring as my pulse kicked into overdrive. My name. In the middle of Tim’s porn collection.

A rush of panic shot through me. Had Tim… had he secretly filmed me? Taken pictures without me knowing? My stomach turned, and my heart was pounding in my throat as I double-clicked the folder, bracing myself for what I might find.

The relief that washed over me when the files loaded was almost dizzying. It wasn’t me. No secret videos. No hidden snapshots. Just more porn. At first glance, it was the same sort of thing as the rest of the interracial folder—white women with Black men in every position imaginable.

But the more I scrolled, the more something started to niggle at me. It wasn’t one woman, not a recurring actress or performer, though for a moment I wondered if they all just happened to be called Melissa. No—that didn’t make sense. And then, all at once, the realization slammed into me.

I clicked back, scanning the thumbnails, looking harder this time. The similarities were undeniable. Every woman in that folder had shoulder-length blonde hair. Blue eyes. Slim frames—slimmer than mine in most cases, which stung more than I wanted to admit. Their tits were perky, full, the kind men stared at in summer dresses. And each of them—every single one—looked uncannily like me.

And what were they doing? Getting pounded by Black men. Kneeling with cum dripping from their faces. Swallowing it down greedily, smiling as they did.

I sat back, dumbstruck. It only took a few seconds to piece it together. This wasn’t just porn. This was Tim’s fantasy. Watching me with a Black guy. Watching me get fucked, covered, used. Seeing me swallow another man’s cum. That folder was his private, unspoken vision of me.

I realized my breathing had gone shallow, my chest rising and falling too quickly, and my heart was thudding against my ribs. I leaned back in the chair, forcing myself to take a few deep breaths, trying to calm the rush of heat and confusion flooding through me. I was still reeling, still struggling to process what I had uncovered. Tim had these fantasies—my husband, who I thought I knew inside and out. I’d had no clue. Not a single hint.

The shock was real, but so was something else—something I wasn’t prepared for. The more I sat with it, the more I had to admit to myself: the idea wasn’t repulsive. In fact, it was turning me on. Yes, Tim was jerking off to images of other women, but in his head, those women were stand-ins for me. He wasn’t just watching strangers; he was watching me. That thought alone sent a little spark of electricity straight to my pussy.

I couldn’t ignore it. My body was betraying me, heating under the idea of him picturing me like that. And then the images on the screen stirred something even more dangerous—the memory of him. That night from years ago. The sight of a blonde on her knees with a massive Black cock in her mouth flipped a switch, and suddenly, I was back there.

I closed my eyes, and it all came rushing back. The smell of his skin. The weight of his cock in my hand, hot and alive. The salty taste of him filling my mouth. The way my body had ached as he pushed against me, pressing at my entrance until I couldn’t hold back anymore. It was so vivid I almost gasped. I could feel him again.

When I finally opened my eyes, I could feel the heat in my face, my skin flushed from where my thoughts had carried me. I tried to ground myself, pulling my attention back to the computer screen. But the illusion didn’t fade—it only deepened. Because as I scrolled past more images of women who looked unsettlingly like me getting pounded by well-hung Black men, something else caught my eye.

Another folder. This one was titled simply: Cuck.

The word didn’t mean anything to me. I blinked at it, tilting my head. I’d never even heard of it before. Curiosity got the better of me, as it had all evening, and I clicked it open.

The folder exploded into a collection of thumbnails—videos, photos, endless files. I picked one at random and within seconds, the theme was obvious. White women with Black men, their husbands watching, humiliated, submissive. Some scenes showed the women taunting their husbands, ordering them around while being fucked. Others had the men kneeling nearby, powerless, while their wives moaned beneath another man.

And suddenly, it all connected. The pieces I’d been uncovering one by one—the dominance, the interracial theme—it was all tied together here. Tim wasn’t just fantasizing about Black men with white women. He was fantasizing about me in control, me with a Black man, while he was the one forced to watch.

By then, I wasn’t even surprised anymore. If anything, it felt inevitable. Until I noticed another folder inside. A smaller one, buried at the bottom, and the date on it made my stomach tighten. It was the most recent of all the folders. Just a few months old.

Its name was Extreme Cuck.

I stared at it for a long moment, my heart thudding as my finger hovered over the trackpad. Finally, I drew in a breath, steadying myself, and opened it. One by one, the videos began to play.

At first glance, the files in the Extreme Cuck folder looked much the same as the others—wives with their Black lovers, husbands on the sidelines. But the longer I watched, the more I realized this wasn’t just about watching or even about humiliation. It was pushing things further.

Some clips showed women holding a Black man’s cock in their hands, staring right into the camera as captions flashed across the screen: “Come on, babe, you know you’d love a taste of this.” Another read: “My mouth is sore from sucking him all night—be a good husband and take over. If you’re lucky, I’ll let you lick up his cum later.”

I shifted uncomfortably in the chair, my pulse climbing again. The deeper I went, the more explicit it became. Videos of wives shoving their husbands’ faces down onto thick Black cocks, forcing them to suck. One even showed a woman prying her husband’s mouth open with her fingers while she stroked a huge cock until it erupted across his face. Her voice was sharp and commanding as she ordered him to swallow.

By then my breathing was shallow, quick, as though I’d run a mile. I was stunned, shaken, not sure what disturbed me more—the shock of seeing it or the flicker of heat twisting inside me that I didn’t want to admit was there.

The sudden trill of my cell phone made me jump, my whole body jerking. It was Tim. For a moment I just stared at his name flashing on the screen, panic gripping me. There was no way I could answer, not after what I’d just seen. I let it go to voicemail, my hand trembling.

The rest of the evening passed in a haze. I couldn’t stop replaying the images, trying to make sense of them, wondering what they said about him—and about me. By the time night fell, I knew I couldn’t carry this alone. I needed to talk to someone who might understand.

A quick Google search led me to a local sex therapist with glowing reviews. My fingers hovered nervously over the keyboard before I finally typed out a message, explaining only that I needed help understanding something I’d discovered. To my surprise, she had an opening the very next afternoon. I booked it immediately, clinging to the hope that she’d have answers—answers I wasn’t sure I was ready for, but that I desperately needed.

Relief washed over me when I realized Tim wouldn’t be home for another three days. That gave me just enough time to get my head straight, to find some kind of resolution before I had to look him in the eye. I couldn’t imagine carrying this confusion into his return. I needed to have answers—or at least a clearer sense of what I was feeling—before then.


On The Couch 


When I walked into Dr. Adams’s office the next afternoon, the tension in my shoulders eased almost immediately. The space was warm and inviting, not clinical like I’d feared, and she greeted me with a calm smile that made me feel safe. She introduced herself, explained a little about how her sessions worked, and reassured me that nothing I said would ever leave that room. For the first time since opening that USB folder, I felt like maybe I could breathe again.

During that first session with Dr. Adams, the words came slowly at first. I stumbled over the details, unsure how much to reveal, but once I started, I couldn’t stop. Everything poured out—the folders, the images, the captions, the shock, the way my body had responded even when my mind was screaming at me. I confessed every thought I’d had as I scrolled, every flicker of arousal and every stab of confusion.

Dr. Adams listened quietly, her presence steady and reassuring. When I finally paused to catch my breath, she leaned forward slightly and asked about our sex life. Did Tim take care of me? Did he pay attention to what I wanted? Did I feel seen by him in bed?

I nodded, almost defensively. “Yes. He’s… he’s good to me. Attentive. Always interested. I’ve never felt neglected, not once.” Saying it out loud felt strange, because how could a man like that also be harboring the kind of fantasies I’d uncovered?

Her smile was calm, patient. “Melissa, it’s important to understand—what you found is not unusual. Many men keep collections like this. Pornography is visual, and men, by nature, are often drawn to visual stimulation. It doesn’t mean he’s unhappy with you. It doesn’t mean he wants to replace you. It means he has fantasies, and those are often built from taboo subjects—the things we’re not supposed to want.”

I felt my chest loosen, just a little, at her words.

She went on: “Interracial themes, domination, cuckolding—they’re common in fantasy. They amplify desire because they brush against cultural taboos, because they’re forbidden. And your husband choosing women who resemble you? That tells me his fantasy isn’t about them. It’s about you.”

I sat back, absorbing that, my pulse quickening again.

Dr. Adams tilted her head, her tone softer now. “It’s possible that he picked up on cues from you over time. A comment, a glance, even a shift in body language during sex. Sometimes our partners notice more than we realize. If you’ve ever felt aroused at the idea, even briefly, it may have shown. He could have sensed it.”

Her words sent a chill down my spine. I thought back—snippets of jokes I’d made, the memory of that one night from my past that sometimes surfaced in bed, the way I may have lingered too long on certain fantasies. I swallowed hard. “So you’re saying… I might have given him reason to think this was… me?”

She nodded gently. “Exactly. Fantasies evolve. They start small, and then they grow as they’re fed—by porn, by imagination, by the subtle signals between partners. What you’ve discovered is less about a secret life and more about a desire that’s been quietly building in him, perhaps even with your help, whether you knew it or not.”

Her words left me quiet, unsettled but strangely… validated.

Dr. Adams leaned back slightly, her tone calm but direct. She explained that “cuck” was shorthand for cuckold—a fetish built on themes of domination and humiliation. At its core, it involved a man being dominated by his own partner, often through the presence of another man. In Tim’s case, she suggested, he’d merged that idea with my resemblance to the women in his interracial collection. It gave him the thrill of imagining me with someone else, while still allowing him to be part of the fantasy. Not just watching, but participating in a way that reinforced his own desire to be submissive.

Her words made sense, but one concern still nagged at me, one I couldn’t keep bottled any longer. My voice was quiet when I asked, “But what about that last folder I found? The one with the men… touching other men. I never had any idea Tim was into that. Do you think he might be secretly gay?”

Dr. Adams paused, considering me carefully. For a moment, my heart climbed into my throat, and then she gave a small, measured smile. “Perhaps,” she said.

The word hit me harder than I expected, and I stiffened in my chair. But before panic could take hold, she continued, her tone reassuring. “I don’t believe that’s the case, Melissa. His other fantasies—the women, the interracial themes, the dominance—they don’t suggest suppressed homosexuality. What they suggest is that he’s fascinated by the forbidden. The taboo. Sometimes watching men being made to cross those lines is part of the humiliation itself. It’s not about desiring men—it’s about amplifying the intensity of the scenario.”

Her explanation settled over me slowly, easing the knot of fear in my stomach.

She went on, her voice calm and measured. “That said, it’s also worth remembering that many people fall somewhere along a spectrum of bisexuality. Tim might have tendencies in that direction—it wouldn’t be unusual. Sexuality is rarely as black and white as we like to believe.” She paused for a beat before adding, “Let me ask you something personal. Have you ever had an encounter with another woman?”

Heat rushed to my cheeks, and Dr. Adams gave me a knowing smile, waiting patiently. Finally, I swallowed hard and forced the words out, my voice barely above a whisper. “Back in high school. Senior year. A friend and I… we kissed. A lot. There was some touching, exploring, but nothing beyond that. It never went further. I never wanted it to.”

Dr. Adams nodded with quiet understanding. “Exactly. Sexuality is complicated. Desires are not always consistent or easy to label, even within ourselves. You shouldn’t expect your husband to suddenly confess he’s leaving you for a man. That’s not what this is about. From what you’ve told me, Tim is simply exploring the edges of his fantasies in private. Sometimes that means brushing up against things he’d never act on in reality.”

Her gaze softened, and she leaned forward slightly. “The real question isn’t what Tim fantasizes about when he’s alone. The question is: now that you know, how do you want to respond? What role do you want to play in this part of his life?”

I sat there in silence, my throat tight. The truth was, I didn’t know. I couldn’t yet imagine what I wanted. All I knew was that I couldn’t ignore it.

Finally, I lifted my eyes and asked, “What do you suggest?”

Dr. Adams sat back, thoughtful, before finally saying, “Melissa, I see four possible paths you could take.”

She lifted one finger. “The first is to ignore it. Put the hard drive back where you found it, pretend you never opened it, and carry on as though nothing happened. Some people manage that. But it requires a kind of willful blindness. You’d always know it was there, tucked away.”

Her second finger rose. “The second option is confrontation. Show Tim what you found. Demand an explanation. You could even insist he delete everything, make him promise never to look at that material again. But in my experience…” she gave me a steady look, “desire doesn’t disappear on command. He might agree in the moment, but eventually he’d go back to it. Maybe secretly, maybe with more guilt.”

She raised a third. “The third option is to leave. End the marriage, choose a clean break. It would give you certainty, but from everything you’ve told me, I don’t believe that’s what you truly want.”

Her fourth finger joined the rest. “Which brings me to the last choice—the one I consider the healthiest. Work with him. Explore these fantasies together. Talk about whether he wants them to stay as fantasies, or whether he’s interested in trying some version of them in real life. That way, you’re not just reacting—you’re engaging, on your own terms.”

Her eyes softened as she asked, “The question is: where do you stand in all of this? Do any of his fantasies overlap with your own desires? And if they don’t, are you willing to push your boundaries? To experiment? To find out?”

The silence that followed was heavy, my thoughts tumbling over one another. My pulse raced, but somewhere beneath the noise of fear and doubt, a steady voice emerged. I loved Tim. I wanted us to be happy. And maybe… maybe this was the way forward.

I lifted my chin and said, with more determination than I felt, “I love my husband, and I want us to find happiness together. I’ll explore the fourth option. But I need your guidance. I can’t do this alone.”

Dr. Adams nodded, her expression warm. “That’s why I’m here. To help you navigate this, step by step. Communication, trust, and honesty will be key. If you’re willing to be open with me, I’ll help you find a way to be open with him.”

She surprised me by clearing the rest of her schedule that afternoon. “Let’s begin right now,” she said.

And so we did. For hours, she guided me through the process of mapping out not just Tim’s desires, but my own. She pressed me to be completely honest, to put aside embarrassment and speak every intimate thought aloud. The more I shared, the clearer things became. By the end, we had a plan.

I would confront Tim when he came home. And I wouldn’t just ask questions. I’d test him. Push him to reveal whether he was willing to bring those fantasies into the real world. His response would tell me everything I needed to know about the future of our marriage.

In the days before Tim came home, I kept things simple when we spoke. I didn’t let on about what I’d discovered or what I was planning—just told him how much I missed him and how excited I was for our first night back together. He sounded just as eager as I pretended to be, which reassured me… though it also made my heart race.

Still, I couldn’t help but wonder how he’d react when I showed him what I had in mind. Would he be shocked? Embarrassed? Angry? I kept reminding myself that if it all went wrong, I could just stop. No harm done. At the end of the day, all I wanted was to make him happy. He couldn’t fault me for that.

While I waited for him, I threw myself into preparing. I spent hours going back through the videos on his laptop—not just watching, but really studying them. I paid attention to the way the women spoke, the tone they used, how they looked at their husbands. I noticed how they moved, how they took control of every moment. I wanted to get it right, to make it feel natural.

What surprised me was how much some of it started to turn me on. At first it was just “research,” but the more I watched, the more I found myself getting drawn in. A few clips in particular left me flushed, my breathing quick, and before long I was touching myself as I watched. More than once, I came sitting right there at the desk, imagining it was me in those women’s place, with Tim kneeling beneath me.

By the day he was due home, I was buzzing with nerves, but also something else—excitement. Real, undeniable excitement. The idea of being in control, of using Tim for my pleasure, had started to feel less like a role I was trying on and more like something I wanted for myself. For the first time, I believed I might actually be able to pull this off.

When the evening finally came, I made sure everything was perfect. The table was set with candles flickering softly, casting a warm glow across the room. A bottle of wine breathed on the counter, and dinner was waiting. I’d slipped into a slinky evening dress that clung to my curves, and when Tim walked through the door, I greeted him with a long, passionate kiss before leading him straight to the dining room.

The look on his face said it all—he was floored. As we ate, he relaxed into the evening, smiling more than I’d seen in weeks. By the time we’d finished, his eyes had hardly left me.

“Melissa,” he said, shaking his head in wonder, “you look incredible. And that meal? Honestly, it was perfect. If this is the kind of welcome I get, maybe I should go away more often.” His grin was wide, but there was heat in his eyes too. “I can’t wait to see what other surprises you’ve got planned.”

I let a mischievous smile curl across my lips and leaned closer. “Oh, I think you’ll be pleasantly surprised. But before we go any further, I need to ask something of you.” My voice dropped, steady but firm. “Tonight, I want us to try something a little different. And for that to happen, I need your promise—your unwavering promise—that you’ll keep an open mind… and that you’ll do exactly as I ask.”

I held his gaze, emphasizing each word until finally, with a sharper edge, I added, “In fact, I insist on it.”

I could see the flicker in Tim’s eyes the moment I spoke with that commanding tone. Intrigue. Excitement. Without a pause he nodded, almost eager, his voice low but certain. “Absolutely, Melissa. I trust you completely. Whatever you’ve planned—I’m ready.”

A rush of confidence filled me. “Good,” I said, savoring the word. “Now, clear the table and meet me in the bedroom in five minutes.”

I left him there to handle the dishes and slipped away, my heart pounding with anticipation. In the bedroom, I dimmed the lights, adjusted the pillows, and laid out what I’d need. By the time Tim appeared in the doorway, exactly on time, his expression was a mix of nerves and barely contained desire.

I crossed the room slowly, kissed him hard, and let my hands trail down his body as I began undressing him piece by piece. He stood still, grinning, his chest rising and falling faster as I stripped him bare. Soon he was naked before me, his trust shining in his smile.

“Lie down,” I said firmly, pointing to the right side of the bed, close to the edge. My voice left no room for hesitation. He obeyed instantly, his excitement almost radiating off him.

“Hands up,” I instructed, my tone playful but firm. “All the way to the headboard. I’m going to restrain you.” His eyes widened just slightly, but there was no hesitation, only a quick nod of agreement.

I smiled as I looped the first soft cord around his wrist, securing him gently but firmly. “Don’t worry,” I murmured, tightening the knot. “I won’t hurt you. Quite the opposite.” His breathing deepened, his eyes locked on mine. One by one, I bound his wrists, then his ankles, until he lay spread before me—comfortable, safe, but completely mine.

I gave him a slow, knowing smile—the kind I’d practiced after watching those videos—before moving back to the bed. Leaning down, I kissed him again, this time deeper, my tongue slipping into his mouth and teasing his until I finally pulled away. My lips trailed down his neck, across his chest, pausing to lick and nip at his nipples before continuing lower, kissing along the ridges of his stomach.

By the time I reached his belly button, his cock was already straining, impossibly hard. I don’t think I’d ever seen him this swollen before, the sheer size of him standing proud as he lay helpless beneath me. I pressed a soft kiss at the base, then gave a long, deliberate lick up the underside of his shaft, stopping halfway. When I glanced up, his eyes were locked on me, wide and burning.

I smiled and whispered playfully, “Don’t go anywhere, babe. I need to grab a few supplies. You know how much I like whipped cream…”

Leaving him bound to the bed, I slipped out of the room. In the hallway, I checked everything I’d prepared, making sure every detail was ready. Then I changed into something else—something that would make his jaw drop when I returned. I took my time, letting the minutes stretch. The longer he waited, the more he’d feel that delicious loss of control, wondering what I was up to, what I’d bring back with me. By the time I stepped back into that room, I wanted his anticipation at a breaking point.


The Door Opens 


Just over ten minutes later, I pushed the bedroom door open and stepped inside. The moment Tim saw me, his eyes went wide, his jaw slackening. He looked like he couldn’t quite believe what he was seeing.

I’d dressed myself in a dominatrix outfit almost identical to the ones I’d seen in his videos, but I’d chosen bright red leather instead of black. The matching knee-high boots gleamed as I crossed the room, their heels clicking against the floor. Mesh stockings framed my legs, and the outfit itself left almost nothing to the imagination—my tits, my ass, my pussy all bare, daring him to look. I’d let my hair spill loose around my shoulders, painted my lips a bold scarlet, and in my hand I carried a short leather riding crop.

Each step I took toward him had purpose, a deliberate strut that seemed to shift something inside me. Wearing the outfit didn’t just make me look the part—it made me feel it. By the time I reached the bed, I was no longer acting. I was in control.

I let the crop trail lightly along his legs, tracing up his thigh before, with no warning, snapping it down against the head of his cock. It was no more than a sting, a playful slap, but he flinched and gasped. I only smiled down at him.

Tied to the bed, his cock straining and exposed, Tim looked completely undone. His mouth opened, but no words came out. I rested my hands on my hips, smirking. “Baby, I really hope you like my new outfit.”

He managed only a mute nod, his eyes wide with awe.

I leaned closer, my smile turning wicked. “Good. Because I think we need to have a little talk, my dear.”

Climbing onto the bed, I straddled him, lowering my face until it hovered just above his. My voice dropped, slow and deliberate. “I’ve been thinking… there are going to be some pretty big changes around here. You’ve been a very naughty boy, Tim. And now you need to be punished.”

His expression shifted, torn between confusion and excitement, his brain racing to catch up. I gave him no time to breathe.

“Because while you were away,” I whispered, “I had to reset the internet. And you left your USB drive plugged in.” I paused just long enough to watch the color drain from his face. Then I let the words fall, soft but sharp. “I found your secret stash of porn.”

The moment I said “USB drive,” Tim’s eyes went impossibly wide. His face drained of color, and he started to stammer, “I didn’t—” before I pressed a finger firmly against his lips.

“Shhh,” I whispered, my voice low but commanding. “No, baby. Don’t say a word. Tonight, I’m the one doing the talking.” I leaned closer, letting the silence stretch before adding, “I’ve seen it all. Every file, every folder. I know all of your dirty little secrets.”

His lips trembled against my fingertip, his whole body tense beneath me. I let my voice sharpen. “Some of the things you’ve been watching… God, Tim, they’re disgusting. Sitting here alone, jerking your little cock to that filth.”

I slid my hand down between us and brushed over him, expecting him to be rock-hard from the situation. Instead, I found him almost completely soft, his cock shriveled with fear. That caught me off guard, and I looked back up at him.

The sight of his face stopped me cold. His eyes were wet, his mouth working soundlessly, and for a second I thought he might actually break down in tears. A tiny glimmer of moisture formed in the corner of his eye just as I squeezed him again, feeling nothing but limpness in my hand.

A slow smile spread across my face. “But you know what, babe?” I said sweetly, tilting my head. “The worst part isn’t what you’ve been watching. It’s that you never let me play along with your little fantasies. That’s just not very nice, is it?”

I let a devilish smile spread across my lips, hovering just above his mouth, so close he could almost taste me but not close enough to kiss. Our eyes locked, and I could feel him squirm beneath me, bound, exposed, and utterly helpless.

My voice came low and sharp, every word meant to dig under his skin. “So, babe, I’ve figured out your little secret. You like watching Black men fuck white wives. Fine. That much is normal enough.” I dragged the tip of my tongue slowly over my bottom lip, watching his eyes flicker with need. “But that’s not all you like, is it? You like it even more when the husbands are there. When they’re forced to sit and watch. And I know…” I leaned closer, whispering against his cheek, “…I know you’ve been jerking off while imagining that wife is me.”

I let my hand slide down his chest, pausing deliberately before wrapping my fingers around him again. Just moments ago he’d been soft, terrified, but now? Now I felt the twitch of life returning, his cock swelling under my grip.

“Mmm,” I purred, squeezing lightly. “So it’s true, isn’t it? Just hearing me say it is enough to get you hard again.” I tilted my head, smiling wickedly. “Tell me, baby. How often do you fantasize about it? About me on my knees with a Black man’s cock right in my face?”

I stroked him lazily, feeling him stiffen with every word. “Do you imagine me opening my mouth wide, wrapping my lips around his thick, dark cock while you sit there? Do you want to watch me lick every inch of him, while you touch your little cock, wishing it was you?”

My grip tightened as I pressed the words into his ear. “Or do you picture it going further? Do you imagine a big Black man bending me over right here, driving his fat cock into me while you can do nothing but watch?”

I pulled back just enough to meet his eyes again, my smile slow and cruel. “Be honest, Tim. Isn’t that exactly what you want?”

Tim still didn’t answer, his lips pressed shut, but I didn’t need words. His ragged breathing told me everything—each inhale sharp, each exhale shaky. I leaned in, my voice soft but merciless.

“Come on, baby. Tell me the truth. I won’t be angry, not if you’re honest. The only reason I’m mad is because you’ve kept it from me. You shut me out.” I let my fingers graze the length of his cock, feeling it throb in my hand. “All those years you sat there jerking off, imagining me on my knees with a big Black cock in my mouth, and you never said a word. You never gave me the chance to play along.”

His eyes fluttered, his chest rising and falling so fast I thought he might break. I smiled wickedly and let the words slip out slow, deliberate. “That’s why I’m mad, Tim. Because if you’d just told me… if you’d trusted me with your filthy little fantasy… I would’ve loved to do it. I’d love to actually suck a big Black cock for you.”

The effect was immediate. His whole body shivered, his bound wrists tugging at the cords, his hips jerking upward in helpless need. His cock, stiff and straining, pulsed against my hand as he tried to thrust into me, desperate for more contact.

I sat back slightly, savoring the sight of him trembling beneath me, the raw hunger written across his face. The power coursing through me was intoxicating. I smiled down at him, slow and devilish, and kept the exquisite torture going.

“You must have known, right babe?” I purred, my eyes locked on his. “You must have guessed that I get turned on by the sight of a hot Black guy with a big cock.” I let the words hang for a beat, watching his expression shift, then lowered my voice. “I know I never told you before. I was scared you’d be too jealous, that you wouldn’t even want to hear it. But now?” I leaned closer, brushing my lips just shy of his. “Now I think it’s time you knew.”

His breath hitched as I whispered the words into his ear. “Before I ever met you… I fucked a Black guy. So everything you sit there fantasizing about—me on my knees with a thick Black cock in my mouth, me taking him deep inside me—I’ve already done it. I know exactly what it feels like.”

The shock that rippled across his face was almost delicious. His eyes widened, his jaw tightened, and I couldn’t tell if it was anger, jealousy, grief, or just disbelief. But at that point, it didn’t matter. He was bound, helpless, and the truth was mine to give. Whether he liked it or not, he was going to hear it.

“That’s right,” I whispered, drawing the words out as my lips hovered just above his. “I got drunk on a night out, ended up back at his place. He was so fucking hot, Tim. Tall, confident, that smile… and his cock—God, his cock was massive.”

I let the sentence hang, watching the flicker of pain flash across his face before leaning closer. “It wasn’t just big, Tim. It was huge. So much bigger than anything I’d ever seen before. Bigger than yours.” My hand slid down, wrapping tightly around his shaft, squeezing just enough to remind him what he had—and what it wasn’t.

“I loved it,” I murmured, my voice sultry, teasing. “I loved the way it felt in my hand, the weight of it, the way it filled my mouth. I couldn’t get enough. I sucked him for hours that night, and every second of it turned me on more. Can you even imagine that, baby? Me—your wife—on my knees, loving every inch of another man’s cock?”

Tim’s face was stricken, his body trembling, and I pressed the knife in deeper. “And when he finally couldn’t hold back any longer…” I paused, letting my breath tickle his ear, “…I let him cum in my mouth.”

His eyes widened, horror and arousal warring in his gaze. I smiled cruelly. “That’s right, babe. I swallowed every drop. All of his hot, thick cum sliding down my throat.”

I could feel his cock twitch violently in my hand, straining against my grip. “You know me, Tim. I never swallow. Not for you. Not for anyone. But that night? I wanted it. I craved it. That’s how much he turned me on.”

I pulled back slightly, locking eyes with him, savoring his raw, broken expression. “Five years at least since I let you have that pleasure. And him? I swallowed like it was the most natural thing in the world.”

“And do you know what really shocked me, Tim?” I whispered, keeping my face inches from his as my hand tightened around his cock. “After I swallowed him, after he filled my mouth with cum, I braced myself for it to be over. I thought he’d roll off me like you do, soft and useless. But he didn’t. He stayed hard. That massive cock was still throbbing, ready for more. And in that moment, I realized—oh my God—I actually get to fuck it too.”

I laughed softly, cruelly, shaking my head as if in disbelief. “I couldn’t believe it. With you, once you’re done, that’s it. But him? He kept going, and going, and every thrust just pushed me further into heaven. Do you have any idea how fucking good that felt?”

I could see the shock on his face, the hurt, the shame—but I wasn’t done. I leaned closer, my tone sharpening, mock anger dripping from every word. “And here’s the thing, Tim—I haven’t had another Black cock since that night. Not one. Do you know why? Not because I didn’t want it. Fuck, I’ve wanted it. I’ve fantasized about it for years. But I stayed loyal. I chose your little cock over what I really craved because I didn’t want to hurt you.”

I gave his shaft a harsh squeeze, making him flinch. My voice rose, edged with genuine fury now. “And the whole time? You were jerking off to it in secret. You wanted me to do it. You were getting yourself off imagining me sucking Black cock while I was here, frustrated, giving up what I wanted for you. Do you have any idea how fucking cheated that makes me feel?”

I glared down at him, my hair falling over my shoulders, my lips inches from his ear. “You kept it from me, Tim. You robbed me of years where I could have been on my knees, taking big Black dicks in my mouth while you watched. Years where I could’ve been swallowing, moaning, feeling that stretch again. And you never told me.”

My voice dropped to a venomous whisper, each word slow and deliberate. “So admit it. Say it. Stop hiding. Tell me it’s what you want. Tell me you want to sit there, stroking your little cock, while I suck another man off. Because if you’d only had the guts to say it sooner…” I smiled wickedly, letting the anger curl into something sharper, “…I could’ve been doing it all this time.”

Tim stayed silent, his lips parted but no words coming. He looked stunned, almost broken, as if his brain couldn’t catch up to the moment. But his body told a different story. Beneath me, every muscle was rigid with tension, and in my hand his cock throbbed—harder than I’d ever felt in more than a decade together.

I leaned down and brushed my lips gently against his, just a soft kiss, before pulling back and fixing him with a slow smile. “Well, baby,” I murmured, my voice sweet and dangerous at once, “this is it. Your moment of truth. Your wife is demanding an honest answer from you.” I gave his cock a slow, deliberate stroke, watching the shiver ripple through him. “I’ve asked you one very simple question. Do you want it? Do you want to watch me take a big, fat Black cock while you sit there helpless, obeying whatever I decide to allow you?”

His forehead glistened with sweat, his chest rising and falling too fast, but still he couldn’t force the words out.

I let my hand keep moving on his shaft, squeezing tighter with each stroke, my voice dropping to a hiss. “All you have to do is tell me, Tim. Just say it. Right now. Admit what you’ve been jerking off to all these years.”

Still nothing. Just wide, desperate eyes and silence.

I narrowed my gaze, my patience gone. My grip on his cock tightened suddenly, painfully, wringing a gasp from him. “Answer me, bitch!” I snapped, my voice sharp and commanding.

His throat bobbed as he swallowed hard. And then, at last, the words broke free in a hoarse whisper: “Yes… Melissa. I want to see it.”


Relief 


The instant the words left his lips, it felt like a massive weight lifted from my chest. Relief and exhilaration washed over me all at once. I smiled, leaned down, and kissed him hard. It wasn’t just hunger—it was love too, fierce and raw, a kiss that sealed what he had just confessed.

When I pulled back, I looked into his eyes and whispered, “I was hoping you’d say that. Because now, baby… now you’re in for a real treat.”

Reaching up, I took hold of the small silver bell I’d placed on the nightstand earlier, my fingers curling around it with deliberate calm. Without breaking eye contact, I gave it a sharp ring. The sound was light, almost delicate, but the effect on Tim was immediate.

His brow furrowed, confusion flashing across his face. He had no idea what the bell was for or why I was suddenly ringing it. That look of bewilderment lasted only a few seconds—then the sound of the bedroom door clicking open behind me made his whole expression change.

Confusion gave way to fear. His eyes darted past me, straining to see. I slid gracefully off his body, making sure he had a clear view of what was about to happen.

The door swung open, and the figure that filled the frame made the room feel suddenly smaller. A tall Black man stepped inside, the bulk of his body stretching one of Tim’s robes taut across his shoulders and chest. What looked loose and comfortable on Tim barely managed to contain this man’s frame.

He was easily six foot two, his skin a warm brown, his hair cropped close, a neatly trimmed beard framing a strong jaw. Ruggedly handsome, with piercing dark eyes that seemed to take in everything at once. The kind of man who drew attention the moment he entered a room, the kind of man women couldn’t help but notice.

He paused in the doorway for only a few seconds, then walked with quiet confidence across the room until he was standing right beside me at the bed. His presence was magnetic, commanding without a single word.

Looking down at Tim, his expression was calm but firm, a steady intensity in his eyes. Tim, in contrast, stared up at him with naked fear, his body tense, his breath shallow. The size difference alone was enough to rattle him—but tied down, stripped bare, and utterly vulnerable beneath this towering man, that fear cut even deeper. He was helpless, exposed, and completely at our mercy.

“Baby,” I said softly, my hand still resting on Tim’s chest, “this is Sean. I only met him today—he actually arrived just before you walked through the door. A good friend of mine introduced us when I told her about your… fantasies. She thought Sean might be generous enough to help us explore them.”

I tilted my head toward Sean, smiling up at him before turning back to Tim. “Now, babe, I haven’t actually seen his cock yet. But from what I’ve been told, it’s more than a little impressive.”

At that, Sean’s lips curved into a small, knowing smile, and he gave a slow nod of confirmation. The simple gesture made Tim’s eyes flicker in panic, his body straining against the cords as if his instincts wanted to fight while his mind was paralyzed.

I let my hand trail down Tim’s chest until I cupped his jaw and forced him to look at me. “So tell me, babe. Does he live up to your fantasy? Look at him—tall, strong, handsome. Personally, I think he’s fucking gorgeous. Way hotter than the guys in those videos of yours. But you know what we haven’t seen yet, don’t you?”

I leaned in until my lips brushed his ear. “We haven’t seen what’s under that robe. And we won’t. Not unless you say the words.”

Tim’s breathing was ragged now, each exhale shallow. His forehead glistened with sweat, his eyes wide, darting between me and Sean. I gave his face a sharp squeeze, snapping his gaze back to mine.

“This is it, Tim. No more games. I’m going to ask you one last time. Is this what you fantasize about? Is this what you really want—to watch a Black man fuck your wife? Do you promise to obey me, to do exactly as I say, no matter what?”

I paused, letting the silence stretch, heavy and suffocating. “Because if you say yes, I’ll give Sean the order to drop that robe and show me his cock. But if you say no, he’ll walk out that door right now, and this ends here. The choice is yours, baby. Entirely yours. But you have to decide… right now.”

The room fell deathly silent. The kind of silence that presses on your ears, making every heartbeat sound like a drum. I couldn’t tell if it was his heart I was hearing, or my own, pounding so hard it almost hurt.

Tim swallowed once, hard. His chest heaved as he dragged in a deep breath, his eyes brimming with fear and need, humiliation and hunger all at once. And then, in a voice quiet but unmistakably clear, he said the words that changed everything:

“Yes. Yes… that is what I want.”

A wide smile spread across my face the moment the words left his lips. I leaned over him, letting my voice drip with satisfaction. “Good boy.”

I ran the tip of the riding crop lightly along his chest before lifting it just enough for him to see. “Now, listen carefully. My first instruction for you is simple: while we’re in this room, you will call me Mistress. Always. If you forget… if you slip even once…” I let the crop tap firmly against his thigh, “…I’ll use this on you. Do you understand?”

Tim’s throat worked as he swallowed. He gave a small nod, his eyes wide, but no words came out.

I tilted my head, savoring his silence. “That’s not an answer, but I’ll let it pass—for now. You’re still processing.”

Straightening up, I turned to Sean, my tone shifting, commanding and playful all at once. “As for you, Sean—take off that robe. Show my little-dicked husband what a real man looks like.”

Sean didn’t rush. His big hands moved with calm certainty as he loosened the tie around his waist. The soft rasp of fabric filled the silence, making every second stretch out. Slowly, the robe parted, slipping from his broad shoulders and gliding down his torso before falling in a heap at his feet.

The sight hit me like a punch. My eyes dragged down over his thick chest, the ridges of his abs, and then—God. My breath caught.

“Hooo-ly fuck,” I blurted, unable to stop myself.

Between his legs, hanging heavy and thick, was his cock. Even soft, it swung with weight, long enough that it nearly brushed his thigh. Thick veins traced along its length, promising it would only get bigger when hard. My hand twitched with the sudden urge to wrap around it, just to feel the girth filling my palm.

I turned back to Tim, my lips curling into a wicked smile. His face was pale, eyes wide, frozen on the sight in front of him.

“See, babe?” I teased, letting my voice drip with mock sweetness. “They weren’t lying. Isn’t he a fucking specimen?” My gaze lingered deliberately on Sean’s cock before flicking back to Tim. “Look at those muscles… and look at that cock. It’s massive. Hanging there heavy and thick—and, God, it’s already bigger than yours, and he’s not even hard yet.”

Sean stood calmly, letting us both stare, his dark eyes steady and unflinching. His cock shifted with the smallest movement of his body, and I couldn’t help the grin that spread wider across my face.

“Just imagine it, Tim,” I whispered, leaning down so my hair brushed against his cheek. “That monster inside me. That cock stretching me open while you sit there and watch. Can you even picture how much bigger it’ll get once he’s hard?”

I slid gracefully down onto my knees beside Sean, my eyes fixed on what hung heavy between his legs. Slowly, deliberately, I reached out with my right hand, wrapping my fingers around the thick base of his cock. The weight of it shocked me instantly, and I let out a breathless laugh.

“Oh my God, babe… holy fuck. His cock is so heavy.”

I pulled it forward, stretching it out until it dangled just inches from Tim’s face. His eyes widened, locked on it as though he couldn’t look away.

“Look at this, Tim. Look how thick it is. I’ve never felt anything like this before.” My hand slid up the shaft, the thick veins pressing against my palm. “It’s even bigger than the Black guy I fucked years ago—and I thought he was huge.”

I shifted my grip, adding my left hand, stroking Sean with both fists now, sliding them slowly up and down the length. Even with two hands, I couldn’t cover him fully—each pass left several inches exposed, glistening under the soft light.

“God, just look at it,” I whispered, my voice breaking with raw hunger as much as mockery. “So thick… so long… my hands can barely keep up.”

I glanced back at Tim, his face pale, sweat shining at his temples, his chest heaving with ragged breaths. His cock strained hard against my grip earlier, but now it twitched helplessly, dwarfed by what was just inches away from him.

I licked my lips, unable to wait another second. “I can’t hold back anymore, babe,” I said with a wicked smile. “I have to give it a taste.”

I leaned forward slowly, savoring the moment, and wrapped my hand around Sean’s thick shaft. Even soft, he was massive. I guided the heavy head toward my mouth, parting my ruby-red lips just enough to brush them over the tip.

The first kiss was deliberate, almost reverent, and I let it linger before flicking my tongue across the swollen crown. My movements were slow, teasing, exploratory—like I was unwrapping a gift I’d been waiting years to open.

I made sure to angle myself perfectly, shifting Sean so that Tim had a crystal-clear view. Bound and helpless, he had no choice but to watch as my tongue swirled over the broad head, licking every ridge, every drop of precum. I exaggerated the motions, letting my tongue curl around him so Tim could see the glisten, the way I savored every taste.

Sean let out a low, satisfied groan, but it was Tim’s reaction that thrilled me most. His body squirmed against the ties, a helpless moan slipping past his lips as his cock twitched, straining at the humiliating spectacle.

I glanced at him as I planted another wet kiss on the now swelling head of Sean’s cock. “Baby,” I breathed, my voice thick with lust, “this is so fucking hot. Thank you for sharing this with me.” I let my lips brush over the tip again, smirking as I went on. “All these years, I thought I’d never suck another big Black cock again. I thought I’d spend my whole life only bothering with your little one now and then. But now? Now I know I can take a big, beautiful cock like this whenever I want—and we’ll both get something out of it.”

Tim’s eyes glazed with lust and shame, and I tilted my head, my tongue tracing slowly around Sean’s thick head. “So tell me, babe… do you think I can fit this monster in my mouth now that it’s getting properly hard?”

I didn’t wait for an answer. With a hungry moan, I opened wide and eased Sean’s head past my lips, stretching my mouth around him. The thickness filled me instantly, my tongue pressed tight against the heavy crown as I began to lick and suck with deliberate, wet slurps. A second later, I had his entire head in my mouth, my cheeks hollowing as I worked him, savoring every inch while Tim’s helpless eyes stayed locked on me.

Sean was already reacting, a low moan rumbling from his chest as his hand settled firmly on the back of my head. He guided me, not roughly, but with a steady insistence as I bobbed up and down on his thick shaft, sliding his cock in and out of my mouth. Each time I pulled back, the head glistened with spit before I swallowed him again, my lips stretching around his girth.

Tim’s eyes never left us. He stared, transfixed, his chest heaving, his expression torn between raw jealousy and something darker—something that looked unsettlingly like arousal. The conflict in his face was almost as intoxicating to me as the weight of Sean’s cock on my tongue.

I finally let Sean’s cock slip free with a wet pop, my lips flushed and glistening as I turned to lock eyes with Tim. My voice came out breathless, teasing, and wicked all at once. “Holy fuck, babe… his cock tastes amazing. God, it tastes so good.”

I let the words hang, watching his face twist, before adding softly, “But I’m being so unfair to you, aren’t I?”

With a slow, deliberate movement, I stood and slid onto the bed, straddling Tim once more. His body tensed under me, every muscle drawn tight as I leaned in close. My mouth hovered just above his, my breath hot against his lips.

“Babe,” I whispered, my eyes boring into his, “he tastes incredible. I bet you can smell him on my breath, can’t you?” I tilted my head, letting the faintest brush of air pass between us. “I’m so fucking lucky I get to suck his cock… and you know what? I have you to thank for it.”

I leaned forward, closing the gap, and pressed my mouth to Tim’s. His lips stayed tight at first, his whole body stiff with reluctance. But I pushed harder, prying him open until my tongue slid past his lips, filling his mouth.

For a moment, it was almost like kissing a wall. Then I felt the shift—the delayed reaction as the taste hit him. The taste of Sean. The salt, the musk. Tim recoiled, jerking his head back, trying to shake me off.

A surge of anger flared hot in my chest. Dressed in bright red leather, Sean’s huge cock swaying inches away, I wasn’t about to let my pathetic, tied-up husband deny me. My hand snapped to his face, gripping him hard, my nails pressing into his skin as I growled, “What’s the matter, babe? Don’t want to kiss your wife?”

His eyes darted wildly, shame burning there. I laughed cruelly. “Oh, I get it. You tasted Sean’s cock in my mouth, didn’t you?” I leaned closer, my breath hot and sharp against his lips. “Well, guess what, babe—I don’t fucking care. I command you to kiss me. So fucking kiss me.”

I crushed my mouth onto his again, my tongue spearing deep, owning his mouth with slow, punishing strokes. He tried to resist, trembling against the ropes, but within seconds the fight drained out of him. His lips softened, his tongue gave way, and he kissed me back, surrendering to the taste, to the humiliation, to me.

When I finally pulled away, his chest was heaving, his eyes wide and wet. I lingered above him, lips swollen and slick, and looked down at him with a slow, dangerous smile.

“What’s wrong, babe?” I murmured, my lips brushing his as I gripped his face tightly. “Don’t like the taste?” I let the question hang, watching his eyes dart, his chest heave. Then I laughed softly, cruelly. “Well, how the fuck do you think I’ve felt all these years, with your little dick in my mouth? Do you think I enjoyed that taste?”

I leaned closer, my tongue flicking briefly across his lower lip before I whispered, “You’re just going to have to get used to it, babe. Because now that I’m free to suck Black cocks again, this is what my mouth is going to taste like. Over and over.”

His body stiffened beneath me, his eyes wide with shame, and I smiled, slow and wicked. “But come on—it’s not that bad, is it? Sean’s cock tastes a hell of a lot better than yours ever did. And I put up with yours for years.” I pressed my lips lightly to his again, just enough to taunt him with another trace of Sean. “Who knows, babe… give it time, and you might even learn to like it.”

“Sean,” I said, my voice firm with command, “bring that big cock of yours over here. I want my husband to get a proper look—up close.”

Sean moved without hesitation, circling the bed with that quiet, intimidating confidence. When he stepped in beside us, his cock hung so heavy and long it nearly brushed against Tim’s cheek as he leaned toward me. The sheer proximity made Tim flinch, his whole body jerking against the restraints.

Before it could touch him, I slid my hand around Sean’s shaft and lifted it, deliberately slow, until the swollen head hovered just above my lips. I caught Tim’s wide, horrified eyes and gave him a wicked smile.

“That folder full of girls who looked like me?” I whispered sweetly. “That told me everything. You’ve been dreaming of this moment—watching your wife suck a big Black cock. Well, babe, now you’re going to get your wish.” I stroked Sean once, lazily, making sure Tim’s eyes followed the movement.

I parted my lips, letting Sean’s crown brush against the red of my mouth before continuing, “So enjoy your front-row seat, baby. Watch carefully. This is the fantasy you’ve been jerking off to all these years, and now you get to see it for real.”

My smile sharpened as I tilted Sean’s cock toward my lips. “Because one thing’s for certain—you’re never going to be in Sean’s position. Not with that little cock of yours. So watch, and enjoy it while you can.”

I lowered my head again and took Sean’s cock back into my mouth, sucking slowly, licking at the thick head, and this time the show played out no more than six inches above Tim’s face. At that distance there was no escape—he couldn’t miss a thing even if he tried. Every flick of my tongue, every curl of my lips around Sean’s fat shaft was right there in front of him.

The sounds were even louder up close. Each wet slurp, each little moan I gave as I worked my mouth over Sean’s cock echoed in his ears, intimate and obscene. And there was the smell, too—strong, musky, the mix of clean skin and sweat, of cock and balls, hanging thick in the air between us. Tim had no choice but to breathe it in, every inhale filling his lungs with the scent of another man’s arousal.

From where he lay tied down, Tim also had the perfect angle to watch Sean himself. Every deliberate reaction—the way Sean groaned deep in his chest, the way his large hand stroked my hair, guiding me up and down, the lazy confidence in his smile as he looked down at me—Tim could see it all. He even had a front-row view of Sean’s other hand wrapping easily around the base of his cock, stroking what I couldn’t take, those long black fingers sliding over thick flesh as though reminding Tim just how much of Sean there was.

And then there were the things Sean couldn’t control. The twitching pulses that ran through his shaft as my tongue swirled around him. The sudden spasms of muscle in his thighs. The sharp intake of breath whenever I pushed a little deeper, sucking harder, making his body betray the pleasure he felt.

For Tim, bound and helpless, it was unbearable. Every sound, every sight, every smell forced into him at once. He wasn’t just watching me suck another man’s cock—he was living it.

Even though I was trying my best, the sheer size of Sean’s cock made every attempt to take him deeper a challenge. I pushed myself slowly, deliberately, forcing my throat to open for him, and with each inch I managed, my body betrayed me. My mouth flooded with saliva, thick strings of it slipping down the veined length of his shaft. It coated him in slick shine before dripping free, sliding down until the droplets fell… straight onto Tim’s face.

The sound of his moan was immediate—half surprise, half humiliation. He flinched, but tied down as he was, he had no way to escape the warm trickles landing on his skin.

I pulled off Sean with a wet gasp, letting his cock slap against my lips before looking down at my husband. His cheeks glistened, drops of my spit sliding across his jawline. I smiled wickedly. “Oh, I’m so sorry, babe! I got carried away sucking his big cock and totally forgot you were lying right there. Just look at you—I’ve dribbled all over your face.”

I leaned down as if to make amends, dragging my tongue slowly across his cheek, lapping at the slickness. But my lips and tongue were already drenched in spit and Sean’s precum. Instead of cleaning him, I smeared more across his skin—wetting him further with every stroke.

Within seconds his whole face shone, sticky and damp beneath my mouth. I pulled back with a laugh, shaking my head. “Well, that didn’t work, did it?”

“I guess you’ll just have to get used to having my spit and his precum all over your face,” I teased, my voice dripping with mock sweetness.

I leaned down and crushed my wet lips to his. Tim flinched, stiffened, tried to turn away. I couldn’t tell if it was from the slick mess smeared across my mouth or the mention of Sean’s precum, but either way, his resistance irritated me.

My hand shot to his jaw, gripping it hard as I forced him to look at me. “Don’t you dare pull away like some pathetic little bitch,” I hissed. “I said I want to kiss you, and you’re going to fucking kiss me. Now open your mouth.”

Our eyes locked, and I watched the fight drain out of him. He swallowed, lips parting in surrender. A moment later, my tongue was back in his mouth, filling it, drowning him with spit that carried Sean’s taste. I moved slow and deep, making sure he couldn’t miss it, until finally I pulled back, our chins slick and wet.

“There we go,” I murmured with a cruel smile. “Isn’t that better, babe? You’re starting to get used to it. In fact, I think you’re ready for the next step.”

I reached up and wrapped my hand firmly around Sean’s thick shaft, pulling him in closer until the swollen head hovered right above Tim’s face. I shifted my other hand down, curling it around Tim’s cock, which twitched pathetically under my touch.

My grip tightened, one hand around Sean’s thick shaft, the other around Tim’s smaller one, and with deliberate slowness I began to stroke them both. At first, separately—Sean’s cock sliding heavy and hot through my palm, Tim’s twitching helplessly in my other hand. Then, with a wicked smile, I pressed them together, forcing their lengths to touch.

The size difference was obscene. Sean’s thick cock stretched high above Tim’s, dwarfing it in every direction. Each time I stroked, Sean’s shaft swallowed Tim’s, the contrast impossible to ignore.

“Holy fuck, babe,” I whispered, dragging them against each other again, “just look at this. Can you feel it? His cock is so much bigger than yours. So heavy. So perfect. And yours…” I gave his a rough squeeze, making him gasp, “…yours is just a toy in comparison.”

I looked him dead in the eye as my hands pumped steadily, slick sounds filling the air. “Do you see now why I love sucking Sean? Why his cock tastes so fucking good? Why my pussy is already dripping just thinking about him inside me? This is what a real man feels like.”

Sean groaned low in his throat, his hips twitching forward into my hand, and I let Tim hear it, see it, feel it as their cocks slid against each other under my control. “Listen to him, babe. Even he knows how good this feels. And you?” I smirked, leaning close enough for my words to tickle Tim’s ear. “You’re not even in his league. You never were.”

I stroked them harder, the thick black shaft grinding against Tim’s smaller cock with each motion, and laughed softly. “Mmm, I could do this all night—stroke his cock against yours, let you feel the difference every second. Maybe then it’ll sink in: Sean fucks, and you… you just watch.”

Tim’s eyes widened with fear the moment Sean moved around the bed. I shifted, climbing on top of Tim so my face hovered just inches above his. He could feel my breath against his lips, but before he could register what was happening, Sean stepped in, lining his massive cock up with my mouth.

Tim’s panic was instant. He shook his head violently, blurting a single word. “No!”

I smiled sweetly, but my eyes burned with cruel amusement. “Oh, come on, babe. You don’t get a say in this anymore. You wanted to see me with a big Black cock—so here it is. Up close. Really close.”

I tilted my head, opening my mouth wide as Sean pushed forward, sliding the thick head between my lips. My mouth stretched around him, saliva glistening already as I began to take him deeper. The angle meant Sean’s balls swung low, brushing so close to Tim’s face he had to flinch away.

Pinned beneath me, Tim had the perfect, humiliating view—my lips wrapped tightly around Sean’s thick cock, his shaft gliding in and out of my mouth just inches from Tim’s eyes. The wet sounds of my sucking filled his ears, obscene and relentless, while every now and then the weight of Sean’s balls grazed his cheek.

I pulled off long enough to moan, letting a strand of spit fall across Sean’s cock before licking it up again. Then I leaned even closer to Tim, my mouth wet, my lips swollen. “Do you see, babe? This is what I’ve been craving. This is what your little cock could never give me.”

Sean groaned above us as he thrust again, filling my mouth. I let him push deeper, gagging slightly, then pulled back with a wet gasp, turning my face down toward Tim. Our eyes locked, my lips shining with spit and precum.


You Wanted This

“You wanted this, didn’t you?” I teased, my voice dripping with mock affection. “Well, now you’ve got the best seat in the house. Close enough to smell his balls, close enough to hear every sloppy sound while I take his cock down my throat.”

Sean’s hips rolled, his shaft sliding in deep again, and I moaned around him, deliberately letting my wet mouth hang open so Tim could see every humiliating detail.

I gave Sean’s shaft one last lick before pulling him away, just enough to let Tim breathe again. My hand slid down between us, curling around Tim’s cock. I stroked him lightly, almost teasingly, and his whole body jolted in response. A soft moan escaped his lips, betraying just how much he hated—and loved—every second of this.

I leaned close, my lips brushing his ear as I whispered, “God, your little cock twitches so pathetically when you’re turned on. Look at you. Watching me suck Sean while I barely even touch you, and you’re already leaking.”

I gave him another few slow strokes, then shifted my weight, swinging a leg over until I was straddling his face. My pussy hovered just above his mouth, glistening, the scent of my arousal unmistakable.

“Here’s your reward for being such a good boy,” I purred. “You get to lick your Mistress while I suck his big Black cock. You wanted to be part of this, didn’t you? Well, now you are—just not in the way you imagined.”

I lowered myself until my wetness brushed his lips, just as I leaned forward again and took Sean back into my mouth. His thick shaft filled me, stretching my lips wide, my moans vibrating against him while my husband had no choice but to lick and taste me.

From Tim’s perspective, it was unbearable: Sean’s cock sliding in and out of my mouth just inches away, his heavy balls swinging so close they nearly brushed Tim’s forehead. Above him, my pussy pressed insistently against his lips, the taste of my arousal coating his tongue while I gagged and slurped on another man’s cock.

Between my moans and Sean’s deep groans, I could still hear Tim’s muffled whimpers against me. And I couldn’t resist taunting him further. “That’s it, babe… lick me while I suck his cock. Your little dick twitches, doesn’t it? It loves this. Don’t even try to deny it.”

Sean’s cock slid deep into my throat again, my lips stretched wide, spit running down my chin as I worked him hungrily. At the same time, I ground my hips harder against Tim’s face, smearing my wetness across his mouth. His tongue flicked nervously at first, but I pressed down harder, forcing him to lick me properly.

“That’s it, babe,” I moaned around Sean’s shaft, pulling back just long enough to speak clearly. “Lick me while I suck his big Black cock. Your little mouth serving me, while mine is filled with something you could never give.”

Sean groaned above me, his big hand guiding my head down, and I took him deeper, gagging slightly before pulling back with a wet gasp. My hips rolled urgently against Tim, my clit grinding against his lips, my arousal flooding his tongue.

“Oh fuck… yes,” I gasped, staring down at him, my eyes blazing. “Do you feel that, Tim? Do you feel how wet I am? How close I am? This is what your fantasy looks like. Your wife, moaning on your face while she sucks another man’s cock.”

The pressure built quickly, my whole body trembling as Sean’s cock slid in and out of my mouth, heavy and unrelenting. I rode Tim’s face harder, my pussy grinding over his nose and mouth as the orgasm ripped through me.

“Holy fuck—yes!” I screamed, muffled around Sean’s shaft. My mouth was stuffed full of his cock as I came, the taste of him thick on my tongue, my moans vibrating down his length. My thighs squeezed tight around Tim’s head, smothering him in my climax.

When the waves finally started to ebb, I pulled off Sean just enough to cry out, spit and precum glistening on my lips. I looked down at Tim, his face slick with my juices, and laughed breathlessly.

“God, babe… that was incredible. Do you know why it felt so good?” I leaned lower, my wet mouth inches from his. “Because I had his big black cock in my mouth. That was so much better than anything you’ve ever given me on your own.”

At last, I pulled myself up off Tim’s face, his chin glistening with my wetness. His chest rose and fell in ragged bursts, his lips shiny from serving me. I leaned down and gave him a long, messy kiss, grinding my tongue across his as if claiming his mouth. When I finally pulled back, I licked my lips and smiled cruelly.

“Mmm… I can still taste him,” I teased. “Even when you’re licking me, Sean’s cock is right there on my tongue. And it feels so fucking good. But don’t worry, babe—your reward isn’t over yet.” I tilted my head, eyes flashing. “You’ve earned the front-row seat to watch Sean fuck me.”

With that, I slid off his body and sprawled across the bed beside him, deliberately draping my upper body across his stomach and chest so he couldn’t escape the closeness. My legs spread wide, my pussy glistening as I looked toward Sean with a hungry smile.

“Come on then, Sean,” I purred, beckoning him forward. “Bring that big Black cock over here.”

He didn’t hesitate. Moving with quiet confidence, he crawled up between my thighs, one hand wrapped around his thick shaft, stroking it slowly. From where Tim lay tied down, he had to crane his neck awkwardly, but there was no hiding from what was happening. He could see every detail—the sheer size of Sean’s cock as it bobbed heavily in his grip, the way his muscles tensed as he positioned himself at my entrance.

For a moment, even I had to catch my breath. That cock was enormous. I hadn’t taken one like it in years—since that wild night long before I met Tim—and back then I’d been half-drunk, reckless, and hungry. Now I was stone-cold sober, staring at Sean’s thickness, and yes… I was intimidated.

But the intimidation only made me wetter. And I knew it would slice into Tim like a knife. I turned my head toward him, grinning wickedly. “God, babe… look at him. I’m not going to lie—I’m a little scared of how big he is. But that just makes me want him more. And it makes me want you to watch every second.”

I glanced up at Sean, my breath catching as I looked between his legs. “Oh my God, babe… holy fuck. Just look at the size of his cock!” My voice shook with a mix of awe and arousal, loud enough for Tim to hear every word. “Honestly, I don’t even know if I’ll be able to take that inside me.”

I tilted my head toward Sean, a wicked smile curving my lips. “Lay it on my stomach. Let’s show him.”

Sean smirked and obliged, lowering his thick shaft until the heavy length pressed against my skin. The weight alone made me gasp. He stretched it out along my stomach, and in that instant the sheer size became undeniable. The thick head nearly reached my ribcage.

I looked back at Tim, catching his wide, helpless stare. “Do you see that, baby? Do you see how far inside me this cock will go?” I ran a finger up Sean’s shaft, tracing it from the base to the flared crown. “Look at it. His cock is nearly twice the length of yours.”

Tim whimpered softly, his eyes locked on the obscene display.

I chuckled low in my throat. “I mean, what’s yours—just over five inches? Cute. Sweet. But Sean? He’s nine, maybe ten. Almost double what you’ve got between your legs. And when he pushes it inside me…” I arched my back slightly, pressing Sean’s shaft harder against my stomach, “…he’s going to reach places you never even touched.”

Sean shifted his hips, the head of his cock nudging just below my navel, and I let out a deliberate moan, playing it up for Tim. “Holy fuck… can you even imagine how deep this is going to feel?”

I tilted my head again, locking eyes with my husband. “This is the reality now, babe. That little cock of yours is never going to compare to this monster. And you’re going to sit there and watch while I take every inch of it.”

I let out a shaky breath and gave Sean a wicked smile. “Okay, Sean… I’m ready. But take it slow with that thing. Remember—I’m used to my husband’s little baby dick.”

Tim flinched, his face burning red, but I didn’t take my eyes off Sean. He just chuckled, a low, confident sound, and reached casually for the bottle of lube he’d left on the nightstand.

I watched, biting my lip, as he squeezed some into his palm and slicked it generously over the swollen head of his cock. The sight alone made me moan. Then he leaned forward, rubbing the excess onto me—his big hand spreading the lube across my folds, gliding over my clit, circling the entrance to my pussy until I was trembling beneath him.

“Holy fuck…” I gasped as he pressed his slick crown against me for the first time. My body tensed, anticipation surging, and then he pulled back just enough to slide the head slowly up along my slit, smearing lube and precum against me. He dragged the thick tip back and forth, parting my lips, teasing, every few passes nudging into me just far enough for my pussy to twitch with the threat of being stretched open.

He was deliberate, maddeningly slow, stroking himself with his hand while he used the head to toy with me. Every time he slid over my clit, sparks shot up my spine, my back arching, moans spilling out of me no matter how hard I tried to contain them.

I turned my head toward Tim, panting, letting him see my face contorted with need. “Oh God, babe,” I moaned, my voice breaking. “Every time he rubs against me, I feel like I’m going to explode. He’s teasing me with this huge cock while you just lie there and watch.”

Sean shifted forward again, his head pressing firmly against my entrance this time, and my body clamped down instinctively. The pressure was overwhelming, his cock prying at me, demanding entry. My hands clawed at the sheets.

“Please,” I begged, my voice shaking with desperation. “Please, Sean—put it in me now!”


No Hesitation 


Sean didn’t hesitate. The second the words left my lips, he drove forward, the swollen crown of his cock prying at my opening until my pussy finally yielded.

“Fuck!” I gasped, my head snapping back into the pillow. It felt like I was being split in two. My pussy lips stretched so wide around him I thought for sure I’d tear, every nerve screaming with the effort of trying to take him. For a moment I was at my absolute limit… then, with a wet pop, the head slipped inside.

The shock of it made me cry out, my whole body clenching, and then—slowly—the pain softened into a heavy, intoxicating fullness.

“Oh my God…” I moaned, my nails digging into his hips. “He’s in. Holy fuck, he’s really in.”

Sean pushed deeper, inexorable, feeding me inch after thick inch. My pussy strained, stretched, my body convulsing around him as pleasure and pressure warred inside me. Every thrust sent new jolts racing up my spine until I couldn’t hold back the moans spilling from my throat.

I turned my head toward Tim, my eyes blazing. “Do you see this, babe? Do you see how much of his cock I’m taking?”

By the time Sean had buried just over half of his length, I broke. My hands pressed against his stomach, my breath ragged. “Stop—stop!”

He froze instantly, his cock pulsing deep inside me while my body quivered around him. I looked down and almost laughed through the haze of lust. Barely half his shaft buried, and already I felt stretched beyond anything Tim’s cock had ever given me.

“Holy fuck, Sean…” I panted, gulping in air. “I can’t take any more yet. You’re too big. I need a minute to adjust.” My thighs trembled, the fullness overwhelming. And yet, beneath it all, the thrill was undeniable.

My lips curled into a wicked smile as I tilted my head toward Tim. “But fuck, it feels so good. I’d forgotten how amazing it feels to have my pussy stuffed like this. To be stretched wide by a big Black cock…”

Another wave of heat surged through me, my body clenching tight around Sean. “God, I missed this.” I dug my nails into his hips, pulling him closer, a cry ripping from my throat. “Now fuck me!”

Sean didn’t push any deeper, but he started to move, sliding in and out of me with steady strokes. At first he was slow, almost careful, giving my body time to stretch and surrender to his size. Each glide of his cock through my soaked pussy made me shudder, my nails clutching at his skin, my breath catching with every push.

It didn’t take long before my body adjusted—before I opened for him, craving more. His rhythm quickened, his hips snapping harder against me, and suddenly my pussy was being pounded in a way I hadn’t felt in years.

“Holy fuck!” I gasped, my head thrashing back against the pillow. “Babe, his cock feels so fucking good! God, I haven’t been fucked like this in forever.” My voice broke into moans as he drove into me again and again, his thick shaft stretching me with every thrust.

I turned my head toward Tim, my eyes wild with lust. “He’s only got half of it in me, and it still feels fucking amazing! Can you see it, babe? Can you see what he’s doing to me?” I let out a ragged cry as Sean slammed in deep again. “Babe, I love you… thank you for making this possible. Thank you for fantasizing about me fucking Black cock.”

I didn’t even need to ask if he could see—I knew he could. From where he was tied, his eyes wide and fixed, he had the perfect view of Sean’s thick cock sliding in and out of my dripping pussy, stretching me, filling me, making me moan with every stroke.

As Sean picked up the pace, the muscles in his chest flexed with effort, beads of sweat rolling down his skin, his jaw tight with concentration. He looked every inch the powerful, focused man lost in the pleasure of using my body.

I reached out blindly with my left hand and curled my fingers around Tim’s little cock. It twitched pathetically in my grasp, hard and leaking, and I laughed breathlessly. “Do you feel that, babe?” I moaned. “Your cock in my hand while his huge one is inside me? Can you see the difference? Because I can feel it.”

I tilted my head toward Tim, my body shuddering as Sean drove into me again. “Look at him, babe. Look at Sean. Do you think he likes fucking your wife?” I moaned, my voice ragged and cruelly sweet. “I can guarantee your wife absolutely loves fucking him. Loves every inch of this thick Black cock stretching her wide.”

My body arched under Sean’s weight, another guttural moan tearing from my throat before I laughed breathlessly. “But you know what? I feel like such a slut right now. I shouldn’t be doing this… I know I shouldn’t. I should be lying here like a good little wife while he fucks me with all of his cock, not just half of it.”

Sean grunted above me, his pace heavy, relentless, but my eyes locked on Tim’s wide, tortured stare. “God, babe… I need to feel his whole cock inside my cunt. Every inch of it. But I can’t do it alone…” I leaned forward, my lips curling into a wicked smile. “I’m going to need your help, my little cuckold.”

I gave Sean a sharp slap on the thigh, the signal clear. He grunted and stilled, then pulled his massive cock from me with a wet, obscene sound that made my pussy clench around nothing. My body trembled from the sudden emptiness.

Rolling onto my side, I sprawled across Tim’s chest, my skin damp with sweat, my breath hot against his cheek. Sean stepped back, his huge cock hanging heavy, glistening with my wetness, while I turned my attention to my husband—helpless, bound, and staring in disbelief.

“Now,” I whispered, licking my lips as I hovered above him. “Let’s talk about how you’re going to help me take every last inch of him.”

I stroked a hand down his chest, my lips curling into a slow smile. “You’ve done very well so far, babe. You really are turning into such a good little cuck.” My voice dripped with mock affection as I leaned closer, letting my breath tickle his ear. “And good boys deserve rewards, don’t they?”

Tim’s eyes lit up, a mix of relief and longing flashing across his face.

“I’m going to untie you now,” I said, drawing out the words so he felt their weight. “But here’s the thing—I’m not entirely sure I can trust you. You’ll be free, but you’ll only stay free if you obey me completely. No hesitation, no questions, no excuses. Every order I give, you follow. Do you understand?”

His breathing quickened, his whole body tense with anticipation. I could see the hunger in his eyes, the desperate need to be part of what was happening, even on the fringes. He swallowed hard, his voice trembling but clear.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said quickly. “I will obey. Whatever you order me to do, I’ll do it.”

I smiled, slow and wicked, tracing a finger across his lips. “That’s exactly what I wanted to hear.”

I leaned close, my voice sharp and commanding. “Because if you don’t obey me, I’ll have no choice but to punish you. And who knows—maybe I’ll even ask Sean to punish you.”

Tim’s eyes widened, his breath catching. I couldn’t quite tell if it was fear or arousal flashing across his face—though I suspected it was both.

“I promise, Mistress,” he stammered. “I’ll obey you completely!”

“Good boy,” I purred.

A few seconds later, I crawled up and began untying the ropes. One by one, his wrists and ankles came free until he finally sat upright for the first time since Sean had entered. He flexed his hands, rubbing his wrists where the cords had pressed into his skin, but the moment he thought I wasn’t watching, his hand dropped straight to his cock. His little dick was still rock hard, twitching, desperate. The sight of him stroking himself—like he’d been waiting all night for the chance—made me laugh softly.

“Pathetic,” I teased. “You couldn’t wait five seconds, could you?”

His face flushed, but he didn’t stop.

I leaned back against the pillows, spreading my legs wide, my pussy glistening in the candlelight. Sean loomed just beside the bed, his massive cock hanging heavy and ready, still slick with my wetness.

“Babe,” I said, my voice dropping into a sultry command. “I need your help. If I’m going to take all of Sean’s cock, I need more lubrication.” My fingers slid between my folds, parting them slowly, showing him just how swollen and needy I was.

I locked eyes with him and smirked. “So come here, my sweet little cuck. Put that mouth of yours to work. Lick me, suck me, make me nice and wet. Do it properly, so I can take every inch of Sean’s big Black cock inside me.”

Tim moved in slowly, far slower than he ever had before. Normally, he was desperate to bury his face between my legs, the eager little pussy licker who could never get enough. But now… now there was hesitation. Reluctance. The man who usually rushed to please me seemed weighed down by what was happening—by the looming presence of Sean beside us, his massive cock hanging just inches away.

Still, after a few tense seconds, I felt his tongue brush across my folds. Soft at first, tentative. Then he began licking properly, sucking and stroking with his tongue, up and down my pussy, working at my clit.

Sean stayed where he was on the bed, looming over us like a king at his throne. It gave me the perfect angle to wrap my hand around his thick shaft and stroke him slowly while my husband worked between my thighs. The contrast sent a thrill right through me—Tim’s small, reluctant tongue, and Sean’s huge, heavy cock filling my palm.

“That’s it, babe,” I moaned, threading my fingers into Tim’s hair. “Yes, just like that. Lick my pussy. Get it nice and wet for me. Get it nice and wet for Sean.”

The more I urged him, the deeper he went. Soon he was eating me out with a ferocity I hadn’t felt from him in years. His tongue circled, plunged, flicked against my clit until my hips bucked against his mouth. He had always been good at this, but tonight—tonight it was something else entirely.

“Wow, babe,” I gasped, my hand sliding faster along Sean’s cock. “That’s fucking incredible. You’re eating my pussy even better than normal.” I pulled on his hair to lift his face slightly so I could look down at him, my voice dripping with cruel satisfaction. “I’ll bet I know why. You’re licking it so good because you can taste Sean’s big Black cock in there, can’t you? You can taste him on me. And you know your little white willy will never compete. So your mouth has to do the work. Doesn’t it?”

Tim froze for a moment, his tongue stilled as if my words had finally registered. My orgasm was so close I could feel it building, and there was no way I was letting him stop now. I snatched up the riding crop from beside me and brought it down in one sharp slap across his ass. The crack filled the room.

“Don’t fucking stop, babe,” I snapped, my voice sharp and commanding. “Get your mouth back in there. You aren’t done yet.”

He let out a muffled groan, but a second later his tongue was back on me, desperate and dutiful. I laid back with a wicked smile, stroking Sean’s massive cock with both hands now, letting it throb and pulse while my husband licked me frantically, trapped between humiliation and obedience.

A few minutes later, I gave Tim a softer slap with the crop, making him jolt. “That’s enough, babe. You’re only halfway done though—come up here and give me a hand.”

He scrambled up toward me, his face flushed, his movements hesitant. His eyes betrayed his apprehension—he had no idea what I had in store for him, but his cock still twitched as he obeyed.

“Since you did such a good job getting me all wet and ready for Sean’s cock,” I purred, “I think it’s only fair you help me get Sean ready too.”

Tim’s eyes went wide, his lips parting in shock. Before he could speak, I turned to Sean. “Stand up on the bed, lean against the headboard.”

Sean moved with slow confidence, his massive cock bobbing as he settled back, towering over us. I climbed onto my knees in front of him, drinking in the sight of that thick shaft, glistening and hard. I motioned for Tim to kneel beside me. He hesitated, his reluctance obvious in every slow shuffle forward, but he still obeyed. Soon, he was right next to me, close enough to feel Sean’s heat, close enough that he couldn’t miss a single detail.

I wrapped both hands around Sean’s cock, barely able to contain the thickness between my palms. “Watch closely, babe,” I whispered, my eyes flicking to Tim’s. “This is how you get a man ready to fuck your wife properly.”

I lowered my mouth, lips parting wide as I engulfed Sean’s fat crown. My spit mixed with precum instantly, coating him as I slurped noisily, my tongue circling, my lips sliding up and down his shaft. Sean groaned low, his head tipping back, his abs tensing with the pleasure.

Tim sat frozen, his face inches from the obscene display, forced to watch as I devoured another man’s cock. Every wet sound echoed in the room, every moan from Sean twisting the knife deeper.

Then, with a wicked smile, I pulled off, a thick string of spit clinging from my lips to Sean’s glistening head. I turned immediately to Tim, grabbed his face in my hands, and crashed my mouth against his. My tongue pushed deep into his mouth, shoving the taste of Sean’s cock onto his tongue, letting him share the flavor whether he wanted it or not.

When I finally pulled away, both of us breathless, I smirked. “Mmm… can you taste him, babe? That’s Sean on my lips. That’s your wife sucking another man’s cock… and kissing you with it.”

Then I turned back, wrapped my lips around Sean again, and kept on sucking—knowing Tim had no choice but to sit there and watch, waiting for the next kiss.

I swirled my tongue around Sean’s thick crown before pulling back, spit glistening across my lips. Then I turned to Tim, my voice dripping with mock sweetness.

“Do you see that, baby? Sean’s cock is so fucking big I can only get my mouth around half of it. Half!” I gave his shaft a wet stroke with my fist for emphasis, smirking as Sean groaned. “That means there’s a whole half of him I can’t reach… half I can’t take care of. Maybe that’s where you should come in.”

Tim’s body flinched, his instinct making him shuffle backward slightly. I didn’t let him get far. My hand shot out, grabbing the back of his head, pulling him right back in until his face hovered only inches from Sean’s enormous cock. The heat radiated off it, the musky scent filling the air between us.

My eyes narrowed as I stared into his. “Now, baby… you promised me I could trust you to obey. Are you breaking that promise already?”

Tim looked like a child caught out, wide-eyed and sheepish, shaking his head quickly. His lips trembled with the words he couldn’t bring himself to say.

I softened my grip, easing the tension just enough, then smiled sweetly—though my tone stayed sharp. “Good boy. That’s better. Then watch and learn.”

I guided Sean’s massive cock upright, letting it stand tall against his stomach, impossibly thick, every vein bulging under the strain. His balls hung low and heavy beneath, freshly shaven, swaying slightly as he shifted his weight.

Leaning forward, I pressed my tongue to the very base of his shaft, groaning at the heat of his skin. Then I licked—slowly, deliberately—dragging the flat of my tongue up that long, thick underside, leaving a wet trail of spit that glistened in the light. It felt like the lick lasted forever, Sean’s cock just that long, and when I finally reached the crown, I let my tongue flick teasingly over the swollen head before pulling back to look at Tim.

“See that, babe?” I whispered, my voice hoarse with arousal. “That’s a real cock. Long enough that my tongue gets tired just trying to worship it. Thick enough that I’ll never get it all in my mouth.” I gave Sean a slow, worshipful stroke, the head flaring under my grip. “And you’re right here, on your knees, seeing exactly what your wife was made for.”

Sean leaned back against the headboard, his massive cock jutting up like a weapon, thick veins throbbing, the head flushed and glistening from my spit. I stayed on my knees before him, my body humming with arousal and adrenaline, while Tim knelt beside me, his whole frame stiff with unease, shame, and something darker—something that looked dangerously like excitement.

I looked between them, savoring the contrast. One man towering above us, heavy balls hanging, his cock fat and proud. The other small, pale, on his knees, his little cock twitching helplessly, precum already smeared across the tip.

I gave Sean’s cock a firm stroke with both hands, letting the head throb just inches from my lips. Then I turned to Tim, smirking. “Watch closely, babe. This is what your wife’s mouth was made for.”

I opened wide and slid Sean’s cock between my lips. The first stretch always made me moan—the sheer girth forcing my jaw open, filling my mouth until there was hardly space to breathe. I bobbed forward, taking more of him in, my spit running down the sides of his shaft as I worked my way down, inch by glorious inch. Sean groaned above me, his big hand resting on the back of my head, not pushing, just letting me serve him.

I sucked greedily, my cheeks hollowing, the wet sounds echoing in the room. Then I pulled back with a gasp, a string of spit hanging from my lips to Sean’s cock. Without missing a beat, I turned and seized Tim’s mouth with mine.

I kissed him hard, deep, my tongue plunging into his mouth, shoving Sean’s taste onto his tongue. His lips trembled under mine, his breath shallow, but he kissed back, his desperation stronger than his shame.

As our mouths tangled, I slid my hand down between us and wrapped it around his cock. The contrast was laughable—Sean’s monster cock still in my hand, slick with spit, and Tim’s small, twitching shaft under my other palm. I stroked him slowly, deliberately, keeping him right on the edge, just enough to make his hips jerk helplessly.

When I finally broke the kiss, both of us were gasping. I looked into his eyes and smiled wickedly. “Mmm, can you taste him, babe? That’s Sean in your mouth. And look at you… dripping already.”

I gave his cock one more slow stroke, smearing precum over the head, before turning back to Sean.

With a moan, I engulfed him again, this time taking him deeper. The weight of his cock pressed down my tongue, stretching my throat as I worked to swallow more of him. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes, my mascara smudging, but I kept going, slurping and moaning like I couldn’t get enough. Sean groaned louder now, his hips shifting ever so slightly, rewarding my devotion with a little more of his cock each time.

Then I pulled back, spit running down my chin, and turned to Tim again. My hand snapped to his cock the moment my lips left Sean’s, stroking him slowly as I crushed my mouth against his once more.

This kiss was wetter, messier, my lips soaked with spit and Sean’s precum. I mashed my tongue against Tim’s, making sure he tasted it all. His little cock throbbed in my grip, precum smearing across my palm, but I refused to stroke him faster. Just slow, teasing squeezes to keep him aching.

I pulled back and whispered against his lips, “You love it, don’t you? Watching me suck his big Black cock while I stroke your little one. You love kissing me when I’ve still got his taste in my mouth.”

Tim moaned softly, his eyes squeezed shut, but his hips jerked forward against my hand, betraying his arousal.

“Good boy,” I purred. “That’s why I married you. You were made to watch.”

I turned back to Sean, eager now, and plunged my mouth over him again. I pumped both hands along his shaft as I bobbed my head, spit and precum coating my fists, my mouth stretched wide around his thickness. Sean’s moans filled the air, his head tipping back, sweat glistening on his chest as I worshipped him.

Every few minutes, I pulled off with a wet pop and turned back to Tim, kissing him again, feeding him the taste of Sean, stroking his cock with slow, measured pumps. His precum was flowing freely now, slicking my hand as he whimpered into my mouth.

“Dripping already,” I teased between kisses. “And I’ve barely even touched you. Meanwhile, Sean’s cock is still so fucking hard. Look at the difference, babe. Look at what a real cock does to your wife.”

Back to Sean again—I dove down, my throat opening as I gagged slightly around his cock. I let my eyes roll back, moaning around him as spit poured from my lips, my hands stroking his length. Sean growled deep in his chest, his cock twitching as I deep-throated him again and again.

Then I broke away, panting, my chin soaked, and turned to Tim. This time the kiss was slow, sensual, my tongue rolling lazily against his, the humiliation worse for how tender I made it. My hand stayed around his cock the whole time, stroking lightly, keeping him at the edge without mercy.

When I pulled back, I let my lips brush his ear. “You’re not going to cum, babe. Not until I say. You’re going to stay hard, dripping for me, while I suck every drop of pleasure out of Sean’s cock. And you’re going to thank me for letting you watch.”

Tim shuddered, a broken whimper escaping him, but his cock jerked against my hand, leaking more precum.

And so it went on. Again and again, I buried Sean’s cock in my mouth, slurping and choking around him, my throat stretching as I gagged on his length. Every time I pulled off, I claimed Tim’s mouth, kissing him passionately, shoving Sean’s taste into him, while my hand milked precum from his smaller cock.

Sean groaned louder, his balls tightening as I sucked harder, but I made sure to draw it out, to drag the scene into something timeless. The rhythm became hypnotic: Sean’s cock in my mouth, Tim’s lips against mine, Sean’s cock in my hands, Tim’s cock leaking into my palm.

By the time an hour had passed, my throat was raw, my face wet with spit, and Tim was trembling beside me, his cock swollen, dripping, desperate for release. His lips were swollen from my kisses, his tongue trained to the taste of Sean.

I cupped his chin, forcing him to look at me as I stroked him slowly. “Do you see now, babe? Do you understand? Sean’s cock is everything yours isn’t. And the only way you get to stay in this marriage is by loving it. Loving me on him. Loving the taste I bring back to you. Loving the way I keep your little cock begging while I worship his.”

I kissed him again, slow and filthy, while Sean’s cock throbbed in my other hand. The contrast was unbearable, brutal, and beautiful—and Tim was right where I wanted him.


A Job To Do 


Sean’s cock slid wetly from my mouth, glistening with spit, and I looked up at him with a wicked grin. His chest was heaving, his jaw tight, the frustration in his eyes showing I’d stopped just as he was about to cum. I mouthed a teasing “sorry” before turning my attention back to Tim.

“My sweet little cuckold,” I purred, brushing his cheek with my fingers. “You’ve been good so far, but I’ve got a much bigger job for you now. Lay down on your back. Right here.”

Tim obeyed instantly, stiff and awkward as he stretched out beneath me. His cock twitched uselessly against his stomach, precum glistening at the tip. His wide eyes darted between me and Sean, already guessing what was about to happen.

I climbed onto him, straddling his face, my knees pressing into the mattress on either side of his head. My pussy hovered just above his mouth, wet and swollen, my ass in the air, wide open for Sean.

“Perfect,” I murmured, settling into position. “Now listen carefully, babe. Sean’s going to fuck my pussy… and you’re going to lick me while he does. Your tongue will be less than an inch from his cock as it slides in and out of me. Do you understand?”

Tim mumbled something muffled beneath me, the vibrations tickling against my skin. That wasn’t good enough. I snapped the riding crop sharply across his thigh.

“Do you fucking understand? Answer me properly, bitch!”

“Yes, Mistress!” he shouted this time, his voice muffled by my body. “I understand!”

“Good boy,” I said, settling my hands on the bed in front of me and arching my back, lifting my ass high and spreading myself for Sean.

I felt the broad, slick head of his cock press against my entrance, firm and insistent. That familiar, glorious pressure sent a shiver down my spine as he positioned himself behind me, ready to push forward.

I bit down hard on my lip, trying to hold the scream building in my throat. I wanted to wait—wanted to keep control until every last inch of Sean’s cock was buried inside me—but the pressure was almost unbearable. My pussy stretched wider and wider, every nerve ending lit up, the pleasure so sharp it made me shake. And underneath me, Tim’s tongue never stopped, lapping frantically at my pussy lips and clit even as Sean forced me open.

The sensation was almost too much—Sean’s thickness driving deeper, Tim’s tongue trembling just below, less than an inch away from Sean’s cock every time it slid forward.

I finally broke, my voice cracking into a desperate scream. “Fuck yes! Oh my God, Sean! That’s it—go deeper! Deeper, please! Yes, fuck, give me all of it!”

Sean didn’t hesitate. His hands clamped tight on my hips, and with a powerful thrust he pulled me back into him as he drove forward.

A raw, guttural cry tore from my chest as I felt it—the base of his pelvis pressing flush against my ass, the full weight of his cock buried inside me. Every inch. I was stretched to the limit, split apart, full in a way I’d almost forgotten was possible.

“Holy fuck…” I gasped, clawing at the sheets as my body quivered. Tim moaned into my pussy, his tongue catching my clit as Sean held himself deep inside me, and the vibrations only heightened the intensity.

I didn’t want him to stop. I didn’t need more time to adjust. My whole body was on fire, desperate to be used.

“Fuck me, Sean!” I screamed, my voice hoarse and wild. “Fuck me hard!”

He needed no more encouragement. With a grunt, he pulled back and slammed into me again, his cock pistoning in and out, heavy and wet. The thrusts came fast, first short and brutal, then longer, deeper, deliberate strokes that shook my whole body.

The wet slaps echoed in the room—Sean’s cock pounding into me, my juices splashing, Tim’s muffled moans as his tongue was forced to chase every movement. He was licking frantically now, smothered in my wetness, his mouth pressed against me as Sean’s cock slid in and out just above him.

“Oh fuck! Oh fuck, yes!” I screamed, my body arching, my thighs trembling around Tim’s head. “That feels so fucking good! He’s inside me, babe—every inch of him—and you’re right there tasting it all!”

Sean drove into me harder, his sweat dripping onto my back, his groans filling the air, while I writhed between the two of them—the sheer size of Sean’s cock splitting me open, the frantic devotion of Tim’s tongue licking the mess as it happened.

I was so lost in the storm of sensation—Sean’s cock pounding my pussy, stretching me wide, making me scream—that for a moment I forgot Tim was even there. Then it hit me. My husband, my little cuckold, was lying inches below, his face smothered in my pussy, watching Sean’s enormous cock slam in and out above him. From that angle, he must have had the perfect view—every vein, every thrust, every time Sean’s balls swung forward. The thought that they might even brush against his forehead now and then almost made me laugh if I hadn’t been too consumed by pleasure to care.

But then I felt it. His tongue easing off. Slowing. Losing that desperate edge.

Oh no, that wasn’t acceptable.

Without thinking, I reached down between us, found his balls, and seized them firmly in my hand. I squeezed hard enough to make him jolt, his muffled groan vibrating against my clit.

“Don’t you dare slow down, you little bitch,” I snarled, looking over my shoulder as Sean grunted above me, still driving deep. “This is your fucking fantasy. This is what you’ve been jerking off to for years. Your wife getting split open by a big Black cock while you service her. So lick me. Lick me properly.”

Tim whimpered beneath me, the sound almost pitiful, but his tongue started working again instantly—harder, faster, frantic now, desperate to please me. I squeezed his balls once more for emphasis, then released them, dragging my nails lightly over his skin as I tilted my hips to grind against his face.

“Good boy,” I moaned, clawing at the sheets as Sean’s thrusts grew rougher, deeper. “Keep your tongue on me. Feel his cock right there, slamming into me. Taste how wet he’s making me. This is your duty, cuckold. Don’t forget it.”

Tim instantly complied, whether from my words or from the sharp squeeze I’d given him earlier, I wasn’t sure. But I could feel his tongue working desperately between my folds again, licking and sucking hungrily at my pussy while Sean loomed just behind me. I relaxed my grip on his balls and let my hips grind into his face, smearing my wetness across his mouth.

“That’s better,” I moaned, looking over my shoulder at Sean. “My little cuck knows his place. He’s keeping me nice and wet so I can take all of you.”

Sean growled low in his throat and, without hesitation, slid back inside me. The sudden fullness made me gasp, my body jerking forward as he slammed deep, stretching me wide all over again. His thrusts picked up almost immediately, hard and relentless, his pelvis smacking against my ass with each stroke.

Beneath me, Tim’s tongue moved frantically, keeping pace with Sean’s pounding. Every thrust shoved Sean’s cock deeper into me, pressing down against Tim’s mouth from the inside, forcing him to lick harder to keep up. The closeness was brutal—he couldn’t escape the reality of what was happening.

“Fuck yes,” I cried out, clawing at the sheets. “That’s it, Sean. Harder. Deeper!” Then I bucked my hips down against Tim’s mouth, forcing his tongue exactly where I wanted it. “And you—don’t stop, baby. Do your job. Lick me while he fucks me. That’s your role, my good little cuckold.”

Sean’s grunts grew louder, sweat dripping onto my back, his rhythm powerful and deliberate. Each stroke hit deeper than the last, and it wasn’t long before the pressure inside me was building to something unstoppable. My breath came in ragged gasps, my body trembling, every nerve ending screaming with pleasure.

“Oh God—fuck—yes!” I screamed, my thighs clamping tight around Tim’s head. “I’m so close!”

Tim whimpered beneath me, but his tongue kept moving, flicking wildly against my clit as Sean drove into me like a machine. The sensations collided—Sean’s cock stretching me open, Tim’s mouth smothered in my juices, his face drenched as he licked frantically.

And then it hit. The orgasm surged up from deep inside, white-hot and overwhelming.

“Oh fuck! Oh fuck!” I cried out, the words tearing from my throat over and over as my body convulsed. My pussy clenched violently around Sean’s thick cock, squeezing him with every pulse of my climax. My legs shook, my arms buckled, and my whole body turned to a quivering wreck as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through me.

Tim had no choice but to take it all—his face soaked, his mouth smothered as my orgasm spilled over him, proof of everything I was feeling while Sean’s cock throbbed inside me.

With a faint, broken scream, I collapsed forward, my whole body trembling as Sean held himself deep inside me. My chest heaved against Tim’s stomach, my thighs quivering violently, his face still smothered in my pussy as the last waves of my orgasm shuddered through me.

For a long moment, I couldn’t move. I just lay there, pinned between them, Sean’s massive cock buried to the hilt inside me, Tim’s mouth sticky and wet beneath me. Slowly, breath by ragged breath, I regained control of my senses.

I pushed myself upright on shaky arms, arching my back to ease the pressure, and felt Sean finally begin to withdraw. Inch by inch, his cock slid out of me, thick and slick, leaving my pussy stretched, gaping, and drenched.


Amazing

Before he pulled free completely, I looked back over my shoulder, hair falling in messy strands around my face. I managed a smile, still panting as I met his eyes.

“Holy fuck, Sean,” I gasped, my voice hoarse with exhaustion and pleasure. “That was absolutely incredible. I haven’t been fucked like that in years.” I reached back to touch his hip, needing him to know just how much I meant it. “It was amazing. Your cock… your cock is truly amazing.”

My body was still quivering from the orgasm when I finally slid off Tim’s face and rolled onto my back, my legs falling open in invitation. My pussy was drenched, swollen, aching for more. I looked up at Sean towering above me, his cock glistening, still hard and slick from everything we’d just done.

“Come here, Sean,” I said breathlessly, running my hand down my stomach and spreading myself wide. “I want you to fuck me like this now. I want to see you while you’re inside me.”

Sean climbed between my thighs, settling his weight over me, and I could already feel the heavy heat of his cock nudging against my pussy lips. My heart hammered in my chest with anticipation.

But then I turned my head, catching sight of Tim still lying there, dazed and dripping sweat. His cock stood stiff, twitching pathetically, precum smeared across his stomach. He looked completely undone.

“Sit up, babe,” I commanded sharply. “Right here. I want you to watch this. Every inch. Every stroke. No excuses, no looking away. You’re going to see your wife get fucked properly, up close.”

Tim blinked at me, wide-eyed, but obeyed. Slowly, he dragged himself upright and shuffled closer until he was right by the side of the bed, only a foot away from where Sean’s huge cock hovered above my open pussy. The position gave him a perfect view—so close he could see everything, so close there’d be no escape from the sound, the smell, the sight of me being taken.

I smiled up at him, cruel and sweet at once. “Good boy. Now sit there and watch while I take his big Black cock inside me again. I want you to see what it looks like to be filled properly.”

Sean pressed forward, and I gasped as the fat head of his cock parted me once more.

Sean loomed over me as I lay back, my legs already trembling from everything that had come before. My pussy ached in the best possible way, swollen and wet, spread open in anticipation. He looked down at me with that calm, confident stare, his body glistening with sweat, his cock standing proud and heavy between us.

“Come here, Sean,” I breathed, stroking my hand down my stomach and spreading myself wide. “I want to see you while you fuck me.”

He lowered himself over me, the warmth of his chest radiating down onto mine, his weight pressing me into the bed in a way that made me feel both vulnerable and completely alive. His cock brushed against my pussy lips, slick and hot, making me gasp even before he pushed.

Then I turned my head, locking eyes with Tim. He was sitting up on the side of the bed, exactly where I’d ordered him to be. His cock looked painfully hard, twitching helplessly, precum glistening on the head. His face was pale, his eyes wide, torn between disbelief and a hunger he couldn’t hide.

“Watch, babe,” I said, my voice a mix of lust and cruelty. “Watch me take him. Don’t you dare look away. This is what it looks like when your wife gets fucked properly.”

Tim swallowed hard, but he didn’t move. He couldn’t. His eyes stayed glued to where Sean’s cock pressed against me, his lips parting as though he couldn’t even breathe.

Sean shifted his hips, and the fat head of his cock slid into me. My back arched instantly, a ragged gasp escaping me as my body stretched to take him again.

“Oh my God,” I moaned, my nails digging into Sean’s shoulders. “Yes… fuck, yes. That’s it.”

Tim was so close he could see it all—the thick, swollen crown forcing its way inside me, stretching my pussy wide open around him. He could see the slick shine of my arousal coating Sean’s shaft as it disappeared into me, inch by inch.

“Look at that, babe,” I panted, my head tilting toward him, my eyes blazing. “Look at how deep he’s already inside me. Can you see it? Can you see how stretched I am?”

Sean groaned low, his hips rolling forward, feeding me more of his cock. I gasped, my head falling back for a second before I forced myself to look at Tim again.

“This is what you’ve always wanted, isn’t it?” I hissed through clenched teeth, the strain of being filled making my body quake. “Your little fantasy… your wife getting stuffed by a big Black cock right in front of you.”

Tim whimpered, almost inaudibly, but his cock twitched against his stomach, a bead of precum dripping down onto his skin.

Sean didn’t stop. He pulled back an inch, then drove forward again, burying himself deeper. The stretch was brutal, the fullness overwhelming, and I cried out as his pelvis finally met mine, his cock fully inside me.

“Holy fuck!” I screamed, clutching at his shoulders. My thighs clamped around his hips as if to hold him there. “All of it… oh God, he’s all the way in me, babe! Can you see that? He’s so fucking deep I can feel him in my stomach!”

Sean grunted, his body tensing above mine, and then he began to move.

At first, his thrusts were measured—long, deep strokes that forced me to feel every ridge, every vein, every impossible inch of his cock. Each time he withdrew, my pussy clung to him, reluctant to let go, before he slammed forward again, making my body jolt against the bed.

Tim was right there, his face only a foot away, watching every single stroke.

“Look at me, babe,” I gasped between moans. My voice was already breaking, the rhythm of Sean’s fucking stealing my breath. “Look at your wife getting filled with a real cock. Do you see the difference? Do you see how he owns me right now?”

Sean’s thrusts quickened, his hips snapping forward with a force that made the bed shake, the headboard tapping the wall in time with his rhythm. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, obscene and raw.

I couldn’t stop myself. My voice poured out, desperate and cruel all at once.

“God, it feels so good!” I screamed, my head thrashing side to side. “Babe, I haven’t been fucked like this in years! Your little cock never made me feel like this. Never! This is what I’ve been missing.”

Tim’s hands balled into fists at his sides, his breathing ragged, but his cock betrayed him, pulsing hard, leaking precum down his shaft.

Sean drove into me harder now, faster, relentless. My legs shook around his waist, my arms wrapped tight around his shoulders as if holding on for dear life. The pressure built inside me with every thrust, a fire licking up from deep in my core.

“Oh God, Sean!” I cried, my voice hoarse. “Harder! Don’t stop! Don’t you dare fucking stop!”

I turned my head toward Tim again, my eyes wild, my face flushed and glistening with sweat. “Do you see me, babe? Do you see your wife getting ruined on his cock? I’m going to cum, right here, while you watch. You’re going to see me fall apart for him.”

Tim whimpered again, a broken, pitiful sound, but his eyes stayed fixed on Sean’s cock slamming in and out of me.

The orgasm built fast, unstoppable, like a tidal wave surging higher and higher inside me. My whole body tensed, every muscle clenching as Sean pounded me harder, deeper, his groans mixing with my cries.

And then it hit.

“FUCK! OH FUCK!” I screamed, my back arching violently off the bed. My legs shook uncontrollably, my pussy clamping down on Sean’s cock as the orgasm tore through me. My nails raked his back, my voice breaking into incoherent cries as wave after wave of pleasure ripped me apart.

“YES! YES! OH GOD, I’M CUMMING!” I screamed, thrashing beneath him, my entire body convulsing with each brutal thrust. My thighs quivered, my arms buckled, and I was reduced to nothing but a shaking, gasping wreck beneath his weight.

Tim’s face was inches from mine, watching me unravel, his eyes wide, his lips trembling. I forced myself to look at him through the haze of my orgasm, my voice hoarse but clear enough to twist the knife.

“Look at me, babe,” I panted, tears of pleasure in my eyes. “Your wife is cumming on his cock. Not yours. His. I’ve never cum like this with you. Never. This is what I needed. This is what you’ve been fantasizing about. And now… it’s real.”

Sean groaned above me, his thrusts turning savage, urgent. His whole body tensed, his cock swelling inside me, pulsing with the telltale signs of release.

“Oh fuck,” he growled, his voice rough. “I’m close.”

My eyes widened, my nails digging into his shoulders as I twisted my head back toward Tim, my chest heaving.

“Did you hear that, babe?” I gasped, my voice trembling with exhaustion and lust. “Sean’s about to cum inside me. Your wife’s pussy is about to be filled with his cum. You’re going to sit right there and watch it happen.”

Sean’s breath hitched above me, his rhythm turning ragged, urgent.
“I’m close,” he ground out, hips hammering.

I tipped my head toward Tim without breaking eye contact. He was right there at the mattress edge, so close he could see every thrust, every ripple of my belly as Sean drove into me. His mouth hung open; his cock twitched uselessly, damp with precum.

“Do you hear that, babe?” I panted, fingers digging crescents into Sean’s back. “He’s going to cum inside your wife. You’re going to sit there and watch while he fills me.”

Sean’s chest locked, his hips stuttered, and then he buried himself to the hilt. The first hot surge hit me deep—thick, pulsing warmth flooding my pussy in heavy waves. I cried out, a raw, involuntary sound, heels raking over the sheets as his cock throbbed and spilled. Each pulse sent a new wash of heat through me; I could feel it, helplessly intimate, the most obscene, perfect fullness.

“Oh—God—yes,” I gasped, clutching him harder, riding the aftershocks. “He’s cumming in me, babe. All of it. I can feel him pouring into me.”

Tim made a strangled noise. I turned my head just enough to catch the expression on his face—the shock, the ache, the shame threaded with something darker and hungrier than he wanted to admit. It made me smile, breathless and wicked.


Time To Clean Up

When Sean’s last pulse faded, he stayed there for a heartbeat, buried deep, our bodies locked together in hot, wet stillness. Then he exhaled and eased back. I felt him slide out—thick and slick—leaving my pussy stretched, sensitive, drenched. A warm ribbon of cum followed him, beading at my opening.

I rolled my head on the pillow until I found Tim’s eyes again. “Don’t move,” I whispered to Sean, then to my husband: “Look at me. Look at what you made happen.”

Tim’s gaze dropped between my thighs. The sight alone made him swallow hard—my lips swollen and parted, glistening, Sean’s spend gathering in a shiny, indecent swell. The air was hot with sex; the room a haze of sweat, candlelight, and the wet, heavy scent of everything we’d just done.

I let my knees fall wider. “On your knees, babe,” I said softly. “Right here. Come closer.”

He didn’t move.

“Tim.” My voice sharpened. “Knees. Now.”

He slid forward, hesitant, kneeling close to the edge so his face hovered just inches from me. His eyes flicked up to mine, searching, confused—pleading.

“You’re going to clean me,” I told him, calm as a verdict. “All of it.”

He flinched. “Melissa…” His voice cracked. “I—I can’t.”

The slice of irritation felt electric after so much bliss. I pulled a breath, held it, and let my tone turn cool, deliberate. “You can. And you will. This is the fantasy you brought to me, remember? You wanted honesty. You wanted reality. This is what it looks like.”

“I don’t—” He shook his head once, small, desperate. “Please. I don’t know if I—”

I reached down between my thighs and pressed two fingers lightly to where Sean had just been, gathering a slow, creamy leak right to the brink. It swelled, glossy and obscene. Tim watched it, transfixed and horrified.

I shifted my gaze back to his. “I don’t like it in my mouth,” I murmured. “You know that. So you’re going to clean your wife like a good cuckold husband. That’s your service to me. To us.”

He still didn’t move.

The riding crop was within reach. I picked it up and laid the leather gently against the inside of his thigh—not a strike, just contact, cool and suggestive. “I’m going to count to three. If you need your safeword, say it. If not, open your mouth and put your tongue on your wife.” A beat. “One.”

Tim’s eyes flicked to mine. They were wet. Another beat passed.

“Two.”

His lips parted.

“Good boy,” I whispered—and didn’t bother with “three.”

He leaned in, trembling, and set his tongue to me tentatively, the first soft brush making my hips twitch. He licked again, a little firmer this time, gathering the mess right from the edge, swallowing on reflex when it touched his tongue. A helpless sound rose in his throat—disgust and arousal mixing into something nameless—and he kept going because I stayed very still and very quiet and watched him do it.

His eyes squeezed shut at first, his whole face contorting with the taste. His tongue recoiled for an instant before pressing back again, forced by obedience more than desire. He made a faint gagging sound in the back of his throat, muffled against me.

But then I saw it in his eyes when he opened them again: the conflict. Humiliation blazing in one direction, arousal just as raw in the other. His pupils were wide, his cheeks flushed, his cock twitching against his stomach as a fresh bead of precum welled up and spilled over.

“That’s it,” I whispered, watching him closely. “I can see it, babe. You hate the taste, don’t you?”

His gaze flicked up to mine, wet and ashamed, but he didn’t stop licking.

“But you’re hard,” I continued, my voice low and taunting. “Your cock is dripping while you swallow another man’s cum out of your wife’s pussy. You’re disgusted… and you love it.”

He whimpered into me, the sound vibrating against my clit, and the conflict in his expression was almost beautiful: his lips curling slightly in revulsion, his eyes glassy with humiliation, his cock betraying him with every twitch.

I slid my hand into his hair, holding him there, and rocked my hips gently against his mouth. “Good boy,” I moaned, my voice soft but merciless. “Taste it. Take all of it. This is who you are.”

He licked slower, more thorough. The initial flinch gave way to concentration, even devotion—the same focus that had always made him a generous lover when he was between my thighs. His tongue traced the slick seam with careful, reverent strokes, catching every bead as it spilled, chasing the warmth deeper as more welled. The wet sounds were obscene and perfect.

“Eyes up,” I murmured.

He looked at me while he licked me clean, and I smiled down at him like he was precious and breakable and mine to command. I let one hand slide into his hair and kept him exactly where I wanted him, guiding the angle, testing how far he’d go, how fully he’d surrender.

“Tell me how it tastes,” I said softly.

His breath hitched. “Warm,” he whispered, voice ragged against my skin. “Salty. You… you.” He swallowed. “You.”

“Good answer.” I drew my thumb across my lower lip, then down my breast, leaving a glistening track. “It’s me you’re cleaning. Remember that.”

His tongue grew steadier the longer I held him there, sweeping up and down with a rhythm that made my body twitch despite myself. Every stroke brought the mixture deeper into his mouth, every swallow leaving his lips glistening and his eyes darker with the shame of it.

I could see it all written across his face—the curl of disgust when the taste hit, the shock at his own reaction, and under it, that undeniable pulse of arousal he couldn’t hide. His cock jerked again, spilling another bead of precum onto his stomach.

“That’s it,” I murmured, my grip in his hair tightening just enough to remind him who was in charge. “Good little cuck. Lick me clean. Take it all.”

He groaned into me, the vibration shooting straight through my clit, and I gasped aloud. My hips bucked involuntarily, pressing harder against his tongue, chasing the sparks he was sending through me.

“God, yes,” I moaned, my voice breaking. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

He whimpered again—whether from the taste, the humiliation, or the aching throb of his cock, I couldn’t tell—but he obeyed, licking deeper, flicking the flat of his tongue over my clit before circling lower again to swallow more of the mess.

The more he did it, the hotter I burned. The disgust in his eyes was fading now, replaced by something rawer—submission, devotion, the desperate need to please me even as he suffered through it. It was intoxicating.

I tightened my thighs around his head, holding him firmly in place, grinding against his mouth. “Yes, baby,” I gasped, “that’s it. Lick me, lick me clean. Make me cum on your face.”

Sean’s hand rested heavy on my thigh, his presence grounding me, his quiet satisfaction clear in the way he watched. The thought of both of them—my husband beneath me, swallowing another man’s cum from my pussy while the man himself watched—pushed me right to the edge.

Tim’s tongue flicked over my clit again, hesitant but obedient, and my body lit up like fire. My breath came in ragged sobs, my nails digging into the sheets as the orgasm surged.

“Oh fuck—oh fuck, I’m gonna—” My words broke off into a scream as it hit.

My back arched violently, thighs clamping around Tim’s head as wave after wave of pleasure tore through me. My pussy throbbed against his tongue, releasing every last tremor of Sean’s cum into his mouth as my orgasm shook me apart.

“Yes! Yes, oh God, yes!” I cried, writhing helplessly, my voice hoarse and broken. “I’m cumming on your face, babe—your wife is cumming while you lick another man’s cum out of her pussy!”

Tim groaned into me, muffled by my flesh, his tongue still moving dutifully even as his face went slick with everything I spilled. His eyes watered, his expression a perfect mix of humiliation and arousal as he gave me exactly what I demanded.

I clutched Sean’s wrist with one hand, Tim’s hair with the other, and let the orgasm run me ragged, shudder after shudder until I collapsed back onto the mattress, drenched in sweat, shaking and breathless.

Only then did I ease my grip on Tim’s hair and let my thighs relax around his head. He pulled back slowly, face wet, lips parted, chest heaving. His eyes met mine—ashamed, undone, and burning with the same twisted arousal I’d seen all night.

I smiled down at him, wicked and triumphant. “Good boy,” I whispered hoarsely. “That’s exactly what I wanted.”

I lay there for a long moment, catching my breath, my body still trembling from the orgasm that had ripped through me. Sean slowly eased himself off the bed, his cock still half-hard, slick with everything we’d shared.

I sat up, my hair wild around my face, and looked at him with a satisfied, breathless smile. “Sean… thank you,” I said softly, reaching out to rest my hand on his thigh. “That was incredible. More than I’d even hoped for.”

He gave me a small, knowing smile. “My pleasure,” he rumbled.

I leaned forward, guiding his cock toward me one last time. The head still gleamed, swollen and sensitive, and I pressed my lips to it in a lingering, passionate goodbye kiss. My tongue traced the slit, savoring the last salty hint of him before I pulled back. “Mmm. Goodbye, big man.”

Sean chuckled, a deep sound that made my belly tighten all over again, then bent to kiss my forehead. I slid off the bed, smoothing my hair as best I could, and walked him to the door. Tim didn’t move. He just sat there on the mattress, spent and stunned, his little cock still twitching in his lap, his face wet with my release.

At the doorway, I lingered with Sean for a final moment. He gave me a look that said he knew exactly what he’d left behind in that room, then slipped out into the night, the quiet click of the door marking his exit.

I stayed there for a beat, breathing, straightening my posture, letting the reality of it all settle into me. Then, with a wicked smile tugging at my lips, I turned and padded back down the hall.

When I stepped back into the bedroom, Tim was exactly where I’d left him—sitting up, wide-eyed, his chest rising and falling with shallow breaths. The sheets were a mess, the air heavy with sex. I closed the door behind me and leaned against it, letting my eyes roam over him slowly, deliberately, before I said in a low, taunting voice:

“Now… where were we, babe?”

For a long, taut moment, the room was silent—just the faint hum of candlelight and our ragged breaths. Then, without warning, Tim surged up from the mattress.

Before I could react, he grabbed me by the shoulders and almost threw me down onto my knees beside the bed. The sudden force shocked me, the docile, submissive Tim gone in an instant. His hands tangled in my hair, tugging hard, and a second later, his cock—still painfully stiff, glistening with precum—was shoved between my lips.

I gagged around the sudden intrusion, my hands bracing on his thighs as he drove himself into my mouth. “Fuck,” he groaned, voice raw, animalistic, every thrust urgent, desperate. His body trembled, his hips snapping forward again and again, as though years of pent-up frustration were pouring out at once.

It was such a startling contrast that it almost amused me—the same man who, minutes earlier, had been whimpering with shame while licking Sean’s cum from my pussy was now fucking my face like he owned me. The irony of it only made me suck harder, letting him use my mouth, letting him believe for just a heartbeat that he was in control.

But then his body tensed, his grip on my head tightening. I felt the telltale swell in his cock, the ragged edge in his breath—he was seconds away from release.

And that’s when I pulled back.

My hand clamped over his wrist, shoving it off me as I slid his cock free from my lips with an obscene wet pop. Saliva strung between my mouth and his tip as I wiped my lips with the back of my hand.

“Don’t even think about cumming in my mouth,” I spat, glaring up at him with deliberate cruelty. “That privilege is for real men. Not for a pathetic little cuck like you.”

His chest heaved. His cock twitched wildly, desperate for release.

I tilted my head, let my gaze drop to his cock, then sneered. “God, just look at it. Even Joe—my ex, remember him?—had more to work with than this.” I pinched my fingers just past the head, marking out a length. “That’s where Joe’s cock came up to. And he knew how to use it. Not like you, with your useless little stub.”

The words hit like a bullet. Tim groaned—half pain, half arousal—and his whole body convulsed. His cock jerked violently, spurting thick ropes of cum across my chest, splattering my tits, running down between them.

I sat back on my heels, laughing breathlessly as he stumbled backward, collapsing onto the bed. Cum still pulsed from his cock, dripping onto his stomach as his body shuddered with the force of it.

“That’s it,” I purred, dragging my fingers through the mess on my tits, smearing it across my skin. “That’s what you get. You cum when I let you. You cum where I tell you. And you’ll remember every fucking word I just said the next time you look at your cock.”

Tim lay there panting, his eyes glazed, his body spent and humiliated. And me? I wiped a streak of his cum off my breast and sucked it from my finger, smiling down at him like the cruelest Mistress he could ever have wished for.
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