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CHAPTER 1




Amelia’s Pov:

I never meant for it to go that far.

Not at first.

At least that’s what I told myself the first time I bent over the armrest of our beige leather couch with my wedding ring glinting under the afternoon sun and someone else's hands gripping my hips like they owned me. Someone tall, dark, and so thick I could still feel the stretch for hours after.

But I should rewind, shouldn’t I?

I'm Amelia. Thirty-four. Ginger hair that falls in waves past my shoulders when I don’t bother straightening it. Hazel eyes. Curvy in all the ways that make men stare even when they shouldn’t—especially the ones who know I’m married. I have that soft, married-woman glow people like to romanticize in books, except mine hides a hunger that has nothing to do with candlelit dinners and sweet missionary sex.

My husband, Roger, is good to me. Solid. Dependable. Focused.

Too focused, maybe.

He’s always busy. Working late. Golfing with clients. Business trips I stopped keeping track of.

The distance didn’t bother me at first. I had wine. I had my garden. I had my toys. But the longer I went without being truly touched, the more I noticed other things. Like how my body ached in places Roger never explored anymore. How my mind wandered to things he’d never say, or do, or ask for.

And one day, I just gave in.

That day started like any other. Summer was thick in the air. My pink sundress clung to my skin like silk, my nipples brushing against the soft cotton of my bra as I ran errands in town. Men stared. Of course they did. I wasn’t blind. I liked it more than I should’ve. I could feel my panties dampening every time a pair of dark eyes lingered on my legs or my full breasts.

But it wasn’t until I stopped by that little coffee shop on Elm—the one with the smooth-talking barista with skin like velvet and arms like a god—that I decided I was tired of pretending.

“Back for more, Amelia?” he asked me with that grin, handing me my usual iced chai. “You always come alone?”

There was heat in his voice. Real heat.

I smiled. “I’m a married woman,” I teased, curling a lock of hair behind my ear. “You trying to get me in trouble, huh?”

His gaze lowered to my lips. “Only if you like it that way, baby.”

I didn't answer. I licked the chai foam off my straw and walked out without looking back.

That night, I touched myself in the dark while Roger snored beside me. I came twice imagining the barista’s thick arms pinning me down on the floor of that coffee shop, his voice in my ear while he filled me deep, rough and slow.

It wasn’t just him though.

Soon, it was everywhere. Tall, muscled Black men with confident eyes and bigger bulges than anything Roger had ever tried to pretend wasn’t average. I became obsessed. Porn didn’t cut it anymore. I wanted to feel it. I wanted to be used, praised, filled to the brim like the filthy wife I was becoming behind my husband’s back.

The first time it happened, it was supposed to be a one-time thing.

I had started talking online, anonymously of course. Nothing serious, just flirting. Until I met Marcus.

He was polite at first. Smooth, charming, like a gentleman with something wicked hidden under the surface. Six-foot-four. Muscles for days. Chocolate skin so flawless it made me ache just to stare at the photos. And his cock—oh god. I didn’t believe it at first. Then he sent the video.

My little vibrator suddenly felt like a joke.

I invited him over when Roger was away in Chicago for a three-day convention. I didn’t even bother to hide the wedding photos. I wanted him to see. I wanted him to know exactly what he was defiling.

Marcus arrived with two of his friends.

I nearly slammed the door shut when I realized what was happening. I mean, I knew he mentioned them before—Darnell and Tyrell—but I didn’t think he meant they’d all come. Together.

“You nervous, baby?” Marcus asked with a smirk. “You said you liked to be stretched.”

“I did,” I whispered, thighs clenching. “I do.”

My nipples were already hard beneath my silk robe. I could feel the heat pooling in my stomach, slick coating my thighs. I was dripping just from the sight of them. Three tall, hard-bodied Black men, each packing more than I thought I could handle.

I was wrong.

Marcus kissed me first, slow and soft, while his hands gripped my waist like I was something to be devoured. Darnell circled behind me, palming my ass through the robe, whispering filth into my ear that made my knees wobble.

“She’s got that look in her eye,” Tyrell said, stroking himself through his jeans. “She needs to be split wide open.”

I moaned.

They took their time undressing me. Like they wanted to savor it. They didn’t rip the robe—they peeled it off me, inch by inch, until my pale skin was exposed to their hungry eyes. My breasts bounced free, nipples flushed and tight. My bush was soft, trimmed but full. Roger always wanted me bare, but I had grown it back for myself. For them.

“Damn, you really are hairy down there,” Marcus grinned, dropping to his knees and running his fingers through the reddish curls above my pussy. “Pink as hell too.”

“She’s blushing already,” Darnell laughed. “Pussy wet, baby?”

I was soaked.

“See for yourself,” I whispered.

And he did.

God, did he ever.

Darnell slid two fingers inside me while Marcus tongued my clit. I cried out, hands tangled in Tyrell’s jeans as he fed me his cock, thick and dark and barely fitting past my lips. I gagged, drooled, took it like a good slut while they took turns tasting my cunt.

I’d never been fucked like that before. Never.

Not by Roger. Not by anyone.

One in my mouth. One in my pussy. One pressing against my ass.

They didn’t rush it. They teased, they stretched me open until I was begging—literally begging—for more. My legs shook. My throat burned. My pussy ached in the best way.

“Think she’s ready for the full ride?” Marcus asked, flipping me onto all fours.

“She was born for it,” Tyrell growled.

And then…they ran the train.

One after another, sometimes two at once. Their cocks moved like a symphony of filthy rhythm, creaming my stretched pink hole with thick loads of hot cum, only for the next to slide in and fuck it deeper.

“Breed her.”

“Knock this married bitch up.”

“She wants a Black baby, don’t you, slut?”

“Yes!” I screamed, drunk on cock and come and degradation. “Breed me, fuck—make me yours!”

It was heaven.

And hell.

And everything I didn’t know I needed.

By the end of it, I was leaking from every hole. My pussy was a mess of cream, my thighs slick with spit and sweat. They filmed it, of course. I wanted them to. I even looked into the camera at one point, cock deep in my throat, and winked.

And I knew—deep down—I wasn’t going to stop.

This was only the beginning.


CHAPTER 2




Amelia’s POV:

I could still feel their cum dripping from my ruined pussy as I crawled toward them again, on hands and knees like a bitch in heat. My thighs were sore. My lips swollen. My hair a tangled, sweaty mess. But my mouth was hungry, and my holes were still twitching, begging to be used again.

And they weren’t done with me.

“Goddamn,” Tyrell muttered, stroking his slick shaft, still half-hard and shiny from my ass. “You sure your husband don’t mind you being such a greedy little cum dumpster?”

I grinned up at him, lips parted, breath ragged. “He doesn’t know.”

“Guess that makes this your dirty little secret,” Darnell smirked, slapping his cock across my cheek. “But damn, baby—if you keep sucking us off like that, you’re gonna end up with triplets and a sex tape.”

“Maybe that’s what I want,” I purred, licking the underside of his shaft like a popsicle. “Maybe I want to be the filthy little housewife knocked up by a train of big Black cocks while my idiot husband kisses me goodbye in the morning.”

Tyrell chuckled darkly. “She nasty. You hear that shit?”

Marcus stepped forward, thick as ever, veins bulging down his shaft. He didn’t even ask. He just grabbed my face, tilted it up, and slid his cock back into my mouth.

I moaned.

I loved being used like this—no cuddling, no gentle lovemaking, just raw, unfiltered filth. My jaw stretched, saliva poured down my chin as he shoved himself deeper, gagging me on the second thrust.

“Open wider, ginger slut,” Marcus growled. “Show daddy how bad you want this nut.”

I did.

I opened my throat, let him face-fuck me like I was just a warm hole with mascara. My eyes watered. My nipples grazed the hardwood floor as I arched my back, showing off the pink mess between my legs.

“Goddamn,” Darnell said again, watching as he circled behind me. “She dripping like a busted pipe.”

“Pussy’s wrecked,” Tyrell added, crouching to slap my ass. “But I ain’t hit that ass yet…”

I stiffened.

They hadn’t taken my ass together yet. Not really. Not the way I craved. Not like a five-star Brazzers gangbang scene where a girl gets her back arched, her holes destroyed, and her ego fucked right out of her skull.

“Do it,” I whispered around Marcus’s cock, the words barely audible between slurps. “Take it. Stretch me. Use all of me.”

“You sure, baby?” Darnell asked, pressing his thick tip against my slick asshole. “Might tear you open.”

“Do it,” I growled, voice thick with need. “Rip me. Make me gape.”

“Shit,” Marcus hissed. “She a real one.”

He pulled out just long enough for me to catch my breath—my lips red, glossy, twitching for more.

Then it began.

Tyrell grabbed my arms, pinning me to the floor as Darnell pushed past my tightest entrance. My ass burned, stretched slow, painfully good as he fed his entire cock inside.

“Ffffuck,” I moaned, toes curling. “So big… so fucking big…”

“You ain’t even halfway,” he growled in my ear.

Marcus moved around, slapping my tits with his heavy shaft, then straddled my face.

“Open wide again, baby girl.”

I obeyed.

Now I was full—mouth, ass, and mind. I was their toy. Their breeding bitch. My hair was pulled, my cheeks slapped, my body juggled between them like I was made for this and nothing else.

And the talk—oh god, the talk made it even hotter.

“Look at her,” Tyrell laughed. “Married bitch gettin’ turned out like a porno whore.”

“She ain’t even blinkin’,” Marcus added, thrusting into my throat until I gagged again. “Just suckin’ and takin’ it like it’s her job.”

“Bet that little pink pussy missin’ us already,” Darnell whispered against my neck as he pounded my ass raw. “Shit’s so tight I might bust in here.”

“Do it,” I begged, muffled, drool dripping into a puddle beneath me. “Breed my ass, make it yours—mark me—ahhh fuck!”

I spasmed.

My orgasm hit hard, unexpectedly. My body clenched around them, my ass milking Darnell’s cock as my mouth tensed on Marcus’s shaft. My moan vibrated down his length, setting him off.

He pulled out and shot thick ropes across my face, painting me like a filthy work of art.

“Fuckin’ masterpiece,” Tyrell muttered, jerking himself as he watched. “Hold still, slut.”

Before I could catch my breath, he joined the party—adding his own sticky load to my chest and lips, warm and heavy.

Darnell wasn’t far behind. He slammed deep once more, groaning as he emptied into my aching ass, hot cum filling me until it leaked from the stretched ring.

I collapsed, soaked and shaking, twitching from overstimulation and giddy satisfaction.

But we weren’t done.

Not even close.

***

I lay there twitching, sweat-soaked and leaking from every hole, my flushed body gleaming in the overhead light like some used-up little doll. My pussy was a sloppy mess of cream and spit. My asshole gaped open, pulsing, still dripping Darnell’s nut. My tits heaved, my face glazed in two men’s cum, and I loved it.

I lived for it.

But just when I thought they’d worn me out, a fourth man walked in.

I didn’t even know there was a fourth.

“Damn,” he muttered, licking his lips. “So this the freak you were talkin’ about, Marcus?”

“She more than a freak,” Tyrell said, grabbing my hips and flipping me over with ease. “She’s a full-on slutwife. Ain’t that right, baby?”

I giggled through heavy breaths, wiping a strand of cum-soaked red hair from my cheek. “Only for big Black cock.”

The new guy chuckled. “Name’s Jamal. Hope you don’t mind me joining. I brought a friend too.”

I blinked. “Five?”

Marcus grinned. “You said you wanted wild. This wild enough for you, Mrs. Married and Horny?”

I bit my lip and looked right at Jamal—dark skin, wide chest, arms like a boxer, and a cock that made my breath hitch the second he unzipped his jeans. Long. Thick. Beautiful. Like the others, but heavier somehow… angrier.

“I’ve got five holes,” I said. “You just have to pick which ones you wanna own.”

The room erupted in filthy laughter.

They dragged me to the couch—no, they positioned me like furniture. On all fours again, but this time, Marcus stood at my side, one hand tangled in my hair, the other slapping my jiggling ass while Tyrell got under me on the cushions.

I lowered myself onto his cock, wet and ready. My cunt swallowed him like a greedy mouth.

“Fuck—yes,” I gasped, bouncing slowly. “God, you fill me up...”

And then I felt it.

A second cock—Jamal—pressing against my cum-slick ass again. Still gaping. Still raw. But now hungry.

“You ever been double-stuffed, ginger girl?” he growled in my ear.

My body shivered.

“Not... not like this,” I moaned. “Do it. Wreck me.”

I felt the stretch instantly. His cock pushed past the slick mess Darnell had left behind, and suddenly I was full—full. My pussy clamped around Tyrell’s cock while Jamal claimed my ass like he was carving his name into it.

“God-fucking-damn,” Tyrell moaned beneath me, gripping my hips as I cried out. “She tight as hell…”

“Her ass’s sucking me in like she ain’t eaten in days,” Jamal grunted, driving deep.

They moved in sync. My body jolted with every thrust. I was their fuckdoll. Their amusement. Every hole a playground. Every moan a reward.

And then came the talk—that nasty, twisted, beautiful talk that made my stomach flutter and my clit throb.

“Look at you, Amelia,” Marcus whispered in my ear, stroking himself inches from my face. “Wife. Homeowner. PTA slut. Now takin’ two cocks like a starved whore.”

“Whose baby you think she gonna carry?” Darnell added, recording everything with his phone. “Cause I know that pink hole’s full of nut already.”

“She wanna be a mom,” Jamal chuckled, slapping my ass while he kept pounding. “Bet she dreams about waddling through Whole Foods knocked up by five different brothas.”

“Yes!” I cried, nearly delirious. “Breed me, ruin me—make me your little cum slut forever.”

“Tell us whose cock is better,” Tyrell growled. “Ours… or your husband’s.”

My eyes rolled back.

“Yours. Yours. All of you. He’s nothing. He’s soft. You—fuck—you’re men.”

That was it.

Jamal slammed into me once more and groaned loud, bursting deep inside my ass. Hot ropes flooded me again, joining the mess already inside me. Seconds later, Tyrell tensed and came too, filling my cunt like a firehose. Their cum spilled from me, thick and sticky, coating the couch beneath me.

I collapsed forward into Marcus’s lap, dizzy and shaking.

He didn’t wait.

His cock slid between my cum-glazed tits, and I squeezed them together, letting him fuck my chest while I licked the head whenever it got close to my lips.

“Swallow this nut, slut,” he growled.

He pulled my hair back and came hard—right on my tongue, across my lips, and inside my mouth. I didn’t waste a drop.

I swallowed like a good girl.

Then Darnell was in my face, holding his phone up to me.

“You gonna tell hubby about this?” he grinned.

I smirked, licking cum off my lips. “Only if you send me the footage. I want to watch it next time I’m bored and horny.”

“Damn,” he laughed. “You cold.”

“No,” I said with a soft, wicked smile, leaning back against the couch, legs wide, cum leaking everywhere. “I’m hot.”


CHAPTER 3




Roger’s POV:

Something in my gut told me something wasn’t right.

I’d been telling myself for weeks that I was imagining it. Amelia was a good woman. Beautiful. Smart. She kept the house perfect, always had something warm ready when I got home—always smiled like nothing in the world had changed.

But something had.

She’d gotten...glowier. Like some strange energy was radiating off her skin. Her eyes sparkled like they used to when we were younger—except it wasn’t for me.

It used to be.

But I’d been working longer hours lately. Pushing for the Henderson account. My boss said it was a make-or-break deal for partner status, and I wasn’t about to let fifteen years of my life mean nothing. I thought she understood.

Maybe she did.

Or maybe she didn’t give a damn anymore.

I noticed the lingerie first—ones I hadn’t seen her wear in years. Black lace. A sheer red thing she used to say was “too slutty for a wife.” I found a thong drying in the guest bathroom once. I don’t remember ever taking it off her.

Then she started going out more.

Farmer’s markets. Brunches. “Errands.”

She’d come back flushed, legs glowing, lips swollen. Said it was hot outside. I wanted to believe her.

But last Thursday changed everything.

It was my best friend, Dean, who sent the video.

No warning. No message. Just a file titled “You Need To See This.”

I remember sitting at my desk, half-eating a sandwich, too deep into spreadsheets to care. I clicked it out of habit.

And everything fell apart.

There she was.

Amelia.

My Amelia.

On her knees with cum running down her chin, eyes rolled back in ecstasy while three men towered over her. Huge. Black. Muscular. Naked. One held her by the hair while she swallowed his cock like she was born for it. Another slapped her ass and shoved his cock between her tits.

She moaned. Loud. Shameless.

“Breed me,” she said.

I froze.

No.

She said it again. Louder.

“Breed me, ruin me, fill me up—I want every drop inside me!”

I dropped the sandwich.

My whole body went cold.

Dean messaged me a second later:

“She’s been doing this for weeks. They’re passing her around. There’s more footage.”

I didn’t respond. I couldn’t breathe.

My wife—my beautiful, red-haired, perfect little wife—was getting gangbanged by strangers while I was in conference calls.

And the worst part?

She loved it.

She begged for it.

She smiled for the camera.

The file ended with her looking straight into the lens, covered in cum, and whispering: “Sorry, baby. Guess I’m not just yours anymore.”

Something in me shattered.

And something else lit on fire.

***

Amelia’s POV:

I didn’t know Roger had seen the videos yet. He hadn’t called. Hadn’t texted. Maybe he hadn’t gotten them.

Or maybe he had.

And maybe I wanted him to.

Tonight, I wore a sheer white babydoll dress—no panties, no bra. Just my soft ginger curls between my thighs, my nipples poking through the thin mesh like they were begging to be bitten.

I stepped into the hotel suite like I owned the place.

Five men were waiting. All of them tall. All of them Black. All of them hard.

And I knew they brought cameras.

“Look at you,” Marcus said, his grin wide as he stepped forward and kissed my cheek. “Little miss married slut, back for another ride.”

“Did your husband see the videos yet?” Tyrell asked, already pulling his shirt over his head.

“If he did,” I purred, “he hasn’t said a word.”

“Think he’s crying?” Jamal joked.

“Think he’s jerking off,” I corrected, dropping my dress to the floor. “That tape was hot.”

They laughed, but I saw the hunger in their eyes. They wanted me ruined. Again. They wanted to take me.

And I was ready.

“Who wants the first creampie tonight?” I asked, climbing onto the king bed and spreading my legs wide. “Pussy’s already aching.”

“Shit,” Marcus said. “She’s makin’ offers now.”

They didn’t waste time.

Tyrell climbed between my legs while the others watched, filming every second. His cock stretched me wide, and I moaned loud, already soaked and ready. He gripped my thighs and began to fuck me fast, hard, deep.

“Who’s pussy is this, slut?” he growled.

“Yours,” I gasped. “Yours—all of you. It’s not my husband’s anymore.”

“That’s right,” Marcus said, zooming in with the camera. “Tell him what you really want.”

“I want to be pregnant,” I moaned. “I want one of you to knock me up. I want to carry a big, beautiful Black baby—and tell my husband it’s his while I moan for more.”

The room exploded.

They took turns, one after the next, filling me with hot cum while I begged for more. My cunt squelched with every thrust. My belly swelled with their seed. But it wasn’t just the fucking.

It was the watching.

They moved the mirrors. Set up the lights. Made me see myself—see what I looked like covered in sweat, cum, and shame, with cameras capturing every angle. I moaned louder when I saw myself sucking Marcus off in the reflection—cum running down my chin while he fed me his balls.

“She nasty,” Jamal said, shoving two fingers into my messy pussy. “You want the whole neighborhood up in here?”

“Yes,” I sobbed. “I want more. I want to be used. I want to be a fuckpet, a cumhole, a pregnancy project!”

And they gave me what I wanted.

By the end of the night, I was gagging on cock while one came on my belly, another in my ass, and a third filmed me crying and moaning, “Please breed me, I don’t care who the father is!”

Then the door creaked open.

I froze.

Roger stood there.

My husband.

And he was holding his phone—video paused on me, covered in sweat and smiling into the camera with cum drooling from my lips.

The room fell silent.

Except me.

I looked at him—dazed, glazed, filled to the brim—and smiled.

“Oh, hi honey,” I breathed. “You’re just in time.”


CHAPTER 4




Roger’s POV:

She looked right at me.

Naked. Cum-soaked. Bent over in front of five tall Black men like she was proud of it.

“Hi, honey,” Amelia said with a breathless little smirk. “You’re just in time.”

My vision blurred. For a second I thought I was going to pass out.

I had watched the videos. I knew what I was walking into. I thought I was prepared.

But seeing it in person?

Seeing my wife—the woman I married, who once cried on our wedding night because she said she’d never want another man—now spread wide on a hotel bed, getting stuffed like she was auditioning for gangbang of the year?

It gutted me.

The men didn’t even stop. One of them was still pumping into her ass with lazy, possessive thrusts, like I didn’t exist. Another man was jerking off against her cheek. She smiled like it was all just a fun little prank.

“You... fucking whore,” I finally said, my voice shaking. “You’ve destroyed everything.”

She rolled her eyes. “Oh, get over it, Roger. You were never home. What did you expect? I had needs.”

“My job—”

“Your job doesn’t eat my pussy,” she cut me off, grinning. “They do.”

I couldn’t believe it. She was smirking while these guys laughed behind her like I was the joke. Like I was just some idiot cuckold husband who should’ve seen it coming.

“Yeah? Well guess what?” I said through clenched teeth. “We’re done. Divorce. You can keep the cum-stained sheets for all I care.”

I turned to walk out.

She flipped me off from the bed. “Don’t let the door hit your limp little dick on the way out, loser!”

The door slammed behind me.

I didn’t know if I wanted to scream, punch something, or break down and cry.

***

Amelia’s POV:

“Well... that was dramatic,” I sighed.

Marcus laughed first. Then the others joined in.

“What the fuck just happened?” Jamal said, still catching his breath as he wiped sweat off his chest.

“My husband had a meltdown,” I said, rolling onto my back and spreading my legs wider, cum still oozing from both holes. “And now I’m finally free.”

“You gonna miss him?” Darnell asked, still holding his phone and recording the aftermath.

I smiled lazily. “The only thing I’ll miss is his health insurance.”

More laughter. More cocks hardening again.

“Ready for another round?” Marcus asked, stroking his thick shaft as he knelt beside me.

I looked straight into the camera and whispered, “Breed me deeper this time. I wanna feel you in my throat and my womb.”

Roger at the Bar:

I didn’t even remember driving to the bar.

I just needed to be anywhere but near her. Anywhere but watching another clip of her sucking two cocks while her legs trembled from being stretched open.

I sat at the corner of the bar and downed my second vodka.

The burn didn’t help.

I felt... small. Weak. Stupid. Like the last three years of my life had been one long punchline and I was the only one who didn’t get the joke.

“Rough night?” a voice asked beside me.

I looked up—and blinked.

Cindy.

Curvy. Smooth brown skin. Thick thighs poured into tight jeans. A low-cut yellow top that showed off her gorgeous tits and just enough cleavage to distract any man within a mile.

“Cindy? Shit—I didn’t know you were back in town.”

She smiled. “Just for the weekend. Catching up with some girlfriends. Saw you sittin’ here lookin’ like a kicked puppy. You okay?”

I opened my mouth. Closed it.

Then something cracked open inside me.

“I—no. I’m not,” I muttered. “My wife… Amelia… she—fuck. She cheated.”

Cindy raised a brow. “Oh?”

“Not just cheated. She got gangbanged on camera. Repeatedly.”

“Damn,” she said, no shock in her voice. “Honestly? Not surprised.”

That caught me off guard. “Wait—what?”

Cindy shrugged. “She always had that repressed slut energy. All that ginger fire locked up under that Stepford act.”

I laughed. Bitterness poured out of me.

“I’ve got videos,” I said, showing her my phone without thinking. “I shouldn’t even be watching them but—I can’t stop.”

She leaned in and watched a clip.

And smiled.

“Well,” she said, licking her lips slowly. “She’s nasty. But I bet I could make something even hotter.”

I blinked. “What do you mean?”

Cindy turned toward me, her voice dropping to a husky whisper.

“I mean, you and me. While I’m in town. We film a little something of our own. Something that’ll really fuck with her head.”

Something stirred inside me.

Revenge. Lust. A spark of power.

I ordered her a drink.

We spent the next half-hour talking about what we’d film. Cindy was wild. Unapologetic. Filthy. Every word she said made my cock twitch in my jeans.

And then she leaned in and whispered, “I’ve got a room upstairs.”

The Elevator and Hotel Room…

We didn’t even make it through the lobby without touching.

The second the elevator doors closed, I had her pinned to the wall, kissing her hard, gripping her ass through her tight jeans. She moaned into my mouth, grinding her round backside against my crotch, making me groan.

“Mmm, Roger,” she purred. “You waited too long to let this freak out.”

By the time the elevator dinged, her bra was halfway off and I was sucking on her neck like a starving man. She giggled, dragging me down the hall, barely able to get her keycard out.

I didn’t wait.

I shoved her into the room, slammed the door behind us, and spun her to face me.

“I wanna taste that pussy,” I growled.

“Then take it,” she hissed, yanking down her jeans and exposing the sexiest pair of sheer blue panties I’d ever seen. Her thick pussy lips pressed out like a mouth begging to be kissed.

I dropped to my knees.

“Fuck, Cindy,” I whispered. “That camel toe’s the prettiest thing I’ve ever seen.”

She spread her thighs.

“Eat it, baby. Show her what you really needed.”

I buried my face in her.

My tongue worked her clit while she grabbed my phone and started recording.

“That’s it,” she moaned. “Let’s make the bitch jealous.”

I growled into her folds, licking and sucking while she bucked against my face. Her moans got louder. Sloppier. Wetter.

She threw her head back and screamed as I pulled her panties aside and shoved two fingers into her soaked cunt, curling just right.

“Shit! ROGER!”

***

“Yeah, baby. Just like that,” Cindy moaned, her hand tangled in my hair as I tongued her juicy cunt like I’d been starving.

The hotel room was dimly lit, her sheer panties still hanging from one ankle while her plump ass rocked back against the door I’d pressed her against.

She had the phone in selfie mode now—angled down at her glistening pussy and my face buried in it.

“This is for you, Amelia,” Cindy purred into the camera, breathing heavy. “You should’ve kept your man satisfied. Too late now. He’s feasting on this fat pussy.”

I growled into her, eating like a man possessed. Her thighs trembled. She threw her head back, lips parted in a moan so nasty I nearly came in my jeans.

Then she pulled me up by the collar and kissed me, tasting herself on my tongue.

“Now get that dick out,” she whispered. “I want it raw and nasty. I want you to fuck me like she never let you.”

I didn’t need to be told twice.

My belt hit the floor. My cock was out, hard and aching, as Cindy pulled off her top and tossed it aside, freeing her gorgeous double-D tits. Her dark nipples were already hard, begging to be sucked.

We moved toward the bed.

Cindy climbed on all fours, ass arched high, cheeks jiggling with every motion.

“Film this,” she told me, winking over her shoulder. “I want her to see everything. I want her furious.”

I hit record. And slid in.

“FUCK,” she screamed, clutching the sheets.

I grabbed her hips and pounded into her from behind, balls slapping her wet lips, her ass bouncing with each thrust. She was so tight, so warm, so soaked I nearly lost it within seconds.

“That’s it, baby,” Cindy groaned. “Give it to me. Breed this pussy like you mean it.”

I pressed my phone closer to the action, zooming in on the thick glide of my cock inside her juicy folds.

“Smile for Amelia,” I panted.

Cindy looked right at the camera, hair a mess, face glowing with sweat and lust. “Hey, bitch. Guess who’s got your man now?”

Amelia’s POV:

“God damn, girl. You takin’ that dick like a champ,” Marcus chuckled, holding my legs up while Darnell finished unloading his second round in my ass.

I was on my back, stretched, sweaty, stuffed full of cum, and still begging for more.

Jamal was next.

He stroked his cock over my face as I grinned up at him, covered in spit, smeared mascara, and glory.

“Let me taste it, baby,” I moaned. “Give me that nut.”

Just as he lined up to fuck my throat—

Ping.

My phone lit up on the nightstand.

Normally I wouldn’t even look.

But something—some sick little whisper of curiosity—made me reach for it.

New Message from Roger.
1 Video Attached.

I laughed. “What is this? A crying selfie?”

I hit play.

And froze.

Cindy.

My fucking enemy Cindy—moaning, naked, riding Roger reverse cowgirl while flipping me off with both middle fingers.

“Smile for the slut,” Cindy said on screen. “She’ll be so jealous.”

I didn’t even realize my mouth had dropped open.

Behind me, Marcus leaned over. “The fuck’s that?”

He looked.

Whistled low. “Damn. That’s your man?”

“Ex,” I snapped automatically.

But the jealousy hit me like a bullet.

Not because it was Roger.

But because it was her. That loud-mouthed bitch who always tried to outshine me. That curvy, big-titted showoff who once told me in high school, “Your man ever gets bored of that skinny ass, he knows where to find me.”

She knew this would sting.

And fuck—it did.

The next second, I was swallowing Jamal’s cock with a vengeance.

I needed to fuck this feeling away.

“Breed me, boys,” I gasped between gags. “Knock me up with bigger, blacker babies than she could ever imagine.”

They didn’t hesitate.

My phone hit the floor as I lost myself in a mess of tongues, dicks, and degrading pleasure.

Roger & Cindy Finish the Tape:

“I’m gonna cum,” I warned, holding the camera steady as Cindy bounced on my cock with reckless rhythm.

“Then cum,” she growled. “Cum in me. Let her see how I take what she couldn’t handle.”

I tilted the camera up just as I slammed into her and unloaded with a guttural groan.

Cindy arched her back, gasping in delight as my cum painted her insides.

She reached down and spread her pussy lips for the camera, letting the creamy mix drip out.

“Smile, Amelia,” she whispered into the lens. “You just lost the best thing you ever had.”


CHAPTER 5




Amelia’s POV:

I couldn’t look away from the screen.

Even though Jamal was drilling my throat like he wanted to turn it into a permanent home for his cock, my teary eyes stayed locked on that stupid video of Roger creaming Cindy’s tight little pussy.

“Fuck her,” I choked out, slapping Jamal’s thigh so I could catch my breath. “Fuck that bitch. She thinks I care? Hah.”

Darnell chuckled from the corner. “You definitely care. Your eyes got green as hell just now.”

“Shut up,” I snapped, sitting up on the mattress, hair in tangles, cum running down my thighs, mascara smudged into oblivion. “I don’t care about him. I care about her. That bitch Cindy has always been after what’s mine.”

“You want revenge?” Marcus grinned, rolling a fat blunt beside me. “Then let us finish what we started, baby. We’ll fuck you so good, your next ultrasound gonna need a wide-angle lens.”

The room exploded in laughter.

I should’ve been insulted. Instead, I spread my legs wider and whispered, “Then make me pregnant. Fill me up until your babies are fighting over room inside me.”

Jamal spit into his palm and stroked his cock. “That’s what I’m talkin’ about. Get that baby factory running, mama.”

The guys lined up again. Five more. Fresh faces. Hung like horses and ready to pump me full.

The camera was still rolling.

I smiled into the lens like the shameless, desperate slut I’d become.

“Hi, Roger,” I cooed sweetly. “Your ex-wife’s just busy right now... getting turned into a breeding toy by the men who actually know how to use a dick.”

Then I looked straight into the camera and let Marcus slam into my raw, cum-stretched pussy from behind.

My cheeks slapped loudly. My voice cracked in a scream of filthy delight.

“Breed me! Breed this fucking whore!”

Roger’s POV:

The next morning, I woke up tangled in Cindy’s sheets, sore in the best way, her full, dark ass nestled against my chest.

She stirred, stretching with a sleepy grin. “Morning, porn star.”

I laughed dryly. “You’re insane.”

“And you love it,” she smirked, turning around to kiss me softly. “How’s it feel to get that out of your system?”

“Like I finally exhaled,” I admitted. “It’s weird. I feel... like I don’t care anymore. Not about her.”

“Good,” Cindy nodded. “She doesn’t deserve your tears. Let her drown in that gangbang addiction while you move the fuck on.”

I exhaled slowly, staring at the ceiling.

“She wanted to get pregnant by those guys,” I said after a pause. “She said it on the video. Begged for it.”

“Then let her,” Cindy shrugged, unbothered. “Let her raise a basketball team. Meanwhile, we’ll be out here making art.”

I turned to her, surprised. “You want to keep filming?”

“Hell yeah,” she grinned. “Let’s turn this pain into profit, baby. I’ve got an audience. And you’ve got that nice cock and that angry stroke. Let’s make Amelia irrelevant.”

The offer was insane. But also… exciting.

And when Cindy climbed on top of me again, grinding her slick heat against my morning wood, I didn’t need more convincing.

Amelia’s POV:

I was lying naked on my kitchen floor, stuffed, soaked, wrecked.

The boys had left me a mess of fluids and soreness, and I loved every second of it.

I reached lazily for my phone, checking to see if Roger had responded to my last taunting text.

What I got instead was a new message.

CINDY: “Hope you’re ready, sweetheart 💋 Here’s what a real woman does with your ex.”

Attached: A 6-minute, fully-edited, disgustingly hot video of Cindy riding Roger’s face, then cock, then him fucking her against the hotel window while she moaned his name louder than I ever had.

The camera angles were perfect. The moans real. The ending? Cindy squirting all over his abs while whispering, “That was for Amelia.”

I threw my phone across the floor.

Jealousy didn’t even begin to cover it.

I wanted to destroy her.

Or join her.

I didn’t even know which.


CHAPTER 6




Roger’s POV:

The house was too quiet.

It always was now. Even the creak of the hardwood under my boots felt like a goddamn insult. Amelia used to fill this place with laughter—fake or not, I could never tell. And now it just echoed back silence, like even the walls were trying to forget.

I shouldn’t have come back. The divorce papers were already filed. My lawyer told me to cut all contact.

But something in me—some dumb, twisted knot of curiosity and leftover pride—wanted closure.

One last look.

One last fuck you.

Or maybe just one last fuck.

When she opened the door, barefoot in nothing but a long t-shirt, freckles glowing in the soft porch light, I could see the moment her breath caught.

“Roger?”

Her voice cracked like she couldn’t believe I was real.

“I didn’t come to talk,” I said.

Her lips parted, but no words came.

Then I stepped forward, and she let me in.

I didn’t waste time. I wasn’t here to remember her. I was here to remind her of what she’d thrown away.

Her back hit the wall as I pinned her with a kiss that was less romance and more war. Her fingers clawed into my shirt, pulling me closer, gasping into my mouth like she was drowning in the past.

“You think those guys fucked you good?” I growled against her throat, lifting her thigh up around my waist. “You think they made you squirt like I did?”

“R-Roger—”

“No. You don’t get to talk.”

I lifted her into my arms and carried her like she weighed nothing, her t-shirt already sliding off as I took her straight to the kitchen counter. It was still sticky from her gangbang leftovers.

Perfect.

“Fuck me like you hate me,” she whispered, pupils blown wide, chest rising fast.

I didn’t hesitate.

Her legs were shaking the second I buried myself inside her. Her head flew back and she cried out, every inch of her dripping wet and twitching like her body remembered me even if her loyalty hadn’t.

She screamed my name louder than she ever had before.

I made her squirt—twice.

I gripped her throat, stared straight into her wide, fucked-out eyes and told her, “This isn’t love. This is revenge.”

And I saw it.

That split second where she realized just how badly she’d messed up.

Amelia’s POV:

It was the best sex of my life.

I hated him. I loved him. I wanted him to spit in my face and kiss me tenderly all at once.

I was soaked, trembling, leaking down my thighs like a bitch in heat.

He was a god in that moment.

And then he pulled out, tugged his pants back on without a word, and walked toward the door.

“Wait—Roger—!”

He stopped just long enough to turn over his shoulder.

“I came here to remind you what you threw away,” he said coolly. “And I hope every man who fucks you from now on never makes you feel like I just did.”

The door slammed.

I stood there, legs shaking, heart breaking, cum dripping down my thighs—and that’s when I noticed it.

A soft red light blinking from across the street.

Cindy had filmed the whole damn thing.

And the worst part?

I was jealous again.

***

(Two Weeks Later)

The pregnancy test read positive.

I stared at it in the mirror like it had just sentenced me to life in a circus.

I had no idea who the father was.

Could’ve been Marcus. Could’ve been Jamal. Could’ve been Roger.

God help me, part of me hoped it was Roger’s.

But I’d never get to ask. He blocked my number after that night. Filed the final divorce papers. Sold the house.

And he was now blowing up online with his new curvy goddess, Cindy, in matching latex and leather, riding him on a Harley in a dimly lit garage.

Their fans called them “The Revenge Couple.”

I called them a mistake I could never undo.

I sat on my bed that night, alone, watching Roger go viral on my screen, my hand between my thighs as my pregnant belly slowly started to swell.

He was gone.

Cindy had won.

And me?

I was a footnote in my own downfall.

But at least I had this baby.

This mystery baby.

A living reminder of just how far a woman can fall when she trades loyalty for lust.

And deep down, I knew:

I deserved every second of it.


EPILOGUE




Amelia’s POV:

One Year Later…

The sound of crying filled the quiet apartment.

Not just one cry—two. A harmony of newborn howls, tiny lungs doing their best to remind me I wasn’t alone, even when it felt like I’d never been lonelier.

I was sitting on the edge of my unmade bed, boobs leaking, hair frizzed, eyes hollow. Two bassinets flanked either side of the mattress like watchful guards, and in each, a little piece of the chaos I’d brought on myself.

Marcus Jr. and Mariah.

My twins.

Born three weeks premature, now plump and healthy, thanks to a steady supply of my milk and the grace of whatever cosmic karma hadn’t smothered me in my sleep yet.

Marcus—the man I’d let breed me like a porn star during one of our wildest gangbang nights—had moved on before the umbilical cords were even clipped. He still came around sometimes, always with a fresh pair of sneakers and a half-hearted hug. He signed the birth certificates. Smiled for the Instagram pics.

But father of the year?

Yeah, no.

I wasn’t stupid. I wasn’t special to Marcus. Just another wet hole in a series of porn-blurred memories. A face he liked to fuck, not a life he wanted to build.

And that was fine.

I made my bed. I let them all come inside me. I asked for this, literally begged for it. And now I had two beautiful babies to show for it.

But I’d be lying if I said I didn’t still dream of him.

Not Marcus.

Roger.

My ex-husband. My first love. The man I threw away like yesterday’s lingerie, too bored and too horny to see the quiet devotion in his eyes for what it really was: love.

Real love.

He hadn’t spoken to me since that night—the night he’d taken me on the kitchen counter like a man possessed and made me squirt so hard I thought I’d passed out. It had been… insane. Beautiful. Vicious.

And final.

He ghosted me right after. Filed for divorce the next week.

And then the real knife twisted.

Cindy.

My sworn enemy. The thick-ass bitch with perfect curls and a wicked smirk. The one who used to flirt with Roger at parties like I didn’t exist. I always knew she wanted him. I just never thought he’d want her back.

But oh, he did.

A year later, they were everywhere—Twitter, OnlyFans, Reddit threads, even TikTok. Branded as “The Sweetest Revenge,” they were a viral amateur power couple, known for high-quality, high-energy content that combined real chemistry with filthy, unfiltered sex.

They weren’t acting.

They were in love.

You could see it in every clip. The way he held her waist. The way she whispered “baby” in his ear as he wrecked her from behind. The way they laughed mid-orgasm like they were sharing an inside joke.

And worst of all?

They looked happy.

The kind of happy I used to be. The kind of happy I’d never be again.

I should’ve looked away. I should’ve deleted the bookmarks. But tonight, after putting the twins down and crying into a cold cup of coffee, I made the worst decision possible.

I opened the video.

The screen flickered to life.

Muted at first. I couldn’t bear the sound. Just needed to see him.

Roger.

His body looked different now—stronger, leaner, more defined. His chest, once soft from late nights and long office hours, was sculpted now, his jaw sharpened like it had been carved by heartache. He looked like a man who had survived something. Like a man who had burned down the past and risen from the ashes with a smirk and a middle finger raised in my direction.

Cindy entered the frame seconds later, her thick thighs jiggling as she crawled across the bed toward him in lacy red lingerie, hair tied up in a messy bun, lips glossy and parted.

The chemistry between them was so real it punched me in the gut.

I unmuted.

“Damn, baby,” Roger groaned, his voice lower, rougher than I remembered. “That ass gonna make me ruin you.”

Cindy giggled, then turned around and arched her back, wiggling her ass in front of him like an offering. “Then ruin me, daddy. Let’s make the slutty ex-wife cry.”

My throat closed.

They knew.
They always knew I watched.

And yet I didn’t stop the video.

Roger slid into her like he belonged there—no hesitation, no hesitation, no filter. Just raw, animal hunger. His hands gripped her hips like he was anchoring himself to the moment, pounding into her with that signature stroke I once claimed as mine.

Cindy moaned like she was born to be wrecked. Filthy, unfiltered moans that made my thighs clench and my heart ache.

“Fuck,” she screamed. “That’s it, baby. Show her what she lost!”

Roger chuckled, cruel and smug. “You feel how wet this pussy gets for me? She never gushed like this. Not even once.”

Lies.

I had squirted for him—once. No—twice actually. That night. That final night.

But that didn’t matter now.

Because he’d found someone who did it on command.

The camera angle shifted—now face to face, Cindy on top, riding him like her life depended on it. Her big tits bounced with every thrust. Roger’s hands gripped her ass, spreading it wide while she ground against his cock with slow, circular strokes that made me moan without realizing it.

I slipped a hand beneath my pajama shorts.

I hated them.

I hated her.

I hated me.

But I couldn’t stop watching.

Couldn’t stop fingering myself to the sound of my ex-husband whispering “That’s my good girl” into another woman’s mouth.

This was my punishment.

I came pathetically, my body twitching, the twins still asleep beside me.

And that’s when the video ended—not with a cumshot, not with a moan, but with Roger looking dead into the camera, smirking, and whispering: “Revenge never tasted so sweet.”

And it cut to black.
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