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CHAPTER 1


"I'm daddy's good little white girl."


The words left my mouth before I could stop them. A surrender ten years in the making, finally given voice in Luke's dimly lit apartment while my husband waited at a bar somewhere, probably already hard thinking about what might be happening.


What was happening.


Luke's fingers were still inside me - two of them, thick and dark against my pale thighs, curled against a spot my husband had never found. Had never come close to finding. In ten years of marriage, ten years of Steve fumbling around inside me with his inadequate little cock, he had never once touched this place that Luke found in minutes.


"That's right," Luke murmured, his dark eyes holding mine with an intensity Steve had never possessed. 


He withdrew his fingers slowly, and I whimpered. Actually whimpered.


I had never made that sound during sex with my husband. Not once in my life. With Steve, I performed. I moaned when I was supposed to moan, gasped when I was supposed to gasp. Sounds calculated to make him feel adequate, to end the awkward fumbling faster, to get it over with so I could go to sleep unsatisfied and stare at the ceiling wondering if this was all there was.


But this sound was real. Involuntary. Pulled from somewhere deep in my chest that I had forgotten existed.


"Please," I heard myself beg. My voice sounded foreign to my own ears - desperate, needy, nothing like the controlled woman I had trained myself to be. "I need more. I need-"


"I know exactly what you need."


Luke brought his glistening fingers to my lips, and the sight of them - coated in my own arousal, evidence of how wet I was, how ready - made something clench deep in my belly.


"Taste yourself," he commanded. "Taste how wet you get for a real man."


I sucked his fingers into my mouth without hesitation.


My own arousal coated my tongue - tangy, thick, proof of how my body responded to him versus how it responded to Steve. With Steve, I needed lubricant. Needed to force myself to relax, to think about anything other than what was actually happening, to mentally compose grocery lists while he pumped away for his allotted two minutes.


With Luke, I was soaking through my panties before he even touched me.


The contrast was devastating. Undeniable. Ten years of lying to myself, telling myself that Steve was enough, that love made up for physical inadequacy, that orgasms were overrated anyway - all of it crumbling in the face of two fingers and the taste of my own desperate need.


"Your husband," Luke said casually, like he was discussing the weather while I sucked his fingers clean. "Sitting at some bar right now, waiting. Probably already hard thinking about what I'm doing to you."


My face flushed hot. Steve was out there somewhere, nursing a drink, checking his phone every thirty seconds, his inadequate little cock straining against his pants as he imagined exactly this moment.


"He wanted this so badly," I heard myself say. "Begged me for it."


Luke laughed - low and dangerous, a sound that vibrated through my chest and settled between my legs. He shook his head slowly, amused and contemptuous at the same time. "Of course he did. A man like that knows he can't compete." His free hand found my pussy again, two fingers sliding inside with obscene ease. I was so wet that there was no resistance at all - just that delicious stretch as he filled me, those thick fingers reaching deeper than Steve's cock ever had.


"Is that what he is, Molly?" Luke curled his fingers against that spot again, and my hips bucked involuntarily. "A little white cuckold who can't fuck his wife properly?"


I should have defended Steve.


He was my husband. The man I had promised to love and cherish for better or worse. The man who had held me when I cried, who had supported my dreams, who had been nothing but good to me for ten years even if he couldn't make me cum.


I should have said something about how he tried. How he loved me. How size wasn't everything.


But Luke's fingers were pressing against that spot - that fucking spot Steve had never found, would never find - and all I could do was moan like a whore and spread my legs wider.


"Answer me." He curled his fingers harder, and my back arched off the couch. "Is your husband a pathetic little cuckold?"


"Yes!"


The word exploded out of me, and once it started, I couldn't stop.


"Yes, okay? He's small and he cums too fast and he's never made me cum, not once in ten years, and he knows it, he knows he's not enough-"


I was crying now. Not from sadness - from relief. Relief at finally saying it out loud. At finally admitting what I had known since our wedding night, when Steve had fumbled inside me for ninety seconds and finished with a whimper before I felt anything at all.


I had cried in the bathroom after. Locked myself in and sobbed silently, wondering what I had done wrong, wondering if this was all there was, wondering if every woman felt this crushing disappointment when the honeymoon started and she realized the man she married would never, ever be able to satisfy her.


And now, ten years later, I was crying again. But these weren't tears of despair.


These were tears of fucking freedom.


"And that's why you're here." Luke withdrew his fingers and stood, towering over me. At six foot four with the body of an NFL trainer - which he was - he dwarfed my husband in every way. Height. Muscles. Presence.


And, as I was about to be reminded, cock.


"Because you need what he can't give you."


He unbuckled his belt slowly. Deliberately. Making me watch. Making me wait. Making me squirm on his couch with my dress hiked up around my waist and my soaked panties on display, a married woman desperate for a man who wasn't her husband.


My eyes were fixed on the growing bulge in his pants.


I remembered this cock. Had dreamed about it for years, even after I married Steve. Especially after I married Steve, during those countless nights of unsatisfying sex when I would close my eyes and pretend it was Luke inside me instead.


The bulge was massive. Obscene. Straining against the fabric of his pants like a caged animal desperate to be free.


"Get on your knees."


The command sent electricity through my veins.


Steve never commanded. Steve asked, tentatively, apologetically, if I was in the mood. Steve treated sex like an imposition, something he was inflicting on me rather than sharing with me. He approached my body like a man defusing a bomb - nervous, hesitant, terrified of doing something wrong.


But Luke?


Luke treated my body like it belonged to him.


I slid off the couch and onto the floor without hesitation. The carpet was rough against my bare knees. My dress had ridden up around my waist at some point - I couldn't remember when - my soaked panties visible, my thighs glistening with arousal.


I probably looked desperate. Wanton. Like exactly what I was.


A married white woman on her knees for a Black man who was everything her husband wasn't.


Luke pulled down his pants, and his cock sprang free.


"Oh god."


The words escaped before I could stop them.


He was even bigger than I remembered - and I remembered him being huge. Thick and long and impossibly hard, the dark shaft curving slightly upward, veins standing out in relief, already glistening with precum at the tip.


This was a cock. A real cock. Not the pale, thin, forgettable thing between my husband's legs. This was what a man was supposed to look like. What a man was supposed to feel like inside a woman.


"That's right, take a good look." Luke wrapped his hand around his shaft, stroking slowly, and I watched mesmerized as his fingers barely met around the girth. Steve's cock fit in one hand with room to spare. Luke's cock required two hands and still left inches uncovered. "This is what a real cock looks like. Not that pathetic little thing your husband's been disappointing you with."


"He's not-" I started to defend Steve automatically, then stopped.


Who was I kidding?


Looking at Luke's magnificent cock, my husband's seemed almost fictional. A child's toy compared to the real thing. I could wrap my whole hand around Steve and my fingertips would overlap. Around Luke, they wouldn't even touch.


"How big is he?" Luke demanded. "Your husband. Tell me."


The question felt like a betrayal. Steve's size was his deepest shame - he had confessed it to me once, drunk and crying, how inadequate he felt, how he knew he could never satisfy me no matter how hard he tried.


But Luke's cock was right there, inches from my face, radiating heat, and the truth spilled out of me like water through a broken dam.


"Five inches." My face burned with the admission. "Maybe less. And thin. Really thin."


"Five inches." Luke laughed, genuinely amused. "I've got five inches just in the head."


He stepped closer and slapped his cock against my cheek.


The weight of it. The heat. The wet smear of precum it left on my skin.


I had never felt anything like it. Steve's cock had never made an impact against my face. Had never felt substantial enough to slap against anything. But Luke's cock was heavy, solid, undeniable.


"This is ten and a half inches, Molly. More than twice your husband's size." He rubbed the head against my lips, painting them with precum. "Now open that pretty white mouth and show me you remember how to suck a real cock."


I opened wide.


And I remembered. 

*


CHAPTER 2


The stretch was immediate.


My jaw strained to accommodate his girth as I took him in, inch by impossible inch. The taste of him flooded my mouth - masculine, musky, nothing like Steve's bland, forgettable flavor. Luke tasted like a man. Like sex. Like everything I had been missing for ten years of marriage to someone who would never be enough.


With Steve, blowjobs were easy. Almost boring. His cock slipped into my mouth so easily I barely noticed it was there. I could bob my head lazily, think about work or groceries or what I needed to pick up at the dry cleaner's, bring him to his pathetic little orgasm in under two minutes without ever really engaging.


But Luke's cock demanded attention.


Every inch was a challenge. Every inch required focus, effort, deliberate relaxation of my throat. He filled my mouth completely, stretched my lips around his girth until they ached, made my jaw burn in the most delicious way.


I couldn't think about anything else. Couldn't mentally check out the way I did with Steve. Luke's cock consumed my entire consciousness, left no room for anything except the overwhelming reality of him inside me.


"Fuck yeah," Luke groaned, his hand tangling in my hair. Not gentle like Steve, who touched me like I was made of glass. Luke gripped hard, took control, made it clear that my mouth belonged to him. "That's it, white girl. Show me what that mouth can do."


White girl.


The words sent a shameful thrill through me. There was something about the way he said it - emphasizing the contrast between us, between his dark skin and my pale complexion. Turning our coupling into something more than just sex.


A statement. A reclamation. A married white woman on her knees for a Black man who was everything her white husband wasn't.


I had never thought of myself as someone attracted to Black men specifically. I had dated Luke in college because he was hot and confident and made me feel things no one else ever had. The fact that he was Black seemed incidental at the time.


But now, on my knees with his massive dark cock stretching my mouth, I understood what Steve had been fantasizing about. The taboo of it. The wrongness. The visual of my pale skin against his darkness, my pink lips wrapped around his Black shaft, my blue eyes looking up at him while I worshipped a cock twice the size of my white husband's.


It was wrong. So fucking wrong.


And that made it better.


I took him deeper, gagging when he hit the back of my throat, drool running down my chin, tears pricking the corners of my eyes. My makeup was probably ruined. My hair was definitely tangled. I probably looked like a mess - a desperate, wanton mess of a married woman who couldn't keep another man's cock out of her mouth.


I had never felt more alive.


"Your husband ever fuck your throat like this?" Luke asked, his voice thick with satisfaction.


I shook my head, mouth still full of his cock. The movement made me gag again, and I felt spit running down my chin, dripping onto my chest.


Steve had never even asked. Too polite. Too worried about making me uncomfortable. Too concerned with being a good husband to realize that sometimes a woman didn't want a good husband.


Sometimes a woman wanted to be used.


"Course not." Luke thrust deeper, making me choke, my throat spasming around his shaft. "White boys like your husband, they're too gentle. Too scared of their own wives. Too worried about being respectful."


He spat the word like a curse.


"I ain't scared of you, Molly. I know what you can take. Know what you need, even if you've been too scared to admit it."


He started fucking my face in earnest then.


Not letting me set the pace anymore. Not waiting for me to be ready. Just taking what he wanted, using my mouth like it was made for his pleasure, like I was a toy designed specifically for his cock.


His hand tightened in my hair, controlling my movements, forcing me deeper with each stroke. I gagged and choked and drooled, tears streaming down my face, and still he kept going.


And I loved it.


Every gag made my pussy clench. Every thrust deeper made me wetter. I could feel myself soaking through my panties, arousal dripping down my thighs, my body responding to being used in ways it had never responded to Steve's gentle, considerate lovemaking.


This was what I had been missing. This was what sex was supposed to feel like - overwhelming, consuming, impossible to ignore. Not the bland background noise of my marriage bed, but a hurricane that swept away everything except sensation.


"You know what your husband's doing right now?" Luke asked, still pumping into my mouth. "Sitting at that bar, dick hard in his pants, imagining exactly this. His precious wife on her knees choking on big Black cock."


I moaned around him, the image flooding my mind. Steve squirming in his seat, trying to hide his erection, leaking precum into his underwear, knowing that right now - right this moment - his wife was throat-deep on another man's cock.


Did that make him pathetic? Or did it make him brave?


I didn't know anymore. Didn't care. All I knew was the cock in my mouth, the hand in my hair, the overwhelming fullness that Steve had never given me.


"He probably already came in his pants," Luke continued, amusement in his voice. "Twice, probably. That's how quick those white boys are. Minute men. Can't control themselves for shit." He thrust deeper, and I gagged again, spit flying. "Meanwhile, I could fuck your face for hours."


He could. I remembered that from college - his stamina, his control, his ability to edge for what felt like forever while I fell apart beneath him. Steve was lucky if he lasted three minutes. Luke could go all night.


Had gone all night, back when we were together. Had made me cum so many times I lost count, then rolled over in the morning and made me cum again.


Steve had never made me cum. Not once. Not in ten years of marriage.


Luke had made me cum with just his fingers, fifteen minutes ago.


He pulled out suddenly, and I gasped for air, strings of saliva connecting my lips to his shaft. My chest was heaving, my face was a mess, my pussy was throbbing with need.


"How does it taste?" he demanded. "A real man's cock?"


"Amazing," I panted. The word wasn't enough. Amazing didn't cover the texture of him on my tongue, the weight of him filling my mouth, the taste of his precum mixing with my saliva. "So much better than-"


I stopped myself. But it was too late.


"Than your husband's?" Luke's smile was knowing. Cruel. Delicious.


The moment of truth. The line I couldn't uncross.


But hadn't I already crossed it? Wasn't I already on my knees, drooling on another man's cock, my husband's cum probably drying in his pants from thinking about it?


"Yes." The word came out reverent. Like a prayer. Like a confession. "Better than Steve's. Bigger. Thicker. More... everything."


Luke's smile widened.


"Say it again. What am I compared to your husband?"


"More." The admissions were coming easier now, each one loosening something tight in my chest. "You're more of a man. More of a cock. More than he could ever be."


"And what does that make him?"


"A cuckold." The word tasted strange on my tongue - forbidden, taboo, true. "A pathetic little cuckold who can't satisfy his own wife. Who had to send her to a Black man to get properly fucked."


"That's right." Luke hauled me to my feet, and my legs wobbled beneath me. Weak from kneeling, weak from arousal, weak from the psychological weight of what I had just admitted. "Your husband is a pathetic white cuckold with a pathetic white dick. And you're his hotwife who needs Black cock to feel anything."


He spun me around and bent me over the arm of the couch. My ass was in the air, my dress bunched around my waist, my dripping pussy barely covered by the scrap of soaked lace I called underwear.


"Time to give you something to tell him about," Luke said.


He yanked my panties aside - didn't even bother taking them off, just pulled them to the side like they were an inconvenience - and I felt the massive head of his cock press against my entrance.


This was it.


The moment I had been building toward for months. For years, really - since I first realized Steve would never be enough. Since those first fantasies about other men, always Black men, always bigger than my husband, always able to do what he couldn't.


My pussy clenched with anticipation and fear. Eager and terrified at the same time. Desperate for him and scared of how much I might need him once I had him.


"You ready for this?" Luke's voice was husky, barely controlled. "Ready to feel what you've been missing?"


"Yes." The word came out as a whimper. Desperate. Pathetic. True. "God yes. Please, Luke-"


"Please what?" He rubbed the head of his cock against my folds, coating himself in my wetness but refusing to push inside. Teasing. Tormenting. "Say it. Tell me exactly what you want."


"Please fuck me." The words tumbled out, filthy and desperate and completely honest. "Please fuck me with your big Black cock. Show me what I've been missing. Show me what Steve can never give me. Please, Luke, I need it, I need you inside me-"


He pressed forward.


And I screamed. 

*


CHAPTER 3


The scream that tore from my throat wasn't from pain.


Though there was pain - a stretching, burning sensation as my pussy struggled to accommodate him after years of nothing but Steve's inadequate little cock. My body had forgotten what it felt like to be filled. Had grown accustomed to the barely-there presence of my husband, the vague awareness that something was inside me without ever really feeling it.


But Luke?


Luke was impossible to ignore.


He pushed deeper, inch by devastating inch, and I felt every single one. Felt my walls stretching around him, felt my body opening to take him, felt parts of myself being touched that Steve had never reached. Would never reach.


"Oh god," I gasped, my fingers clawing at the couch cushions. "Oh fuck, Luke, you're so-"


"Big?" He pushed deeper still, and I felt him entering territory my husband had never even known existed. "This is what a real cock feels like, Molly. This is what you've been missing all these years while that pathetic husband of yours was playing pretend."


He was right. God, he was so fucking right.


This was what I had been mourning all those nights. Lying awake after Steve rolled off me, his pathetic little load already dribbling out, my body still wound tight with unsatisfied need. This was the ghost that had haunted my marriage - the memory of what sex could be, should be, with a real man inside me.


"More," I heard myself beg. The words came from somewhere primal, somewhere that didn't care about marriage vows or wedding rings or the husband waiting at a bar. "Please, more-"


Luke obliged.


He pushed deeper. Deeper than Steve had ever been. Deeper than Steve could ever be. I could feel the head of his cock pressing against my cervix, kissing the very back of me, filling me so completely that there was no room for anything else.


No room for guilt. No room for shame. No room for the dutiful wife I had been pretending to be for ten years.


Just cock. Just fullness. Just the overwhelming, devastating pleasure of being stretched open by a real man.


"Feel that?" Luke held himself still, buried to the hilt, his balls pressing against my ass. I could feel them too - heavy and full, nothing like Steve's sad little sack. "Feel how deep I am?"


"Yes," I whimpered. "So deep. So fucking deep. Steve could never- he can't-"


"He can't reach." Luke pulled back slowly, and I gasped at the sensation - the drag of his cock against my sensitive walls, friction I had forgotten existed. With Steve, there was no friction. He slipped in and out without making contact, like a finger in a glass of water. "His pathetic little white dick can barely get past your opening. Meanwhile I'm kissing your cervix."


He was. I could feel it - a deep pressure, almost painful but somehow perfect. Steve didn't even know that part of me existed. Had never come close to touching it.


Luke pulled back until just the head remained inside me, and I whimpered at the loss. Still fuller than I had ever been with Steve, but somehow feeling empty now that I knew what complete fullness felt like.


"Please," I begged. "Don't tease. I need-"


He slammed back in.


I screamed again, this time from pure, undiluted pleasure. The thrust drove the air from my lungs, drove every thought from my head, drove everything away except the overwhelming reality of his cock claiming me.


"That's it," he growled, setting a rhythm now. Deep and hard and relentless. "Scream for me, Molly. Let the whole building know what a real cock feels like. Let them hear what your husband never could."


I couldn't have stayed quiet if I tried.


Each thrust punched sounds out of me - moans and screams and obscenities I had never uttered during sex. Sounds Steve had certainly never earned. My husband thought I was quiet during sex, probably worried that I wasn't enjoying it, constantly asking if everything was okay.


He was right to worry. I hadn't been enjoying it. Not once in ten years.


But this? This was impossible not to enjoy.


"Your husband," Luke grunted, his rhythm never faltering, "thinks he's been fucking you. Thinks those pathetic two-minute sessions count as sex. Thinks the fake moans you've been feeding him mean something."


"They don't," I gasped. The words came out between thrusts, punched out of me by his cock. "They never- I never- I was always faking-"


"I know, baby. Every woman he's ever been with has faked it. That's what happens when you've got a dick like his." Another devastating thrust. "But this? This is fucking. This is what your pussy was made for."


"Yes!" I cried out. "Yes, this is- fuck, this is everything-"


Something was building inside me.


Something I barely recognized, something I had only ever achieved alone in the dark with a vibrator and memories of this exact man. An orgasm - a real one. Not the theatrical gasps and moans I performed for Steve, followed by telling him how good it was while I stared at the ceiling unsatisfied.


This was real. Building in my core like a wave about to break.


"You close?" Luke asked, and I could hear the satisfied smile in his voice. He knew my body. Had always known my body, had mapped every sensitive spot back in college, had made me cum so many times I lost count. "Gonna cum on my cock?"


"Yes." My voice was high and desperate, nothing like the controlled sounds I made for Steve. "Luke, I'm- I've never- Steve has never-"


"I know." He shifted his angle slightly, and suddenly his cock was stroking that spot. That fucking spot. The one Steve had never found, the one I had started to believe was a myth after ten years of searching. "He's never made you cum. Not once. But I'm about to make you cum harder than you ever have in your life."


The pleasure spiked, sharp and sudden, and I felt myself teetering on the edge.


It was too much. Too intense. Too overwhelming after a decade of nothing. My body didn't know how to process sensation anymore, had grown numb to protect itself from the disappointment of expecting pleasure and receiving none.


But Luke was relentless.


Each thrust pushed me higher. Each stroke against that spot wound me tighter. I was shaking, trembling, barely able to hold myself up as the orgasm built and built toward something I had forgotten existed.


"Cum for me," Luke commanded. "Cum on this big Black cock. Cum like you never cum for your husband. Show me what he's been missing."


And I did.


The orgasm ripped through me like nothing I had ever experienced. Not even with Luke, back in college - maybe because I hadn't known then how rare this was, how precious, how easily it could be lost to a marriage with the wrong man.


My whole body convulsed. My pussy clamped down on his cock so hard it almost hurt. My screams echoed off the walls of his apartment - Luke, Luke, LUKE - over and over as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me.


Distantly, I thought of Steve. Of how I had moaned his name during sex, quiet and forced and meaningless. Of how I had never meant it, not once.


I meant this. God, I meant every scream.


"That's it," Luke growled, fucking me through the orgasm, not slowing down, not giving me a chance to recover. "That's a real orgasm. That's what you've been missing for ten goddamn years while your husband pretended he knew what he was doing."


The pleasure didn't stop.


It crested and peaked and somehow kept building, his cock relentless, his rhythm never slowing. I had barely come down from the first orgasm when I felt a second one building, impossibly, inevitably.


"Luke, I can't- it's too much-"


"You can take it. You're going to take it." He fucked me harder, faster, and I felt myself crumbling. "How many times did you fake it for Steve? A hundred? A thousand? Tonight I'm giving you every orgasm he owes you. Every one he stole from you with his pathetic little dick."


The second orgasm hit, and this time I actually sobbed.


Ugly, desperate sounds that would have mortified me if I had any capacity left for shame. But shame required thought, and thought required a brain that wasn't being thoroughly, comprehensively fucked into oblivion.


Luke just kept going.


---


I lost track of time.


Maybe it was an hour. Maybe it was two. Luke fucked me through position after position - bent over the couch, on my back on the floor, riding him in the armchair, pressed against the wall with my legs wrapped around his waist.


Each position brought new sensations, new angles, new ways for his cock to devastate me. Each position made me cum again, and again, until the orgasms blurred together into one continuous wave of pleasure that left me shaking and incoherent.


And through it all, one thought kept circling in my pleasure-drunk brain:


This is what Steve can never give me.


Not just the size - though god, the size. Not just the stamina - though Luke had been fucking me for hours and showed no signs of slowing. It was everything. The confidence. The dominance. The way he moved me around like I weighed nothing, positioned me however he wanted, used me without apology or hesitation.


Steve always asked permission. Always apologized. Always treated sex like something he was doing to me rather than with me.


Luke treated sex like something he was entitled to. Like my body belonged to him. Like I existed for his pleasure.


And somehow, impossibly, that made everything better.


"Tell me about your wedding night," Luke demanded at one point.


He had me on my hands and knees, his cock driving into me from behind with deep, punishing strokes. My arms were shaking, barely able to hold me up. My voice was hoarse from screaming. My pussy was so sensitive that every thrust sent aftershocks through my entire body.


"I can't- I can't think-"


He slapped my ass hard, the sting sharp and delicious. "Tell me."


The memory surfaced unwillingly - a night I had tried hard to forget.


"Our wedding night," I gasped, the words forced out between thrusts. "I had such high hopes. The romance novels, the movies- they made it seem like married sex would be magical. Like it would be different somehow."


"And was it?"


A broken laugh escaped me. "He couldn't get it in at first. Kept missing. And when he finally did-"


Another thrust cut off my words, made me moan despite myself.


"He lasted maybe ninety seconds. Came before I felt anything. Before I felt anything at all."


"Ninety seconds." Luke clicked his tongue, slowing his rhythm but somehow making each thrust harder, deeper. "On your wedding night. The night every woman dreams about."


"I cried after." The confession hurt more than his cock. "In the bathroom. I cried because I thought that was all there was. Because I had married a man who couldn't even give me one good fuck on my wedding night."


"Did it get better?"


"No." The word came out hollow. Empty. True. "It never got better. Every time was the same - him climbing on top, fumbling around, finishing before I felt anything. Then rolling over. Then apologizing. Then falling asleep while I lay there, staring at the ceiling, wondering what was wrong with me."


Luke pulled out suddenly, and I whimpered at the loss. He flipped me onto my back and loomed over me, his massive cock glistening with our combined fluids.


"Nothing," he said.


"What?"


"Nothing is wrong with you." He positioned himself at my entrance again. "I want you to hear that. Really hear it. Ten years you spent thinking you were broken. Thinking good sex was a myth. Thinking your body didn't work the way it was supposed to."


"And I was wrong?"


"You were married to the wrong man." He pushed inside slowly, letting me feel every inch. "Your body works fine, Molly. It works fucking perfectly. You just needed the right cock to prove it."


He started moving again - slower this time, deeper, his eyes locked on mine. And I felt tears leaking from the corners of my eyes.


Not from pain. Not even from pleasure, though there was plenty of that.


From relief.


Ten years of thinking I was broken. Ten years of wondering why sex felt like nothing, why orgasms seemed impossible, why my body wouldn't respond the way other women's bodies supposedly did.


And now, in one night, Luke was proving that none of it was my fault. 

*


CHAPTER 4


"I'm gonna cum."


Luke's voice was strained, his rhythm finally faltering after what felt like hours. Hours. Steve couldn't last five minutes. Steve couldn't last three minutes. But Luke had been fucking me into oblivion for an eternity, and only now was he approaching his limit.


"I'm gonna cum deep in this married white pussy." His thrusts became shorter, harder, more urgent. "Fill you up with so much seed you'll be leaking for days. Send you home to your husband dripping with what he can't give you."


"Yes," I moaned, wrapping my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. My body was exhausted, oversensitive, wrung out from more orgasms than I could count. But I wanted this. Needed this. The final claiming. "Please. Cum inside me."


"You on birth control?"


The question pierced through my pleasure-drunk haze.


Was I? I was supposed to be. But the pill had always made me feel off - bloated, moody, even less interested in sex than Steve's pathetic performances already made me. And lately, with our marriage feeling more like a formality than a partnership, I had been forgetting doses more often than not.


"I think so," I managed.


"You think so?" Luke slammed into me hard, punishingly hard. "You're letting a Black man cum inside your married white pussy and you think you're on birth control?"


"I am. I must be. I-"


"Maybe I'll knock you up." His voice dropped to a growl, dangerous and thrilling. "Put a Black baby in this white belly. Send you home to your cuckold husband with my seed taking root in your womb."


The thought should have terrified me.


Should have made me push him away, demand a condom, stop this madness before it went too far. I was a married woman. Steve was waiting for me. We had built a life together, a future together, and here I was letting another man cum inside me without protection.


Instead, I came harder than I had all night.


"Fuck!" Luke roared, feeling my pussy clench around him like a vice. "You like that idea? Like the thought of getting bred by a real man while your cuckold husband raises the baby?"


"Yes!" The words poured out before I could stop them. "I want it. Want you to fill me up. Want to feel you cum inside me. Please, Luke, please-"


He slammed deep one final time and held himself there.


And I felt it.


Every pulse. Every spurt. Every hot jet of cum flooding my insides.


Steve came in pathetic little dribbles - watery, thin, barely enough to coat the head of his tiny cock. I usually couldn't even tell when he finished. The difference between him being inside me and his orgasm was essentially imperceptible. Just a slight twitch, a whimper, and then the disappointing announcement that he was done.


But Luke?


Luke was filling me like I was made to be filled. Pumping me full. Shot after shot after shot, so much cum that I felt it leaking around his shaft because there simply wasn't room for any more.


"That's it," he groaned, his cock still pulsing inside me. "Take it all. Take every drop of this Black cum. This is what your husband can't give you. This is what you were made for."


I lay there, impaled and overflowing, my body still trembling from my own orgasm. I had never felt so full. So completely, utterly claimed. So thoroughly used and satisfied and ruined for anyone else.


Steve had cum inside me hundreds of times, thousands maybe, and I had never felt a thing. Never felt full. Never felt owned. Never felt like anything had actually happened.


This was different. This was what it was supposed to feel like.


When Luke finally finished - it seemed to go on forever, so much more than Steve ever produced - he stayed inside me, keeping me plugged, keeping his seed from escaping.


"That's my good little white girl," he murmured, stroking my hair with surprising gentleness. "Full of Black cum. The way you were always meant to be."


I couldn't speak. Could barely think. The reality of what I had done was starting to sink in beneath the pleasure fog.


I had cheated on my husband. Thoroughly, comprehensively, in every way possible. Had another man's cock in my mouth, in my pussy, had let him cum inside me without protection. Had begged for it. Had cum so hard I screamed myself hoarse.


And I had loved every second of it.


"Don't," Luke said, reading my expression. He had always been able to read me - one of the things that made him so devastating. "Don't start with the guilt."


"But Steve-"


"Steve wanted this." Luke pulled out slowly, and I gasped at the emptiness, felt his cum immediately start leaking out of me in a hot rush. "He's been jerking off to this fantasy for years. Probably came in his pants three times tonight just thinking about what might be happening. You didn't betray him, Molly. You gave him exactly what he wanted."


"I know, but-"


I struggled to articulate what I was feeling. Not guilt, exactly. Not regret. Just... enormity. The weight of what had shifted. The knowledge that nothing would ever be the same.


"It's real now." I sat up slowly, feeling more of Luke's cum slide out of me onto his couch. "Before, it was just talk. Just fantasy. Things we said to each other in bed to get off. But now it's real."


"Yeah." Luke smiled, and it was almost tender. "It's real. And from the sounds you were making, you don't want to go back to fake."


He was right. God help me, he was right.


How could I go back to Steve's pathetic two-minute fumbles after this? How could I lie beneath him and pretend to feel something when I now knew what feeling actually meant? How could I fake another orgasm when I had just experienced more real ones in a single night than in my entire marriage?


I couldn't. That's the simple truth. I couldn't go back.


"Come on." Luke pulled me up from the couch, steadying me when my legs threatened to buckle. "Let's get you cleaned up. Your husband's been waiting long enough."


He led me toward the bathroom, and I caught a glimpse of myself in the hall mirror.


I stopped. Stared.


I looked destroyed.


Hair tangled and matted with sweat, nothing like the carefully styled waves I had arrived with. Makeup smeared in raccoon rings around my eyes, mascara streaked down my cheeks from crying with pleasure. Lips swollen and bruised from kissing, from sucking, from being used.


My neck was covered in hickeys - dark purple bruises that would take days to fade. My breasts, visible through my ruined dress, were marked with bites and fingerprints. Evidence of passion Steve had never shown me.


And between my legs, a steady stream of Luke's cum dripping down my thighs.


I looked like a woman who had been thoroughly, comprehensively fucked. Because I had been. For the first time in my life, I had been.


Steve had never seen me like this. In ten years of marriage, I had never looked freshly fucked. Because Steve had never freshly fucked me. He had gone through the motions, sure. Had climbed on top and pumped away until he finished. But that wasn't fucking. That was just... maintenance.


This was fucking. This was what a woman looked like after being claimed by a real man.


"Don't clean up too much," Luke instructed, watching me stare at my reflection. "I want your husband to see what I did to you. Want him to smell me on you when you get in his car."


I should have protested. Should have wanted to hide the evidence, to protect Steve from the visual reality of what I had done with another man.


Instead, I just nodded.


This was what he wanted. What he had fantasized about. Who was I to deny him the full experience?


I splashed some water on my face, did a cursory wipe between my legs that did nothing to stop the leaking, and called it good enough. My hair was a lost cause. My makeup was a lost cause. My entire appearance screamed "freshly fucked by someone other than my husband."


Perfect.


"Same time next week?" Luke asked as he walked me toward his door.


I looked at him - this beautiful Black man who had just given me more pleasure in one night than my husband had managed in ten years. This man who had ruined me in college, ruined me again tonight, and would probably keep ruining me for as long as I let him.


There was no question in my mind.


"Yes," I said. "God yes."


My phone buzzed. Steve: "Outside whenever you're ready, baby. Take your time."


I smiled at the message. So considerate, my husband. Always thinking of my comfort, my needs. Never pushing, never demanding, never taking what he wanted.


Everything Luke wasn't.


"He's here," I said, showing Luke the message.


"Good husband." Luke's voice was amused, mocking. "Waiting patiently while his wife gets properly fucked. Probably been hard this whole time, leaking into his pants, imagining everything."


"Probably," I agreed.


"Tell him I said hi." Luke leaned down and kissed me one last time - deep and possessive, tasting himself on my lips. "And tell him thanks for sharing."


I walked out of his apartment on shaky legs, Luke's cum still leaking down my thighs, my body aching in the most delicious ways.


Time to go home to my husband.


What had I become?


And why, god help me, didn't I care? 

*


CHAPTER 5


The cool night air hit my skin as I stepped out of Luke's building.


I could barely walk.


My legs trembled with each step, muscles weak from hours of being spread and positioned and held in place. My inner thighs were slick with cum that kept leaking out no matter how hard I tried to clench. My pussy throbbed - swollen and stretched and deliciously sore in ways I had never experienced with Steve.


Steve's car was idling at the curb. Through the windshield, I could see him sitting up straighter as he spotted me, his face a mix of anticipation and anxiety that was so purely Steve it made my heart ache.


My husband. The man I loved. The man who had wanted this for me - for us - even knowing what it meant.


I opened the passenger door and practically fell into the seat, wincing as my sore ass made contact with the leather. The interior of the car was warm, cozy, familiar. Steve had the heat on, probably worried I would be cold. Always worrying. Always considerate. Always my Steve.


"Hey, baby." Steve's voice was breathless, his eyes roaming over my destroyed appearance. Taking in the tangled hair, the smeared makeup, the hickeys blooming purple across my neck. "You look... wow."


"I look like I just got thoroughly fucked." I smiled at him, reaching over to squeeze his hand. "Because I did."


Steve made a small sound - half moan, half whimper. I could already see the tent forming in his pants. Could see how much he needed to hear about it.


"Tell me everything," he whispered. "Please, Mol. I've been going crazy all night. Sitting at that bar, imagining, wondering-"


"Drive first. I'll talk on the way."


He put the car in gear with shaking hands and pulled away from the curb. The streetlights flickered across his face as we drove, illuminating the desperate eagerness there. The need to know.


"Start from the beginning," he said. "What happened when you got there?"


I shifted in my seat, feeling Luke's cum squelch inside me. The car suddenly smelled like sex - musk and cum and arousal. I watched Steve's nostrils flare as he caught the scent.


"We had wine," I began. "Talked for a bit. Caught up on old times. And then..." I paused, knowing he was hanging on every word. "Then he started touching me."


Steve's breath hitched.


"His fingers found my pussy," I continued, "and I was already soaked. You know how you always have to warm me up? How it takes a while for me to get going?"


"Yeah..."


"With him, I was wet before he even touched me. Just from being near him. Just from knowing what was going to happen." I watched Steve's reaction carefully - the flush on his cheeks, the way his hands gripped the steering wheel. He was loving this. "Is this what you wanted to hear, baby? You want me to tell you how wet I got for another man?"


"Yes." His voice was hoarse. "Tell me everything."


"He fingered me on the couch. Found spots inside me that..." I bit my lip, playing it up a little. I knew what Steve wanted to hear. Knew what would drive him crazy. "That you've never found, Steve. Made me cum just from his fingers."


Steve made a whimpering sound, but his cock twitched visibly through his pants.


"Then I got on my knees," I said, "and sucked his cock."


"Oh god." Steve's voice cracked.


"Do you want to know how big it is?" I asked, keeping my voice soft, teasing. "How it compares to you? Or is that too much?"


"Tell me." Barely a whisper. "I need to know."


"It's big, Steve. Really big. Like, I could barely fit him in my mouth big." I let that sink in, watched his face in the flickering streetlight. He wasn't upset - he was transfixed. Aroused. This was exactly what he'd fantasized about for years. "I gagged on it. Drool running down my chin, tears streaming down my face. It was... a lot more than I'm used to."


"How much more?"


I reached over and put my hand on his thigh, felt him trembling beneath my touch. "Baby, you know I love you, right? You know this isn't about me being unhappy with you?"


"I know." He swallowed hard. "But I want to hear it anyway. I need to."


"Twice your size. Maybe more." I squeezed his thigh gently. "When I wrapped my hand around it, my fingers didn't touch. With you, I can use one hand with room to spare. With him... two hands and still more left over."


Steve moaned out loud, his hips shifting in the driver's seat.


"Then he bent me over and fucked me." I said the words simply, letting them land. "Really fucked me, Steve. Hard and deep and... god, it was intense."


"Did you cum?"


"So many times I lost count." I paused, then decided to give him what he really wanted. What I knew would drive him wild. "Real orgasms, Steve. Not like... not like what I usually do."


The car swerved slightly. Steve grabbed the wheel with both hands, correcting.


"What do you mean, not like what you usually do?" His voice was careful now. Probing.


I took a breath. This was the hard part. But Steve had asked for honesty, and I could see how badly he needed to hear it - not to hurt him, but because it was part of his fantasy. The humiliation. The inadequacy. He got off on it.


"I've been... performing. For you." I kept my voice gentle, not cruel. "The moans, the gasps - I've been playing it up because I know you like hearing it. Because I want you to feel good about yourself."


Silence.


"You've never cum with me?" His voice was small, but there was something else underneath. Not just hurt. Excitement.


"It's not your fault, baby. Some women just need... more. And I didn't want you to feel bad about it." I squeezed his thigh again. "But you wanted the truth, right? This is what you fantasized about. Hearing that another man could do what you couldn't."


"Yeah." His voice was thick. "Yeah, this is... fuck, Mol. This is exactly what I imagined."


"And how does it make you feel? Hearing that Luke made me cum over and over when you never could?"


"Turned on." He laughed shakily. "Is that fucked up? I should be devastated, but I'm just... god, I'm so turned on right now."


"I know you are." I glanced at his lap, at the obvious bulge straining against his pants. "I can see how hard you are."


"There's more, isn't there?" Steve asked. "Tell me everything."


"He came inside me."


I spread my legs slightly, letting Steve see the wet spot already forming on my dress. The evidence of what I had done. What had been done to me.


"Multiple times," I continued. "I'm absolutely full of it, Steve. I can feel it leaking out right now, while I'm sitting in your car, telling you all about it. Another man's cum, dripping out of your wife."


Steve made a strangled sound. His hand twitched toward his crotch before he caught himself, gripping the steering wheel instead.


"He said things while he was fucking me," I went on, playing into the fantasy. Giving him what he craved. "Things about you. Called you a cuckold. Said you could never satisfy me. Said your little white cock was a joke compared to his."


"Oh fuck."


"And I agreed with him." I watched Steve carefully, making sure he was okay, making sure this was still what he wanted. His face was flushed, his breathing ragged, but his cock was straining against his pants. He was loving this. "I told him everything, Steve. How you've never made me cum. How I can barely feel you inside me sometimes. How I've been faking it because I didn't want to hurt your feelings."


"That's so hot." The words came out before he could stop them, and he laughed again - embarrassed, aroused, overwhelmed. "God, what's wrong with me? Why is that so hot?"


"Because this is your fantasy, baby. This is what you've been dreaming about for years." I leaned over and kissed his cheek. "And I love you for sharing it with me. For letting me experience this."


Steve pulled the car into our driveway and put it in park. Sat there for a moment, hands on the wheel, staring straight ahead. I could see him wrestling with something - trying to work up the courage to say it.


"Mol, there's something I need to tell you." His voice was nervous. Vulnerable. "Something I've never told anyone."


"What is it?"


"There's this... thing. A fantasy I have. Something I've thought about for years but never had the guts to bring up." He couldn't meet my eyes. "It's about... after. What happens after you come home from being with someone else."


"Tell me."


He took a deep breath. "I want to clean you up."


I blinked, not understanding at first. "Clean me up?"


"With my mouth." The words came out in a rush, like he had to get them out before he lost his nerve. "I want to... I want to lick you. After. While you're still full of him."


I stared at my husband. At the shame and arousal battling on his face. At this man I thought I knew, revealing a secret he'd been carrying for god knows how long.


"You want to lick another man's cum out of me?"


Steve nodded miserably, still unable to meet my eyes. "I know it's fucked up. I know it's disgusting. But I've thought about it for years, Mol. Every time I fantasized about you being with someone else, that was always the part that got me the hardest. Coming home to you after. Cleaning up the mess he left behind. Tasting him on you, inside you..."


"Steve." I reached over and turned his face toward me, making him look at me. "Why didn't you ever tell me?"


"Because it's humiliating. Because what kind of man wants to eat another man's cum out of his wife?" His eyes were wet. "I thought you'd think I was pathetic. That you'd be disgusted by me."


"Baby." I kissed him softly. "I just spent five hours getting fucked by your college friend while you waited in a bar. I think we're past the point of judging each other's kinks."


A surprised laugh escaped him. "Yeah. I guess we are."


"So you really want this? You want to lick Luke's cum out of me?"


"More than anything." His voice was raw with need. "I've been thinking about it all night. Sitting at that bar, imagining you full of him, knowing I'd get to taste it when you came home..."


I sat back in my seat, processing this new information. My sweet, gentle husband had been harboring this fantasy all along. Wanting not just to share me, but to participate in the aftermath. To literally consume the evidence of my infidelity.


It should have disgusted me. Should have made me question everything about him.


Instead, it made me wetter than I already was.


"I've been dripping with it for the past hour," I said slowly, watching his reaction. "There's so much inside me, Steve. More than you could ever produce. And right now, it's leaking into my panties, making a mess of everything."


Steve's breath caught.


"Let's go inside," I said. "And you can show me exactly how badly you want it." 

*


CHAPTER 6


We walked to the front door in silence.


My legs were still shaky, each step sending a fresh trickle of Luke's cum down my thighs. The night air was cool against my skin, raising goosebumps on my exposed arms. I was suddenly aware of how I must look - hair destroyed, makeup ruined, dress wrinkled and stained, walking with the careful gait of a woman who had been thoroughly fucked.


Our neighbors could be watching. Could see me coming home at two in the morning, clearly having been with someone. Could see the evidence of my infidelity written all over my body.


The thought should have terrified me. Should have made me want to rush inside, hide, pretend this night never happened.


Instead, it sent a thrill through me. Let them see. Let them know. Let the whole world understand that the perfect wife next door had spent the night screaming another man's name.


Steve unlocked the door with trembling hands. The familiar scent of our home washed over me as we stepped inside - clean laundry, the potpourri I kept in the bathroom, the particular smell of a life built together over ten years.


And beneath it all, the unmistakable musk of sex still clinging to my skin. Another man's cum still leaking from my body. Evidence of betrayal in the very heart of our marriage.


The moment the door closed behind us, Steve dropped to his knees.


Not metaphorically. Literally dropped, like his legs had given out, like he couldn't stand anymore in the face of what we had done. What I had done. He knelt there on the hardwood floor of our entryway, looking up at me with eyes full of desperation and need.


"Please," he whispered. "Please, Mol. I've been waiting all night. I need to see. Need to taste."


I looked down at my husband.


At the man I had married ten years ago, standing at the altar in his rented tux, promising to love me forever. At the man who had held my hand through job losses and family deaths and all the small tragedies that make up a life. At the man who had never satisfied me sexually, not once, and who was now kneeling at my feet begging to taste another man's cum.


What had we become?


What had I turned him into?


Or maybe - maybe this is what he always was. What we always were. And it just took ten years of pretending to finally find our way here.


"Take off my panties," I ordered.


The words came naturally, like I had been giving commands all my life. Like I was born for this role - the hotwife returning from her lover, deigning to let her cuckold husband worship at her altar.


Steve's hands reached up under my dress, trembling as they found the waistband of my ruined underwear. He slid them down slowly, reverently, and I heard his sharp intake of breath when he saw what Luke had left behind.


"Oh my god."


He was staring at my pussy like he had never seen one before. And in a way, he hadn't - not like this. Not swollen and stretched and gaping slightly open, not dripping with another man's seed, not bearing the evidence of hours of being properly fucked.


"You're so... swollen." His voice was awed, almost reverent. "And there's so much..."


"His cum." I lifted my dress higher, giving him a better view. Letting him see exactly what a real man had done to his wife. "Dripping out of me for the past hour. That's what happens when a man cums inside a woman, Steve. Not the pathetic little dribbles you produce. Actual cum. Thick and hot and so much of it I can barely hold it all."


"Can I..." His voice broke. "Can I touch?"


"Not yet." I held his gaze, enjoying the power of this moment. "First, you're going to ask for it properly. You're going to tell me what you are."


Steve swallowed hard. The word hung between us, the word we had danced around for months, the word that defined everything we had become.


"I'm a cuckold," he whispered.


"Louder."


"I'm a cuckold." His voice cracked on the word. "A pathetic cuckold who can't satisfy his wife."


"And what do cuckolds do?"


"They... they let other men fuck their wives." His hands were shaking against my thighs. "They watch. They... they clean up afterward."


"That's right." I stroked his hair, a reward for his honesty. "You're a cuckold, Steve. You've always been a cuckold - we just didn't have a word for it before. For ten years, you've been unable to satisfy me. Unable to make me cum. Unable to give me what I needed."


"I know."


"And now you've found a solution. You've found a real man to give me what you can't." I tilted his chin up, made him look at me. "And in exchange, you get this. You get to clean up the mess. You get to taste what a real man leaves behind. You get to be useful in the only way you can be."


"Please." His voice was desperate now. "Please let me. I've been thinking about it all night. Dreaming about it. I need to taste him on you, need to-"


"What's the magic word?"


"Please let me lick Luke's cum out of your pussy." The words came out in a rush, shameful and aroused and completely honest. "Please let me clean you up. Let me taste what he gave you. Let me be a good cuckold for you."


I smiled.


"Good."


I spread my legs slightly, and Steve surged forward like a man dying of thirst who had finally found water.


The first touch of his tongue against my swollen folds made me gasp. Not from pleasure - I was too sore, too oversensitive, too thoroughly used for anything to feel good right now. But from the sheer transgressive wrongness of it. My husband, on his knees, eagerly lapping another man's cum from my pussy.


Steve moaned against me like he was tasting the finest delicacy. Like Luke's cum was ambrosia, like my ruined pussy was a gift he didn't deserve. His tongue dove deep, searching, scooping out the seed that had been deposited hours ago.


"How does it taste?" I asked, looking down at him. "Another man's cum?"


"Different." His voice was muffled against my flesh. "Thicker than mine. Stronger. More... masculine."


"Because he's more of a man than you."


Steve moaned in agreement, his tongue working harder.


"He said things about you," I continued, running my fingers through his hair. "While he was fucking me. Want to know what he said?"


Steve nodded frantically, never stopping his worship.


"He said you're pathetic. That white boys like you can't satisfy their women, so they get off on watching Black men do it for them." I tightened my grip on his hair. "He said your little cock is a joke. That he's got five inches just in the head. That you're not a real man - just a cuckold playing pretend."


Steve whimpered against my pussy. I heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper, looked down to see him freeing his cock with one hand while the other gripped my thigh for balance. He was stroking himself frantically, desperately, while his tongue worked inside me.


"Are you jerking off?" I asked, genuinely surprised. "While you eat another man's cum out of me?"


He moaned in confirmation, never stopping either motion - tongue lapping, hand pumping.


"God, Steve." I laughed softly, not cruel but amazed. "You really are a cuckold, aren't you? Getting off on this. Getting off on tasting him inside me."


His stroking intensified, his breathing ragged against my pussy.


"And you know what I said?" I pulled his head back, made him look at me. His face was covered in our combined fluids - Luke's cum, my arousal, the evidence of everything we had done. "I agreed with him. I told him he was right about everything."


"Because he is right."


The words came from Steve, not me. Said with certainty, with acceptance, with something that almost sounded like peace.


"Because he is right," he repeated. "I'm pathetic. I can't satisfy you. My cock is too small, I cum too fast, I've never made you feel what he made you feel tonight."


"No. You haven't."


"And I never will." Steve's eyes were wet now - not from sadness, but from the overwhelming emotion of finally speaking his truth. "I've known it for years. Known I wasn't enough. I tried so hard to convince myself that love would make up for it, that technique could compensate for size, that you were happy with what I could give you."


"I wasn't."


"I know." He turned his head, pressed a kiss to my inner thigh. "I always knew, Mol. The way you never quite looked at me during sex. The way your moans always sounded practiced instead of real. The way you would lie awake afterward, staring at the ceiling, when you thought I was asleep."


"You noticed that?"


"I noticed everything. I just didn't know what to do about it." His tongue traced a path back to my pussy, collected another drop of Luke's cum. "Until now."


"Until now," I echoed.


Steve dove back in with renewed enthusiasm, licking and sucking and swallowing everything Luke had left inside me. His free hand was still pumping his cock, faster now, more desperate. I could hear the wet sounds of his stroking mixing with the wet sounds of his tongue inside me.


"Are you close?" I asked.


He nodded frantically against my pussy, his whole body trembling.


"Then cum," I ordered. "Cum while you taste him inside me. Cum like the pathetic cuckold you are."


Steve made a strangled sound, his tongue diving deep one last time, and then he was cumming - not inside me, not even on me, but into his own cupped hand. Catching his own pathetic load while he cleaned up Luke's superior one.


The symbolism wasn't lost on either of us.


I stood there in the entryway of our home, dress hiked up around my waist, watching my husband cum into his own hand while licking another man's seed from my body.


This was our life now. This was who we were.


A hotwife and her cuckold. A woman who needed more than her husband could give, and a husband who found fulfillment in his own inadequacy.


It should have felt wrong. Should have felt shameful, degrading, a betrayal of everything marriage was supposed to be.


Instead, it felt like coming home.


"That's it," I murmured, stroking Steve's hair as he worked. "That's my good cuckold. Clean up everything the real man left behind."


Steve moaned his agreement and kept licking.


We stayed like that for a long time - me standing, him kneeling, the power dynamic between us reshaping itself into something new. Something honest.


When he finally pulled back, his face glistening, his eyes dazed with pleasure and humiliation, I looked down at him and felt something I hadn't felt in years.


Not desire - I was too thoroughly satisfied for that. Not gratitude, exactly, though there was some of that.


Hope. I felt hope.


Hope that this could work. That we had found a solution to the problem that had plagued our marriage from the beginning. That Steve and I could be happy - truly happy - even if happiness looked nothing like we had expected.


"Come on," I said, offering him my hand. "Let's go to bed."


"Already?" He seemed surprised. "Don't you want me to... I mean, I thought we would..."


"We have all night," I reminded him. "And tomorrow. And the rest of our lives." I pulled him to his feet, kissed him softly - tasting Luke on his lips. "But right now, I'm exhausted. Your wife just got fucked for five hours straight, remember?"


Steve laughed - a genuine laugh, full of joy despite everything. "Yeah. I remember."


"So take me to bed. Hold me. And tomorrow, we can figure out what comes next."


He wrapped his arm around my waist, supporting me as we walked toward the stairs. 

My legs were still shaky.

My pussy was still sore. Luke's cum was still inside me, despite Steve's enthusiastic cleanup efforts.

*


CHAPTER 7


We made it to the bedroom before Steve's resolve crumbled.


I was sitting on the edge of our bed - our marital bed, where Steve had tried so hard for so many years to be enough - when he dropped to his knees again. Like gravity pulled him there. Like kneeling before me was his natural state.


"I need more," he breathed. "Please, Mol. I can still taste him, and I need more. I need to hear everything."


"You heard everything in the car."


"Not everything." His hands were on my thighs, pushing my ruined dress up, exposing my pussy again. Still swollen. Still gaping slightly. Still leaking traces of Luke despite his earlier cleanup. "I need the details. The real details. While I..."


He didn't finish the sentence. Didn't need to.


I lay back on the bed and spread my legs.


"Then ask the right questions," I said softly. "And I'll tell you whatever you want to know."


Steve's tongue found my pussy again, gentler this time, more worshipful. I was so sore that even light contact made me wince, but there was something satisfying about it too. Something intimate about having my husband between my legs, showing his love the only way he knew how.


"How big was he?" Steve asked between licks. "Really. Compared to me."


"I told you in the car. Twice your size. Maybe more." I ran my fingers through his hair affectionately. "Is that what you need to hear again?"


"Tell me what it felt like. When he first pushed inside."


I closed my eyes, remembering.


"Like being stretched open," I said honestly. "My body hasn't taken anything that big in years - since him, actually. Since college. I'd forgotten what it felt like to really be filled."


"Did it hurt?"


"A little. At first." I kept stroking Steve's hair as he licked. "But the good kind of hurt. The kind that makes you feel alive."


Steve moaned against my pussy, and I heard the zipper again - him freeing himself, needing to stroke while he worshipped.


"And then?"


"And then it was just... overwhelming. Every nerve ending lit up at once. I could feel every inch of him, Steve." I paused, making sure he was okay. His hand was moving steadily, his tongue still working. He wanted this. "With you, I feel safe and loved. But with Luke, I felt... consumed."


"Tell me about the orgasms." His voice was muffled against my flesh, desperate. "The real ones."


"They were..." I searched for words that could capture it. "Intense. Like nothing I'd experienced in so long. I screamed, Steve. Actually screamed."


"I've never heard you scream."


"I know, baby." I said it gently, not as an accusation. "The sounds I make with you - they're more controlled. Softer. This was different."


Steve was crying now. I could feel the tears against my thighs, mixing with his saliva and what remained of Luke's cum. But his tongue never stopped moving. His hand never stopped stroking.


"I'm sorry," he whispered. "I'm so sorry I couldn't give you that."


"Hey." I tugged his hair gently, made him look at me. "Don't be sorry. Be proud of us. Proud that we found a way to make this work. That you had the courage to share this fantasy, and I had the courage to explore it."


"You don't think I'm pathetic?"


"I think you're brave." I wiped the tears from his cheek. "I think admitting what you want - what you really want - takes more strength than pretending everything is fine. You gave me permission to be honest, Steve. That's not pathetic. That's love."


He surged up and kissed me - tears and cum and all - before settling back between my legs.


"Luke asked me to come back next week," I said, stroking his hair as he resumed.


"And you said yes?"


"I said I'd talk to you first. But I want to say yes." I watched his reaction carefully. "Is that okay?"


"More than okay." His voice was thick with emotion and arousal. "Every time you go to him, I'll be here. Waiting. Imagining. And when you come home..."


"You'll be waiting for me. Just like this."


"Yes." His tongue dove deeper. "God, yes."


We lay there in silence for a moment, finding our rhythm. This was our marriage now - different than before, but not broken. Just reshaped into something that fit us better.


"Steve?"


"Yeah?"


"I want to feel you inside me." I said it simply, honestly. "I know it won't be like Luke. I know it can't be. But I want to feel my husband."


He looked up at me, surprised. "Are you sure? You're so sore, and after everything..."


"I'm sure. I want to feel the difference." I reached for him, pulling him up onto the bed. "I want us to experience this together."


Steve stripped off his remaining clothes, his small cock springing free. Even fully erect, it looked different to me now - not disappointing, just different. A part of the man I loved, even if it couldn't do what Luke's could.


"You really want this?" he asked, positioning himself between my legs.


"I want you. Whatever that feels like."


He pushed inside slowly, carefully, watching my face for signs of discomfort. And I felt... less than before. That was undeniable. Where Luke had filled me completely, Steve barely registered. A slight presence where there had been overwhelming fullness.


"Oh god," Steve breathed. "You're so... open."


"I know." I pulled him closer, wrapped my arms around him. "Can you feel the difference?"


"Yes." His voice was awed, not hurt. "It's like... there's so much more room. You're not gripping me like usual."


"Because Luke stretched me." I said it matter-of-factly, not cruelly. Just honest. "This is what happens, baby. This is what you wanted to experience."


"It's incredible." Steve started to move, and I could tell from his face that the sensation was overwhelming - not from friction, but from the knowledge of why. "Knowing that he was just here. That his cock did this. That you're still full of him while I'm inside you..."


"Does it bother you? That you can't fill me the way he did?"


"It should." He thrust deeper, chasing sensation. "But it doesn't. It just makes me want you more. Makes me grateful that you come home to me at all."


"I'll always come home to you." I cupped his face, made him look at me. "Luke gives me something you can't - but you give me things he can't. Love. Partnership. A life. This." I gestured at the two of us, tangled together. "This is what matters."


"Even though I can't satisfy you?"


"You satisfy me in every way except one. And now we've found a solution for that too." I kissed him softly. "I love you, Steve. All of you. Including this part."


Steve moaned, his hips moving faster. I knew he was close - he always was - but this time I didn't mind. This wasn't about my pleasure. This was about connection.


"I love you too," he gasped. "God, Mol, I love you so much-"


"Then cum for me. Cum inside your wife. Show me that this is what you wanted."


Steve came with a cry, his body shuddering, his small load joining whatever remained of Luke's inside me. Less than a minute, like always. But this time, it felt different. Not disappointing - just different.


He collapsed on top of me, breathing hard, tears leaking from his eyes.


"Thank you," he whispered. "For letting me experience that."


"Thank you for being honest with me." I held him close, feeling his heart race against my chest. "For being brave enough to want this. For loving me enough to share me."


"You're everything to me, Mol."


"And you're everything to me. My husband. My partner. My sweet, brave cuckold." I kissed his forehead. "Now let's get some sleep. We have the rest of our lives to figure this out."


He settled against me, exhausted and satisfied in a way he'd never been after our usual unsatisfying sex. Because this time, we weren't pretending. We weren't lying. We were just us - flawed and unconventional and somehow perfect for each other.


"I love you, Mol."


"I love you too, baby."


We fell asleep tangled together, another man's cum still inside me, and my husband's arms wrapped around me tight.


*


CHAPTER 8


I woke to sunlight streaming through the curtains and the smell of coffee.


For a moment, I didn't remember. My body was sore in unfamiliar ways - muscles aching, pussy throbbing, skin tender in places that hadn't been touched in years. I lay there confused, trying to piece together why I felt so thoroughly used.


Then it all came flooding back.


Luke. The apartment. Hours of being fucked properly for the first time in a decade. The car ride home with Steve. The cleanup. The sex - if you could call it sex when I couldn't even feel him inside me.


I sat up slowly, wincing at the soreness between my legs. The sheets beneath me were stained - Luke's cum, my arousal, evidence of everything that had changed. Our marital bed would never be the same.


Neither would we.


I found Steve in the kitchen, already dressed, pouring two cups of coffee. He looked up when I entered, and something shifted in his face. Not quite shame, not quite pride. Something new. Something that fit the new shape of us.


"Morning." His voice was soft. Tentative. "How are you feeling?"


"Sore." I lowered myself carefully into a chair, wincing. "Really sore. I don't think I've been this sore since... actually, I've never been this sore."


"Because you've never been fucked like that before."


The words hung between us. Steve said them matter-of-factly, without jealousy or bitterness. Just an observation. A truth we both accepted now.


"No," I agreed. "I haven't."


He brought me my coffee - made exactly the way I liked it, because Steve always remembered the small things even if he couldn't manage the big ones - and sat across from me. The kitchen table where we'd eaten thousands of meals together, had thousands of conversations, lived thousands of moments of our ordinary married life.


Everything looked different now. The same, but different.


"I've been thinking," Steve said. "About last night. About... everything."


"Having second thoughts?"


He shook his head slowly. "The opposite. I've never felt more certain about anything in my life."


I studied his face, looking for signs of regret or resentment. All I saw was peace. A strange, unexpected peace.


"I woke up this morning," he continued, "and the first thing I thought about was you. Not in a jealous way, not in a possessive way. Just... thinking about how happy you looked when you came through that door. How satisfied. How alive."


"I was happy." The admission came easily. "Happier than I've been in years."


"I know. I could see it." Steve wrapped his hands around his coffee mug, staring down at the steam. "And here's the thing, Mol - that made me happy too. Seeing you like that. Knowing that you finally got what you needed, even if I couldn't be the one to give it to you."


"That doesn't bother you? That I needed someone else?"


"It should bother me. According to everything I've ever been taught about marriage, about manhood, about what a husband is supposed to be - it should devastate me." He looked up at me, his eyes clear and honest. "But it doesn't. It turns me on. It makes me feel... useful, somehow. Like I'm contributing to your happiness in the only way I can."


"By letting another man fuck me."


"By accepting who I am." Steve reached across the table and took my hand. "I'm not the man who can satisfy you sexually. I've known that for years - I just couldn't admit it. Couldn't face what it meant. But now that it's out in the open, now that we have a solution..."


"You feel relieved."


"Exactly." His grip tightened on my fingers. "I spent our entire marriage trying to be something I'm not. Trying to be enough when I knew I wasn't. And failing, every time. Do you know how exhausting that is? How demoralizing?"


"I think I do." I thought about my own years of pretending. Faking orgasms, faking enthusiasm, faking satisfaction. Lying to Steve and lying to myself because the truth was too painful to face. "I've been pretending too."


"I know. The fake moans, the theatrical gasps..." He smiled sadly. "I always knew they weren't real, Mol. I just didn't want to admit it."


"Why didn't you say something?"


"Why didn't you?" He had a point. "We were both trapped in the same lie. Both too scared to admit the truth. And now..."


"Now we don't have to pretend anymore."


"Exactly." Steve brought my hand to his lips, kissed my knuckles. "You can get what you need from Luke. Real pleasure, real orgasms, real satisfaction. And I can get what I need from this."


"From being a cuckold."


The word didn't sting anymore. It just was.


"From being honest," Steve corrected. "About who I am and what I can offer. I can't satisfy you in bed - that's Luke's job now. But I can love you. Support you. Build a life with you. Clean you up when you come home." He flushed slightly at that last part, but didn't look away. "Those things have value too."


"They do." I squeezed his hand. "They have enormous value, Steve. Luke can fuck me senseless, but he can't do what you do. He can't be my partner, my best friend, my husband. He's not who I come home to."


"But I am."


"Always." I leaned across the table and kissed him softly. "No matter how many times I go to Luke, no matter how hard he fucks me, no matter how many times I cum on his cock - I will always come home to you. Because you're my husband. Because I love you. Because this arrangement only works if we both get what we need."


Steve's eyes were wet, but he was smiling.


"So what happens now?" he asked. "How does this work, going forward?"


I thought about it. The logistics of building a life around infidelity - but was it infidelity if everyone consented? If it was the foundation of our marriage rather than a betrayal of it?


"I see Luke regularly," I said. "Weekly, at least. Maybe weekends sometimes. And when I come home..."


"I clean you up. I hear about everything. I get off on my inadequacy while you tell me how much better he is."


"Yes." The arrangement sounded strange spoken aloud, but it felt right. "And during the week, when I'm here, we're us. Partners. Best friends. A married couple who happens to have an unconventional arrangement."


"What about sex? Between us, I mean."


I considered the question carefully. "I think... I think sex between us serves a different purpose now. It's not about pleasure - we both know you can't give me that. But it can be about connection. About humiliation, if that's what you need. About comparing you to Luke and reminding you why this arrangement exists."


Steve's cock twitched visibly through his pants.


"You like that idea," I observed.


"The thought of fucking you right after you've been with Luke..." He swallowed hard. "Feeling how stretched you are, how loose, knowing I can't possibly compare..."


"We can do that. Every time I come home from him, if you want. You can try to fuck me, and I can tell you exactly how you don't measure up."


"God, Mol." Steve was fully hard now, straining against his pants. "Is it sick that I want that? That the thought of being humiliated by my own wife turns me on more than anything?"


"It's not sick. It's just who you are." I stood up, walked around the table to him. "And I love who you are. Every pathetic, inadequate inch of you."


I straddled his lap, feeling his small cock pressing against me through his clothes. After Luke, Steve felt like almost nothing. A slight bump where there should have been overwhelming fullness.


"Feel how loose I still am?" I ground against him playfully. "That's what happens after a real stretching."


Steve groaned, his hands gripping my hips.


"Is this what you imagined?" I asked, watching his face. "When you fantasized about this? Feeling me after?"


"Yes," he gasped. "God, yes. It's even better than I imagined."


"You like that I'm still open from him?" I rolled my hips, giving him what he needed. "That your little cock is just swimming around in there?"


"Fuck, I'm going to cum-"


"Already?" I kissed his neck, his jaw, his ear. "That's okay, baby. I know you can't help it. That's part of what makes you my perfect little cuckold."


"I know, I can't hold back when you talk like this-"


"Then don't hold back." I bit his earlobe gently. "Cum for me. Cum in your pants while you feel what Luke did to me."


Steve came with a cry, his body shuddering beneath me, his hips jerking frantically. I felt the warmth spreading through his pants - his pathetic little load, nothing compared to the flood Luke had pumped into me last night.


He collapsed against me, panting, tears in his eyes.


"Thank you," he whispered. "God, thank you, Mol."


"For what?"


"For accepting me. For letting me be who I am. For not pretending anymore."


I held him close, feeling his heart race against my chest.


"No more pretending," I agreed. "From now on, we're honest. About everything."


We stayed like that for a long time, holding each other in the morning light, the coffee growing cold on the table. A husband and wife finding a new way to love each other.


It wasn't conventional. It wasn't what either of us had imagined when we stood at that altar ten years ago, promising to forsake all others.


But it was real. And real was better than the lie we'd been living.


"I'm going to text Luke," I said eventually. "Confirm for next weekend."


"The whole weekend?"


"If he wants me. And when I come home..." I pulled back to look at Steve's face. "You'll be waiting. Ready to hear everything. Ready to clean me up."


"I'll be counting the minutes."


I kissed him one last time and went to find my phone, leaving my husband sitting in the kitchen with his cum cooling in his pants and a smile on his face.


This was our life now.


And somehow, impossibly, it was exactly what we both needed. 

*


CHAPTER 9


The week that followed was unlike any in our marriage.


On the surface, nothing had changed. We went to work, came home, made dinner, watched TV. The ordinary rhythms of married life continuing as they always had.


But beneath the surface, everything was different.


Every night, Steve wanted to hear about Luke. Wanted me to describe every detail again, to paint pictures with words while he stroked his small cock. It became our ritual - lying in bed together, his hand working beneath the sheets while I recounted what had been done to me.


"Tell me again," he would beg. "Tell me how big he is."


And I would tell him.


"At least ten inches. Thick enough that my fingers don't touch when I wrap them around him. So heavy it made my jaw ache just holding it in my mouth."


Steve would moan, his hand moving faster.


"Tell me what he said about me."


"He called you pathetic. Said white boys like you can't satisfy their women. Said you're not a real man - just a cuckold playing pretend while real men do the actual fucking."


"And you agreed?"


"I agreed with everything. Told him you've never made me cum, not once. Told him I've been faking it for ten years. Told him your little cock is barely big enough to qualify as a cock at all."


Steve would cum quickly - he always did - his body shuddering, his pathetic little load barely enough to make a mess. Then he would lie there, staring at the ceiling, a strange smile on his face.


"I can't believe this is my life," he said one night. "Jerking off to my wife describing another man's cock."


"Having regrets?"


"The opposite." He turned to face me, eyes bright in the darkness. "I'm happier than I've been in years, Mol. Is that fucked up?"


"Maybe. But if it works for us, does it matter?"


He didn't have an answer for that. Neither did I.


The anticipation built as the week went on. Every day brought us closer to Friday, to the moment Steve would drop me off at Luke's and drive away knowing exactly what was going to happen.


Thursday night, Luke texted: "Can't wait to have you all weekend. Been hard thinking about it."


I showed Steve, watched his cock twitch at the words.


"He says he's been hard all week," I said. "Thinking about fucking me. About all the things he's going to do."


"Show me what you're going to say back."


I typed out my response: "Can't wait either. Steve's been hard all week too, thinking about you fucking me. He cums every night just hearing me describe your cock."


Luke's reply came quickly: "Tell your little cuckold I said hi. And thanks for sharing."


Steve made a sound somewhere between a laugh and a groan. "He called me a cuckold."


"That's what you are."


"I know. It's just... hearing it from him." He palmed himself through his pajamas. "Makes it more real somehow. Like I'm not just your husband anymore - I'm officially the guy who watches while a real man fucks his wife."


"Does that bother you?"


"It should." Steve was hard now, straining against the fabric. "But it doesn't. It makes me feel like I belong. Like I've finally found my place."


His place. Kneeling at my feet, cleaning up another man's mess, getting off on his own inadequacy. It wasn't the place society said a husband should occupy. But for Steve, it felt like home.


Friday morning arrived with an almost electric anticipation.


I packed my bag carefully - lingerie Steve had helped me pick out, toiletries, a few changes of clothes though I suspected I wouldn't be wearing much. Black lace bra and panties that I knew Luke would appreciate. A silk nightgown that would probably end up on the floor within minutes.


Steve watched me pack from the doorway, unable to hide his arousal.


"The black set," he said. "That's my favorite."


"I know. That's why I'm bringing it." I held up the lace panties. "These are going to be soaked before Luke even touches me. Just being in his apartment, knowing what's going to happen..."


"Can I see you in them? Before you go?"


I changed in front of him, watching his reaction in the mirror. The black lace hugged my curves perfectly, showed off my breasts, barely covered my pussy. I looked like a woman preparing for a lover.


Because I was.


"God, Mol." Steve's voice was thick. "You look incredible."


"This is what I'm going to look like when Luke first sees me tonight. Then he's going to peel it off me, piece by piece, until I'm naked in his bed." I turned to face my husband. "How does that make you feel?"


"Turned on. Jealous. Grateful." He swallowed hard. "All of the above."


"Good." I kissed his cheek. "Hold onto those feelings. Because while Luke is fucking me tonight - while he's making me cum over and over, while he's filling me with his cum - I want you to remember exactly what you're missing."


Steve drove me to Luke's that evening. The sun was setting, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink. A beautiful night for beautiful sins.


"I love you," he said as we pulled up to the building. "No matter what happens this weekend."


"I love you too." I leaned over and kissed him properly - deep, tender, the kiss of a wife leaving her husband. "And Steve? Don't wait up Sunday. I'll probably be too fucked out to function."


"I'm counting on it."


I got out of the car and walked toward Luke's building, aware of Steve watching me until I disappeared inside. Aware of his eyes on my ass, on my body, on the woman he was sending to another man's bed.


At the door to Luke's apartment, I paused. Took a breath. Adjusted my dress, fluffed my hair.


Then I knocked.


Luke answered in nothing but boxers, his muscled body on full display. Already half-hard, already ready for me. The hunger in his eyes made my pussy clench.


"There's my girl," he said, pulling me inside. 

*


CHAPTER 10


Luke kissed me before I could even drop my bag.


Deep and possessive, his tongue claiming my mouth the way his cock would soon claim the rest of me. Nothing like Steve's tentative, polite kisses. This was ownership. This was a man taking what belonged to him.


"I've been thinking about you all week," he murmured against my lips.


"Me too." I pressed myself against him, feeling his hardness through the thin fabric of his boxers. "Steve made me describe everything every night. Every detail. He came just hearing about your cock."


Luke laughed - that low, dangerous sound that made my pussy clench. "Course he did. Little white cuckolds like him can't help themselves."


He didn't waste any more time on words.


Luke lifted me like I weighed nothing - one arm under my knees, the other behind my back - and carried me to the bedroom. Steve couldn't have carried me three steps. Luke made it look effortless, like I was a toy he was bringing to his bed.


He threw me down on the mattress and stood over me, already pushing down his boxers. His cock sprang free - that magnificent, terrifying thing I'd been dreaming about all week. Already fully hard. Already leaking precum at the tip.


"Strip," he commanded. "Show me what your husband dressed you up in."


I peeled off my clothes slowly, revealing the black lace set Steve had chosen. Luke's eyes darkened with appreciation as each piece came off.


"Your husband has good taste," he said. "Dressing you up like a present for another man."


"He wanted me to look good for you."


"He wanted you to get fucked like you deserve."


Luke was on me before I could respond.


His mouth found my neck, biting and sucking, marking me in places Steve would see. His hands tore at the lace - literally tore it, ripping my panties off rather than bothering to slide them down. The sound of fabric shredding made me gasp.


"Luke-"


"Shh. You don't need those anymore."


He spread my legs with his knees, positioning himself at my entrance. No foreplay. No gentle warming up. Just the blunt head of his cock pressing against my opening, demanding entry.


"Look at me," he ordered. "Look at me while I take what's mine."


I looked into his dark eyes as he pushed inside.


The stretch was immediate and overwhelming. Even after last weekend, my body wasn't fully prepared for him. He was so thick, so long, forcing me open inch by devastating inch. I gasped, my hands flying to his shoulders, nails digging in.


"That's it," he murmured. "Feel every inch. Feel what a real cock does to you."


He bottomed out with a final thrust that made me cry out. Buried to the hilt, his pelvis pressed against my clit, his cock so deep I could feel him in my stomach. Completely filled. Completely owned.


"Your husband could never do this," Luke said, holding himself still, letting me feel the fullness. "Could never reach this deep. Could never stretch you this wide."


"No," I whimpered. "He couldn't."


"Say it. Say what I am."


"You're a real man. You're everything he's not."


Luke smiled - predatory, satisfied - and started to move.


The first thrust knocked the breath out of me. He pulled back almost completely, then slammed home with enough force to move me up the bed. Again. Again. Setting a brutal pace that had me screaming within minutes.


This wasn't making love. This wasn't even fucking. This was something more primal - a claiming, a conquest, a reminder of exactly who I belonged to when I was in this bed.


"Harder," I heard myself beg. "Please, Luke, harder-"


He obliged.


His hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise, holding me in place while he pounded into me. The sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room, mixed with my screams and his grunts of effort. The headboard slammed against the wall with every thrust.


My first orgasm hit like a freight train.


I screamed - actually screamed, loud enough that his neighbors definitely heard - my whole body convulsing around his cock. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me, more intense than anything Steve had ever given me, more intense than I remembered orgasms could be.


But Luke didn't stop.


"One," he counted, still thrusting. "That's one. We're just getting started."


He fucked me through the aftershocks, not giving me time to recover before building me toward another peak. Changed angles, lifted my hips, found that spot inside me that made my vision go white.


"Oh god oh god oh god-"


"That's it. Give me another one."


I came again, sobbing this time, tears streaming down my face from the intensity. My pussy clamped down on his cock, trying to hold him inside, but he just kept moving. Relentless. Unstoppable.


"Two."


He flipped me over without pulling out - a move that seemed physically impossible but somehow happened, leaving me on all fours with his cock still buried deep. The new angle was even more intense. He was hitting places that made my arms give out, made me collapse face-first into the pillow.


"Steve's at home right now," Luke said, gripping my hair and pulling my head back. "Probably stroking that pathetic little dick, imagining exactly this."


"Yes," I gasped. "He's probably cum already-"


"Multiple times, probably. While I've been fucking you once." He thrust harder, deeper. "That's the difference. They cum quick because they can't handle it. I cum when I decide to."


He decided to make me cum three more times before he even got close.


By the fifth orgasm, I was a wreck. Boneless. Unable to form words. Just sounds - whimpers and moans and screams that didn't mean anything except "more" and "please" and "don't stop."


Luke pulled out and flipped me onto my back again. I lay there, completely destroyed, watching him stroke his massive cock above me.


"Where do you want it?" he asked.


"Inside." The word came out automatically. "Please. Inside me."


He pushed back in with one smooth thrust, and I came again just from the entry. He laughed - pleased, not mocking - and started fucking me with renewed intensity.


"Going to fill you up," he promised. "Going to pump you so full of cum you'll be leaking for days."


"Yes. Please. I need it-"


"Tell me who you belong to."


"You! I belong to you, Luke, please-"


"And your husband?"


"He's my cuckold. He can't do what you do. He could never-"


Luke slammed deep and held, his whole body going rigid. I felt every pulse as he came - jet after jet of hot cum flooding my insides, filling me, marking me from within. He came more than Steve could produce in a week, and he wasn't even done - just pausing before starting to move again, fucking his own cum deeper.


"Round one," he said.


Round one. We'd been at this for maybe an hour, and that was just round one.


---


The rest of the night blurred together in a haze of fucking.


He took me on the kitchen counter while coffee brewed - bent over, his cum from earlier dripping down my thighs as he added more. In the shower, hot water streaming over us as he pressed me against the tile and fucked me from behind. On the living room floor because we couldn't make it back to the bedroom. Against the wall, my legs wrapped around his waist, screaming his name.


Every surface of his apartment became a canvas for our bodies. Every position I could imagine and some I couldn't. He was insatiable, recovering faster than seemed possible, always ready for more even when I was begging for a break.


I lost count of my orgasms somewhere around ten. Might have been fifteen by the time he finally let me rest, curled up in his bed, his cum leaking out of me onto the sheets.


"Water," I croaked eventually. "Need water."


Luke laughed and went to get some. When he came back, I was still sprawled on his bed, unable to move.


"Look at you." He handed me the glass. "Your husband's never seen you like this."


"He couldn't do this to me if he had a year."


"Couldn't do it in a lifetime." Luke sat beside me, his hand idly stroking my thigh. "But that's okay. That's what you have me for."


We lay there for a while, recovering. Or rather, I recovered - Luke barely seemed winded. The stamina difference between him and Steve was almost comical.


"You know what I've been thinking about?" Luke said eventually.


"Besides fucking me?"


"Besides that." He rolled onto his side, looking at me with an expression I couldn't quite read. "Your husband and you don't have kids yet, right? You two have been trying?"


The question caught me off guard. "We tried for years. Never happened. Doctors said there was nothing wrong with either of us, just... bad luck, I guess."


"Bad luck." Luke's voice was skeptical. "Or maybe something else."


I propped myself up on my elbows. "What do you mean?"


"I mean... sometimes couples aren't compatible. Sometimes the problem isn't with either person individually - it's with them together." His hand moved to my stomach, palm flat against my belly. "What if Steve's too weak to just get the job done? What if you need something stronger?"


My heart skipped. "Luke..."


"What if I could give you what he can't?" His eyes held mine, dark and serious. "Not just sex, Molly. A baby."


I stared at him, my mind reeling.


A baby. His baby. Growing inside me.


The thought should have horrified me. Should have sent me running for the door, for my marriage, for the safe and normal life I was supposed to be living.


Instead, something clenched deep in my belly. Something that felt like want.


"I don't... I can't just..." Words failed me.


"I'm not saying we decide anything right now." Luke's thumb traced circles on my stomach. "I'm just putting it out there. Something to think about." He paused. "I could get you pregnant, Molly. First try, probably. Strong swimmers. Good genetics."


"Everyone would know." My voice came out hoarse. "The baby would be obviously..."


"Mixed. Black father, white mother." His lips curved into a smile. "Proof that you needed a real man. That your pathetic white husband couldn't give you a child any more than he could give you an orgasm."


"Steve would have to raise it."


"Isn't that exactly the kind of thing your little cuckold would get off on?" Luke raised an eyebrow. "The ultimate humiliation. Raising another man's baby. Looking at that face every day, knowing it came from someone who could do what he couldn't."


I opened my mouth to argue, to explain why this was different, why we couldn't possibly-


But Luke might be right.


Steve had embraced every other aspect of this. Had found joy in his inadequacy, pleasure in his humiliation. What if this was just the natural extension? The final, permanent proof of what he could never be?


"I need to think," I finally said. "Talk to Steve."


"Of course. Take all the time you need." Luke leaned down and kissed me softly. "This isn't something to rush into. But I wanted you to know the option is there."


He pulled back, studying my face. "Right now, though, I'm going to fuck you again. And while I'm fucking you, you're going to think about what it would feel like. Having my baby growing inside you. Knowing you're carrying proof that your husband wasn't man enough."


He pushed inside me - no condom, no protection, just raw entry - and I did think about it.


All through the fucking. All through the orgasms. All through his cum flooding my pussy for the third - fourth? fifth? - time that day.


What if?


The question echoed in my mind through the rest of the weekend.


---


Sunday evening, Luke drove me home.


I was destroyed. Thoroughly, completely, utterly wrecked in ways I didn't know were possible. My pussy was swollen and sore. My thighs were sticky with cum that kept leaking out no matter how hard I clenched. My whole body ached from being bent and positioned and fucked in every way imaginable.


But it was the question that weighed on me most.


A baby. His baby. The solution to years of trying and failing with Steve.


"Think about what I said," Luke murmured as we pulled up to my house. "Talk to Steve. Make the decision together."


"And if we say no?"


"Then we keep doing what we're doing, and I never bring it up again." He reached over and squeezed my hand. "But if you say yes..."


"Then what?"


"Then you stop taking birth control. You track your ovulation. And the next time you're fertile, you come to me and we make a baby." His eyes burned into mine. "Simple as that."


I leaned over and kissed him - one last taste of everything we'd done this weekend.


"I'll let you know."


Steve was waiting inside, pacing nervously. His face lit up when I walked through the door - that desperate, eager expression I was learning to recognize.


"Baby." He pulled me into his arms, then held me at arm's length, taking in my destroyed appearance. "God, you look wrecked."


"Feel wrecked too." I smiled weakly. "Can we sit? I need to tell you something."


His expression shifted to concern. "Is everything okay?"


"Everything's fine. More than fine. But Luke... Luke proposed something."


We sat on the couch, the same couch where this had all begun, where Steve had first confessed his fantasy and I had first admitted my dissatisfaction. The couch that had witnessed the death of one marriage and the birth of something new.


"What kind of something?" Steve asked carefully.


"He wants to get me pregnant with his seed."


*


CHAPTER 11


I watched Steve's face as he processed the words.


Confusion first. Then shock. And beneath it all - beneath everything - that telltale twitch in his pants that I was learning to recognize.


"Pregnant," he repeated slowly. "As in... a baby."


"Yes."


"His baby."


"Yes."


The silence stretched between us, heavy and loaded. Steve's eyes were fixed on some point in the middle distance, his mind clearly racing through implications I could only guess at.


"Why?" he finally asked.


"Because we've been trying for years and it hasn't worked. Because maybe..." I chose my words carefully, not wanting to hurt him more than necessary. "Maybe the problem isn't me. Maybe you and I just aren't compatible. Maybe your... maybe you can't..."


"Maybe I'm too impotent to get you pregnant." Steve's voice was flat, but not bitter. More like he was testing the words. Seeing how they felt. "Is that what he said?"


"Something like that."


"And he thinks he can."


"He says he's gotten three other women pregnant. First or second try."


Steve laughed - not his usual laugh, but something stranger. Hollow and wondering at the same time. "Of course he has. Real man with real sperm. Not like me."


"Steve, I'm sorry, I know this is a lot-"


"No." He held up a hand. "Don't apologize. I just... I need a minute."


I gave him his minute. Watched him sit there on our couch, still in the clothes he'd been pacing in while I was getting fucked all weekend. His emotions played across his face like weather - hurt giving way to confusion giving way to something that looked almost like... hope?


"A baby," he said finally, testing the word. "You'd be carrying another man's baby. His baby. While married to me."


"Yes."


"Everyone would know. The baby would be obviously..."


"Mixed. Yes. There's no hiding it."


"And I would raise it." He was working through it out loud, puzzle pieces clicking into place. "Love it. Be its father in every way except the one that matters."


"If you wanted to. If we decided to do this together."


Steve was quiet again. When he spoke, his voice was barely a whisper.


"This is what you want? Really?"


"I want to be a mother." The truth spilled out of me - truth I'd been holding back for years, afraid to voice because voicing it meant admitting Steve couldn't give it to me. "I've wanted it for so long, Steve. Every time I see a woman with a baby, every time someone asks when we're having kids, every time I take another negative pregnancy test... it hurts. It hurts so much."


"I know." His voice cracked. "I've seen it hurt you. For years."


"And if you can't give me that... if this is the only way..."


"Then you'd take it." He wasn't accusing - just confirming. "Even if it means our child has another man's face. Another man's genetics."


"But raised with your love," I said quickly, taking his hand. "Your values. Your bedtime stories and your dad jokes and your way of seeing the world. Everything that matters, Steve. Everything that makes a father a father."


He looked at our intertwined fingers. His small, pale hand in mine. The wedding ring that suddenly seemed to mean something entirely different than it had ten years ago.


"Can I think about it?" he asked. "This is... this is huge, Mol. This isn't like watching. Isn't like the cleanup. Isn't even like the sex. This is forever. This is a person. A whole human being who will grow up and have questions and need answers."


"Take all the time you need." I squeezed his hand. "This has to be your choice too. I won't do this without you being completely on board."


"But you want it."


"I want to be a mother. I want us to have a family. And if this is how that has to happen..." I took a breath. "Then yes. I want it. But only if you want it too, hon."


Steve nodded slowly, absorbing this. I could see him turning it over in his mind, examining it from every angle the way he examined problems at work.


And I could see the bulge in his pants. Growing despite - or because of - everything we were discussing.


"I need to ask you something," he said carefully. "And I need you to be honest."


"Anything."


"When Luke suggested this... when he talked about putting a baby in you, about proving that I couldn't do what he could..." Steve swallowed hard. "Did you want it? In that moment? Did the idea turn you on?"


I considered lying. Considered protecting him from a truth that might hurt.


But we'd promised each other honesty. That was the foundation everything else was built on.


"Yes," I admitted. "It did. The thought of being pregnant with his baby, of everyone knowing... it turned me on, Steve. I came harder than I ever have just thinking about it."


He made a small sound - half moan, half whimper.


"And that turns you on," I observed. "Hearing that."


"It shouldn't." His hand drifted to his lap, pressing against the obvious bulge. "Knowing that my wife got wet thinking about another man's baby... knowing that the thought of being bred by him made her cum... it should make me feel sick."


"But it doesn't."


"No." He looked at me, something raw and honest in his eyes. "It makes me hard, Mol. Rock fucking hard. And I don't know what that says about me."


"It says you're who you've always been. Just more honest about it now."


"A cuckold who gets off on his own inadequacy."


"A husband who loves me enough to let me have what I need."


We sat there in the weight of it - the decision that wasn't quite a decision yet. The future hanging in the balance.


"I'm going to think about it," Steve said finally. "Really think. Not just react with my dick, but actually consider what this would mean. For us. For our family. For the child."


"That's all I'm asking."


"But Mol?" He looked at me with those eyes I'd fallen in love with - kind eyes, honest eyes, eyes that had never been able to hide what he was feeling. "I need you to know something."


"What?"


"Whatever I decide... whatever we decide together... I love you. That hasn't changed. Nothing about this has changed how much I love you."


"I know." I leaned over and kissed him softly. "I love you too."


"Now." He pulled back, a familiar glint in his eye. "Tell me about the weekend. All of it. Every detail of what he did to you."


"Now? After all that?"


"Especially after all that." He took my hand and placed it on his lap, let me feel how hard he was. "I've been imagining it all weekend. I need to hear it for real."


So I told him.


---


"Start from the beginning," Steve said, his hand already moving to his zipper. "From when you walked in the door."


I settled back against the couch cushions, watching my husband free his small cock - already hard, already leaking at the tip. So eager. So desperate to hear about his own inadequacy.


"He didn't even let me put my bag down," I began. "Just grabbed me and kissed me. Hard. Possessive. Like he owned me."


"He does own you." Steve's hand wrapped around himself. "When you're there."


"When I'm there," I agreed. "And then he carried me to the bedroom. Just picked me up like I weighed nothing and carried me."


"I couldn't do that."


"No, baby. You couldn't." I said it gently, stating fact rather than criticizing. "He threw me on the bed and told me to strip. Wanted to see what you'd dressed me up in."


Steve moaned softly, stroking faster. "The black lace."


"The black lace. He tore it off me, Steve. Literally ripped my panties because he couldn't wait to get them off." I watched his reaction - the flush spreading up his neck, the way his hips twitched. "And then he was inside me. No foreplay. No warming up. Just... taking what he wanted."


"How did it feel?"


"Like being split open. Like being filled in ways you've never filled me." I kept my voice soft, almost tender, even as the words cut. "He's so big, Steve. So thick. When he's all the way inside me, I can feel him in my stomach. I can feel every ridge, every vein, every pulse of his heartbeat."


"And with me?"


"With you..." I reached over and ran my fingers through his hair. "With you, I feel loved. But with him, I feel fucked. Really, truly fucked."


Steve whimpered, his hand moving faster.


"He made me cum six times before he even got close," I continued. "Six times, Steve. Counted them out loud while he kept going. 'One. Two. Three.' Like he was keeping score. Like my orgasms were trophies."


"I've never made you cum six times."


"You've never made me cum once. Not really." I said it without malice - just truth. "But that's okay. That's what Luke is for."


"Tell me about when he came." Steve's voice was strained, desperate. "Tell me about his... about his seed."


I smiled. This was what he really wanted to hear.


"It's different from yours, baby. So different." I leaned closer, lowering my voice like I was sharing a secret. "When you cum inside me, it's like... water. Thin. Barely there. I can hardly feel it, and what little there is just dribbles out."


Steve moaned, his cock twitching in his hand.


"But Luke's cum..." I let the words hang for a moment. "It's thick, Steve. Heavy. When he cums inside me, I can feel every pulse. Feel it flooding me, filling me up. It's so much that my body can't hold it all - it overflows, drips down my thighs, pools on the sheets beneath us."


"God, Mol-"


"And the way it feels inside me. Yours disappears almost immediately. Like it was never there. But his stays. I can feel it coating my walls, sitting deep in my womb, for hours afterward. Days, even." I traced a finger along his jaw. "Right now, there's still some of him inside me. His thick, potent seed, swimming around looking for an egg to fertilize."


Steve came with a strangled cry, his pathetic load spurting weakly onto his stomach. Thin. Watery. Exactly like I'd described.


"See what I mean?" I gestured at the mess. "That's what you give me. That little dribble. Luke gives me floods."


"I know." He was panting, tears in his eyes, but he was smiling. "I know I can't compare."


"You can't. But that's okay." I kissed his forehead. "Your little swimmers have been trying for eight years and never found their way. Maybe they're just too weak. Too confused. Too... inadequate."


"And his aren't."


"His know exactly where to go. Strong. Determined. The kind of sperm that doesn't give up until the job is done." I placed my hand on my stomach. "If we do this - if we let him breed me - his seed will find my egg on the first try. I can feel it. Where yours have failed for eight years, his will succeed in one weekend."


Steve reached for his cock again, already hardening despite just cumming. "Tell me more. Tell me about the other times. About Sunday morning."


So I did. I told him about every position, every orgasm, every time Luke filled me with his thick, virile cum while talking about putting a baby in me. I told him about how it felt to be bred - really bred, by a man whose body was designed for it, whose seed was made to create life.


And Steve listened, cumming twice more before I finished - each load weaker and thinner than the last, proof of everything I was saying.


By the time I was done, he was a mess. Covered in his own inadequate cum, tears streaming down his face, cock still twitching hopefully even though he had nothing left to give.


"Thank you," he whispered. "For telling me. For being honest."


"Always." I pulled him close, let him curl against me like a child seeking comfort. "Now rest. You have a lot to think about."


He fell asleep in my arms, and I lay there in the darkness, wondering what he would decide.


Wondering what our future would look like. 

*



CHAPTER 12


We talked for hours.


Not just that night, but the days that followed. In bed before sleep, over breakfast, during long walks around the neighborhood where we'd built our life together. The kind of conversations we should have been having for years - honest, raw, without the polite fictions we'd used to protect each other.


One night, Steve even wanted to talk while we had sex.


"I need to feel close to you," he said, climbing between my legs. "While we figure this out."


I let him. Spread my legs, let him position himself, let him push inside with that familiar grunt of effort. He was hard - he was always hard these days, constantly aroused by his own inadequacy - but being hard didn't mean being adequate.


"I always knew something was wrong," Steve said, starting to move. His hips worked in short, desperate thrusts. "When we couldn't get pregnant, I mean. The doctors said we were both fine, but..."


"But you suspected," I replied, my voice casual. Conversational. Like we were discussing the weather rather than having sex.


Because honestly? It barely felt like sex. After Luke, Steve's cock was almost abstract - a concept rather than a sensation. I could tell he was inside me only because I could see his hips moving.


"I didn't want to believe it." He grunted, adjusted his angle, slipped out. Fumbled to push back in. "That on top of everything else - the size, the stamina - ugh." Another grunt as he thrust. "The inability to satisfy you. I couldn't even give you a baby?"


"Mm-hmm." I stared at the ceiling, one hand idly playing with my own hair. "That must have been hard for you."


"It was too much. So I convinced myself it was just bad - fuck." He'd slipped out again. His face was red with effort and embarrassment as he guided himself back inside. "Bad luck. Bad timing. Anything except the truth."


"Which is?"


"That I'm defective." He was pumping faster now, grunting with every thrust, but I felt almost nothing. Just a vague pressure, occasionally interrupted by nothing at all when he slipped out - which happened every thirty seconds or so. "In every way that matters to a man, I'm defective. Can't fuck. Can't satisfy. Can't breed."


"Mm." I didn't even look at him. Just lay there, letting him work.


Steve moaned at that - not from pleasure, but from the humiliation of his wife's complete indifference while he struggled to stay inside her.


"It's okay though," he panted, thrusting erratically. "I've accepted it now. That's what this arrangement has - shit." Slipped out again. Pushed back in with a whimper. "Given me. The freedom to stop pretending."


"To admit what you are."


"Yes. A cuckold. A failed man. A husband who needs other men to do what he can't." He was sweating now, working so hard for so little result. "And somehow, accepting that has made me happier than I've been in years."


I turned my head to look at him - really look at him. My husband, red-faced and grunting, desperately pumping away inside me while I felt almost nothing. A year ago, I would have faked enthusiasm. Moaned and gasped to make him feel adequate.


Now I just watched. Bored. Waiting for him to finish.


"Even the baby thing?" I asked.


Steve nodded frantically, his rhythm faltering as he struggled to fuck and talk at the same time. "You know what I keep thinking about? That look you had when you told me. The hope in your - ungh - eyes."


"Careful," I said mildly as he nearly slipped out again. "You're losing your grip."


His face flushed deeper, but his cock twitched inside me - what little I could feel of it. The humiliation was turning him on more than the sex itself.


"The way you said 'I want to be a mother,'" he continued breathlessly. "Like it was a confession you'd been holding in for years."


"It was. I'd given up, Steve." I let my eyes drift back to the ceiling. "After so many negative tests, I'd stopped letting myself want it. Can you really blame me? Eight years of you pumping away like this..." I gestured vaguely at his efforts. "...and nothing to show for it."


"But now there's a chance," he gasped. "A real chance, if..."


"If we let Luke breed me." I said it flatly, without emotion. "If we let a real man get me pregnant when you couldn't."


"Yes. God, yes." He was close now - I could tell from the way his thrusts became more erratic, more desperate. Less than two minutes, as usual. "Would that be so terrible?"


"I don't know, Steve. You tell me." I finally looked at him again, meeting his eyes. "Would it be terrible to watch another man succeed where you've failed for eight years? To raise a baby that looks nothing like you? To know that everyone who sees us will know exactly what happened?"


"It should be terrible," he whimpered. "But when I think about it - when I picture you pregnant with his baby, your belly swelling, everyone knowing - I get so hard, Mol. So fucking hard."


"You're hard right now," I observed. "Not that I can really tell."


That did it.


Steve came with a strangled cry, his body shuddering, his cock pulsing weakly inside me. I felt almost nothing - just a vague warmth that was gone almost immediately, absorbed into the emptiness Luke had left behind.


He collapsed on top of me, panting, sweating, utterly spent from his ninety seconds of effort.


"I'm sorry," he gasped. "I'm sorry I can't last longer. I'm sorry you can't feel me. I'm sorry I'm not-"


"Shh." I stroked his hair, but my mind was elsewhere. Thinking about Luke. About thick, powerful cocks that stayed inside. About orgasms that actually happened. "It's okay, baby. We both know that's not what you're for."


He made a small, broken sound against my shoulder.


"What am I for, then?"


"You're for loving me. For supporting me. For raising the baby that Luke puts inside me." I said it simply, matter-of-factly, and felt something shift between us. A line crossed. "You're for being my husband in every way except the one that matters."


Steve lifted his head, tears in his eyes, and nodded.


"I can do that," he whispered. "I can be that."


"I know you can." I kissed his forehead. "That's why I married you."


We lay there in the aftermath of his inadequate efforts, and I realized something had changed in me. The careful, gentle wife who protected her husband's feelings - she was fading. Being replaced by someone who told the truth, even when it hurt.


Maybe especially when it hurt.


"When I imagine our future," Steve said eventually, his voice small, "two versions play in my head. In one, we keep trying on our own. Keep failing. Keep watching you cry after every negative test until eventually you give up completely."


"And the other version?"


"There's a baby. Maybe it doesn't look like me - probably it doesn't look like me. But it's ours. We raise it together." He swallowed hard. "And yes, everyone knows how it happened. But you're happy, Mol. You're a mother. You got what you wanted."


I considered this. Considered the man lying on top of me, his soft cock slipping out of me unnoticed, his heart laid bare. "You get what you wanted too, baby."


"Yes-and in that version," Steve continued, "I'm the man who loved you enough to accept what I couldn't do. Who raised another man's child because the alternative was watching you suffer."


"Isn't that just giving up?"


"No." He shook his head firmly. "It's being realistic. I can't satisfy you sexually - that's Luke's job now. I can't give you a baby - that'll be Luke's job too. But I can love you. And part of loving you is accepting that other people will give you what I can't."


I pulled him into a hug, holding him while the weight of our decision settled over us.


"Are you sure?" I whispered. "Really, truly sure?"


"Yes." His voice was muffled but certain. "I want this, Mol. Not just because it turns me on - but because it's the right thing. For you. For us. For the family we could have."


I held him for a long time, feeling his heart beat against my chest.


A baby. Luke's baby. Growing inside me while my husband watched.


"Okay," I said finally. "Let's do it."


Steve pulled back to look at me, eyes wet and shining.


"Really?"


"Really." I kissed him softly. "I'll stop taking my birth control. I'll tell Luke. And when the time is right..."


"He'll breed you." Steve's voice was thick with emotion. "Put a baby in you that I never could."


"That you never could," I agreed. No softening it anymore. No protecting him from the truth.


He didn't need protection. He needed honesty.


"It'll be our baby," he said.


"Our baby," I confirmed.


Tomorrow, I would flush my pills. Tell Luke we'd made our decision.


And then we would find out if this crazy plan could actually work. 

*


CHAPTER 13


Steve woke me up by climbing on top of me. I could only giggle in respose.


It was the morning after we'd made our decision, and I could feel him hard against my thigh before I even opened my eyes. Desperate. Needy. Pathetic in that way I was learning to appreciate.


"Mol," he whispered. "I need you. Please."


I sighed and spread my legs, letting him fumble his way inside. Same as always - the grunt of effort, the underwhelming sensation of him entering me, the immediate frantic pumping as if speed could somehow compensate for size.


"Good morning to you too," I murmured, staring at the ceiling.


"I couldn't sleep," he panted, thrusting away. "I kept thinking about what we decided. About Luke breeding you. About-"


"So you thought you'd try to beat him to it?" I interrupted.


Steve's rhythm faltered. "What?"


I turned my head to look at him, a smile playing at my lips. "Is that what this is? You're trying to get me pregnant before he can?"


"I... no, I just wanted to feel close to-"


"Because that's adorable, Steve." I giggled - actually giggled, the sound light and cruel. "Haven't you tried a million times already? What's different about this morning? You think you're going to magically get me pregnant with your little dick before he can?"


He whimpered, but his hips kept moving. Faster now, if anything.


"Eight years," I continued, watching his face flush with shame and arousal. "Eight years of pumping away just like this, and nothing. Not even close. And you think this morning is going to be different?"


"Mol-"


"Your little cock is going to suddenly work? Your weak, watery cum is going to suddenly get me pregnant?" I laughed again, shaking my head. "Baby, we both know that's not going to happen. That's literally why we're letting Luke do it."


Steve moaned, his eyes squeezing shut. "Say it again."


"Say what?"


"Tell me I can't. Tell me I'm... tell me what I am."


Something dark unfurled in my chest. Something that had been growing since our arrangement began - a contempt that wasn't quite contempt, a cruelty that Steve craved as much as I was learning to enjoy delivering.


"You're impotent, Steve." I said it flatly, watching his reaction. "In every way that matters. Your cock is too small to satisfy me. Your cum is too weak to breed me. You've been trying for eight years and you've failed every single time."


"Oh god." He was thrusting frantically now, chasing something he could never catch. "More. Please, Mol. Tell me more."


"You want more?" I reached up and grabbed his face, forcing him to look at me. "Fine. Here's more. I can barely feel you right now. You're inside me - supposedly - and it's like being fucked by a finger. No, less than that. At least fingers can find the right spots."


"Fuck-"


"Luke fills me completely. Every inch, every ridge, I feel everything. With you, I feel nothing. Empty. Like there's nothing there at all."


Steve was crying now, tears streaming down his face, but his hips never stopped. If anything, the tears seemed to drive him harder.


"And your cum," I continued, relentless. "You know what it's like? Water. Thin, pathetic, dribbles out almost immediately. Luke's cum is thick. Heavy. Stays inside me for days, coating my womb."


"His-he's going to get you pregnant," Steve gasped.


"Of course he will. That's why we're doing this." I pulled him closer, whispered in his ear. "Because you're impotent, hon. Say it."


"I'm impotent."


"You can't breed your own wife."


"I can't breed my own wife."


"You need a real man to do it for you."


"I need a real man to do it for me." He was sobbing now, his whole body shaking. "I'm pathetic. I'm inadequate. I'm everything you say I am. Please, Mol. Please tell me I'm nothing. Tell me I'm worthless. Tell me-"


"Cum for me, you impotent little dicked cuckold."


Steve came with a wail - high-pitched and broken, his body convulsing, his cock pulsing its pathetic little offering inside me. I felt almost nothing. Just a vague warmth that was gone in seconds. He collapsed on top of me, crying into my shoulder, his soft little cock slipping out unnoticed.


I didn't care.


All I could think of was.....well, to flush my pills straight down the toilet.


---


The birth control pills swirled down and out of sight while Steve watched from the doorway.


"That's it," I said. "No going back."


"No going back," he agreed, his voice reverent.


I texted Luke: "Stopped taking birth control. We're ready. Both of us."


His response came within minutes: "Good girl. I'm gonna breed you"


Breed. The word sent shivers through me. Not fuck, not make love - breed. Like livestock being prepared for a stud. Like my purpose was to receive his superior seed and grow his offspring.


"What did he say?" Steve asked.


"He called me a good girl. Said he'd breed me." I showed him the screen.


---


The two weeks that followed were the longest of my life.


Every morning, I checked my temperature. Monitored for signs of ovulation. Watched my body for signals that my egg was dropping, that I was at my most fertile.


Every night, Steve fucked me. Or tried to.


It had become our ritual - him climbing on top, pumping away futilely, while I reminded him exactly why we needed Luke. Some nights I was gentle about it. Most nights I wasn't.


"Five more days," I told him one night, spread beneath him, utterly bored. "Five more days until Luke breeds me for real. You can cum inside me all you want but you won't get me pregnant, babe."


"I know." He was grunting with effort, already close despite being inside me for less than a minute. "I know I can't-"


"Can't what? Get me pregnant?" I laughed. "Steve, you can't even stay hard long enough to finish a conversation. Your swimmers gave up years ago. They're probably swimming in circles, confused, bumping into walls."


"Mol-"


"Luke's sperm know exactly where to go. Strong. Determined. Like little heat-seeking missiles heading straight for my egg." I patted his cheek condescendingly. "Yours are more like... elderly tourists. Lost, tired, not sure what they're doing there."


Steve came with a whimper, his third attempt that week, his third failure.


"See what I mean?" I gestured at him as he pulled out. "Barely any cum. That's not going to make a baby, Steve."


"I know." He lay beside me, panting. "That's why we need Luke."


"That's why we need Luke," I confirmed.


---


The day finally came.


For eight years, this window had come and gone without success. Steve's pathetic attempts had never once hit the mark.


Today would be different.


"Today," I told Steve over breakfast, showing him the test. "I need to go to Luke."


Steve's face went pale, but his eyes were bright. "I'll drive you."


The car ride was quiet. Radio playing softly, neither of us really hearing it. My hand rested on my stomach, imagining what might be growing there by tomorrow.


"You know what this means," Steve said finally. "If it works."


"Everything changes."


"Everything." He gripped the steering wheel. "I know."


"And you still want it?"


I looked at my husband - this man I'd systematically broken down and rebuilt over the past weeks. This man who now craved humiliation like oxygen, who got hard when I called him impotent, who wept with gratitude when I told him the truth about his inadequacy.


"I want to be a mother," I said. "And you can't give me that. So yes. I still want it."


"Then it's how it happens." He pulled up to Luke's building. "I'll be waiting. However long it takes."


"The whole weekend. He wants to make sure it takes."


"Then I'll wait the whole weekend." He leaned over and kissed me - soft, loving, the kiss of a broken man who'd found peace in his brokenness. "I love you, Mol. No matter what."


"I love you too." I squeezed his hand. "Thank you for being what you are."


I got out of the car and walked toward Luke's building. My legs were shaking, but not from fear. From anticipation. From knowing that after eight years of Steve's failed attempts, I was finally going to be bred by a real man.


At his door, I paused. Placed my hand on my stomach one last time.


Empty now. But not for long.


I knocked.


Luke answered wearing nothing but a smile and a cock that was already half-hard at the sight of me.


"There you are," he said, pulling me inside. "Ready to make a baby?"


I looked up at him - this beautiful Black man who was about to succeed where Steve had failed for eight years.


"Ready," I whispered.


He kissed me hard, lifted me effortlessly, and carried me toward the bedroom.


The breeding is about to begin. 

*


CHAPTER 14


Luke didn't waste time.


The moment we were in his bedroom, he had me stripped and bent over the edge of his bed, ass up, face pressed into the mattress.


"Look at you," he said, running his hand over my ass. "Married white woman, coming to a Black man to get knocked up because her husband's dick doesn't work."


"Please," I whimpered. "Please, Luke-"


"Please what?" He slapped my ass, hard enough to leave a mark. "Please breed you? Please do what your pathetic husband couldn't?"


"Yes. All of it. Please."


He laughed - low, cruel. "You're a piece of work, you know that? Eight years married and you're here begging another man to put a baby in you. What does that make you?"


I knew what he wanted to hear. What I wanted to say.


"A cheating whore."


"Louder."


"A cheating whore!" I gasped as I felt his cock press against my entrance. "A cheating white bitch who couldn't get satisfied by her husband-"


He slammed inside me.


No warning. No gentle entry. Just ten inches of thick Black cock burying itself in my pussy while I screamed into the mattress.


"That's right," Luke growled, gripping my hips. "That's exactly what you are. A cheating white slut who needs a real man to fuck her. To breed her." He pulled back and slammed in again. "Your husband only good for jerking his little dick off."


"Yes," I moaned. "Probably already cum twice-"


"Pathetic." Luke set a brutal pace, pounding into me. "Cumming in his hand while I cum in his wife. While I try to knock up the woman he couldn't breed."


"Ohhhh, fuck. He tried so hard," I gasped, playing into it. "Even a couple of days ago-pumping away with his little fucking dick-couldn't even make me cum."


"Yeah." Luke yanked my hair, pulling my head back. "Because he's not a man. He's a joke. A limp-dicked little cuckold who can't satisfy his wife, can't breed his wife, can't do anything except watch while someone else does the job."


"Yes! God, yes-"


"Say it." He was fucking me so hard the bed was slamming against the wall. "Tell me what your husband is."


"He's pathetic," I wailed. "He's impotent. His little white dick is tiny and his cum is weak and he's never made me cum, not once-"


"And what are you?"


"I'm a whore," I confessed after a loud whimper. "A cheating whore who needs Black cock to feel anything." I was babbling now, lost in the degradation. "I'm betraying my husband right now. Letting another man try to get me pregnant. And I love it. I fucking love it-"


Luke flipped me over, wanting to see my face.


"Look at me," he commanded. "Look at the man who's about to do what your husband never could."


I looked. Dark eyes, powerful body, massive cock glistening with my juices. Everything Steve wasn't. Everything I needed.


"You know you was always my bitch." Luke said, pushing back inside me. "You were always desperate for this black dick."


"Yes-"


"Your husband's going to raise my seed." Luke thrust harder, deeper. "Know that his wife spread her legs for another man. Know that she begged me to knock her up. Know that he's nothing but a pathetic cuckold raising someone else's child."


"OH FUCK!!!!"


I came so hard I saw stars. No warning. Just like that. Instantly. A splash of wetness that just burst out of me.


"That's it," Luke groaned. "Cum on my cock while I breed you. Show me how much you want this."


"I want it," I sobbed, biting my lips. "I want your baby. I want everyone to know what a cheating slut I am. I want Steve to raise your child and know he couldn't do it himself-"


"Filthy fucking whore." But he said it with approval. With hunger. "Begging for another man's cum. Begging to be knocked up."


"Please, Luke. Please cum in me. Fill me up. Make me pregnant-"


He slammed deep and held. I could feel his cock engorge. It was gonna happen. Frantic. Fast paced. But perfect.


"SHIT! CUMMING!"


And it happened. I felt every pulse. Every jet of cum flooding my insides. More than Steve could produce in a month, pumping into me over and over while I cried out beneath him. Boiling hot. I could feel my stomach swell with it all.


To think that we had all weekend.


---


Over the next two days, Luke fucked me more times than I could count. Bent over furniture. Pressed against walls. On my back, on my knees, riding him until my legs gave out.


"Bet your husband is thinking about us right now?" Luke asked Saturday morning, fucking me from behind while I gripped the headboard.


"Definitely-fuck, faster."


"To his wife getting bred by another man." Luke laughed. "Does he know how much you love this? How wet you get for Black cock?"


"He knows. He fucking knows. I told him everything."


"Everything?" He slapped my ass. "Did you tell him you scream for me? That you cum harder on my cock than you ever did with him?"


"I told him I never came with him at all."


"Damn." Another slap. "Cold. I love it."


"It's the truth." I pushed back against him, taking him deeper. "Ten years and not one real orgasm. You gave me more in one night than he did in a decade."


"Because he's not a real man. He's a placeholder." Luke grabbed my hips and fucked me harder. "Someone to pay the bills while a real man does the fucking. The breeding."


"Yes," I moaned. "He's a tiny dicked little pussy-"


"While I use his wife like a cum dump. While I try to knock up the woman he married." Luke's voice was getting rougher, closer. "And he's okay with it. Wants it. Gets hard thinking about it. Can't satisfy his wife, can't breed his wife, so he hands her over to someone who can." Luke slammed deep. 


Luke started cumming again, flooding me with another massive load. I came with him, clenching around his cock, milking every drop. 


I knew he wasn't going to stop. No. Not until he knocks me up. Until I get pregnant, Luke's going to drain his balls inside me over and over again.


---


By Sunday, I had lost track of how many times he'd filled me. My pussy was swollen, sore, overflowing with cum no matter how much I tried to keep inside. I could barely move let alone walk.


"One more," Luke said Sunday afternoon. "Then I'll take you home to your husband."


"Luke-daddy-please-oh-fuck-"


He pushed me onto my back and climbed between my legs. His cock was somehow still hard - the man's stamina was inhuman.


"Look at you," he said, sliding inside easily. I was so stretched, so full, there was no resistance left. "Absolutely destroyed. And you love it."


"I love it," I agreed. "I love being your whore."


"White man's wife. Black dick whore." He started moving slowly, savoring it. "That's what you really are. His little trophy wife who spreads her legs for Black cock on the weekends."


"And gets bred by Black cock. Don't forget that part."


Luke laughed. He grabbed my face, made me look at him. "And when your belly starts swelling, when everyone can see what happened, what are you going to tell people?"


"Whatever you want me to."


"Wrong answer." He thrust harder. "Tell them the truth. Tell them your husband couldn't get you pregnant so you found someone who could. Tell them you're a cheating white bitch who begged a Black man to knock her up."


Fuck. I shut my eyes in sheer arousal that was mixed more with shame than bliss. "I can't tell people that-I-that my husband is-oh fuck, I'm gonna cum-GONNA FUCKING CUM!"


I couldn't help it. My cunt clenches, my toes curl, my clit throbs and my cheeks spasm. Out comes the wettest squirt of the weekend. But he wasn't stopping. 


"Tell me what you are," Luke demanded. "Say it!"


"A cheating white whore!"


"Who's going to be pregnant with whose baby?"


"Your baby! Pregnant with your baby!"


"And what's your husband going to do about it?"


"Raise it! He's going to raise your baby and thank you for it!"


Luke slammed deep one last time and came, flooding me with his final load of the weekend.


I felt it join all the rest - pool after pool of cum, filling me to overflowing, searching for the egg that would make this permanent.


"Good girl," Luke murmured, collapsing beside me.


---


Steve was waiting when I walked through the door.


His eyes went wide at the sight of me - destroyed, barely able to walk, Luke's cum leaking down my thighs despite my best efforts.


I stumbled. Not walked. That was more accurate.


"Holy shit," he breathed. "Mol..."


"He bred me." I collapsed against him. "All weekend. I lost count how many times."


"And you think-"


"I don't know. We'll see." I took his hand, placed it on my stomach. "But I'm full of him, Steve."


Steve's eyes were wet. His cock was hard.


"I love you," he whispered.


"I love you too." I kissed him softly. "Now come on. I need you to lick me clean."


He helped me upstairs, into our bed, and positioned his face between my legs, my bruised cunt while Luke's cum leaked out onto our sheets.


Two weeks until we'd know. Two weeks until we'd find out if I was pregnant with another man's baby.
I closed my eyes and moaned as my husband's tongue flicked up at my swollen clit. 

*


EPILOGUE


One line.


I stared at the test in my hand, watching Steve's face crumple in the bathroom mirror behind me.


"Negative," I said quietly. 


Steve wrapped his arms around me from behind, his chin resting on my shoulder. We both stared at the little plastic stick that was supposed to change everything.


"I'm sorry, Mol," he whispered.


"It's okay." I set the test down on the counter. 


We stood there in silence for a moment, processing the disappointment. Or what looked like disappointment, anyway.


My phone buzzed on the counter. I picked it up, already knowing who it was.


Luke: "Test?"


I typed back: "Negative."


His response came immediately: "Next month. And this time, I want your husband there. Watching."


I showed Steve the screen. Watched his face shift from disappointment to something else. That familiar flush creeping up his neck. That twitch in his pajama pants.


"He wants you to watch," I said. "Be in the room while he breeds me."


Steve swallowed hard. "I... yeah. Okay. Yes."


"You want that?"


"I think I need it." His voice was hoarse. "To really accept it. To see it happen instead of just imagining."


I turned in his arms, facing him. My husband. My sweet, broken cuckold who had given me everything I asked for.


"Okay," I said. "Next month. You'll watch."


Steve nodded, then paused. Something flickered in his eyes - something sharper than I expected.


"Mol?"


"Yeah?"


"This time... be more honest. Okay?"


The words hung between us. I felt my stomach tighten. 


Guilt.


"What do you mean?"


Steve just looked at me. That gentle, knowing look he got sometimes. The one that reminded me he wasn't as stupid as I sometimes treated him.


"Just... be honest," he repeated. "That's all I'm asking."


I held his gaze for a long moment. Then I nodded.


"Okay, babe," I said quietly. "I promise."


Steve's face relaxed. He pulled me close, kissed my forehead.


"I love you, Mol."


"I love you too."


We held each other in the bathroom, the negative test lying forgotten on the counter.


Next month would be different.


Next month, Steve would be watching.


Next month, I would have to decide what I really wanted.


---


*Two weeks earlier.*


I stood before the mirror in our bedroom, smoothing down the dress Steve had picked out for me. Black. Tight. The kind of dress a wife wears when she's going to another man's bed.


Downstairs, I could hear Steve pacing. Nervous. Excited. Probably already hard in his pants, imagining what was about to happen.


The breeding weekend. The moment we'd been building toward. Luke was going to try to put a baby in me - a baby Steve couldn't give me after eight years of trying.


I looked at myself in the mirror. Flushed cheeks. Bright eyes. A woman about to commit the ultimate betrayal.


Or was I?


I opened my purse on the dresser. Reached inside. Found the small pill packet I'd hidden in the inner pocket.


Emergency contraception. The i-pill. Ninety-five percent effective if taken within twenty-four hours.


My fingers trembled as I popped one out.


I wanted this. The sex. The degradation. The feeling of Luke inside me, stretching me, filling me with his cum while we both talked about what a pathetic cuckold my husband was.


I wanted Steve broken and grateful and hard. Wanted him to clean me up and thank me for letting him. Wanted this whole twisted dynamic we'd built together.


But a baby?


A baby was permanent. A baby was real. A baby would change everything forever - not just between us, but with the whole world. Family. Friends. Strangers on the street who would see me pushing a stroller with a lightskin baby and know exactly what had happened.


The shame I would bring on my husband.


I wasn't ready for that. I loved him just too much for that to happen.


Maybe I'd never be ready for that.


But I wasn't ready to give up the rest of it either. The sex. The power. The way Steve looked at me now - like I was a goddess and a whore all at once.


So I did what I'd always done. What I'd been doing since our wedding night, when I first faked an orgasm to spare his feelings.


I lied.


I put the pill on my tongue. Swallowed it with water from the bathroom sink. Watched myself do it in the mirror.


A cheating whore, Luke would call me later. And he'd be right.


Just not in the way he thought.


"Mol?" Steve's voice drifted up from downstairs. "You ready?"


I tucked the pill packet back into my purse. Checked my reflection one last time.


"Coming," I called back.


I walked downstairs to my husband, who would drive me to another man's apartment, where I would spend the weekend getting "bred". 

It would take a miracle for me to get knocked up now, right?

I-I don’t know.

I have to decide if I really wanted this life we'd built or just the fantasy of it.


But now wasn’t the time to worry about all that.


Tonight, I had a role to play. 

The role of a BBC Hotwife that I’d become.


--- 
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