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MY WIFE’S NEW LOVER

A VERY SHORT EXCERPT

Allie stared down at my naked body. My nakedness was even more humiliating now that she was all dressed up for her date. Her gaze was lingering on my cock.

I blushed.

Was she thinking about how small it was?

How big Malik’s was going to be in comparison?

“Please don’t,” I pleaded.

“Please don’t what?”

“Don’t look at my dick like that. It makes me feel. . .small.”

Allie’s gaze was like a volcanic blast on mine. “Isn’t that what you are?” she asked quietly.

I was crushed. I didn’t know how to respond to that.

Allie crossed the room to our bed and went through the work clothes she’d tossed on there before her shower. She picked up her panties, the ones she’d worn all day. It was an old pair of granny panties, the ones she put on more for comfort than style and also whenever she was on her period. Then she walked to the laundry basket and took out another pair that she’d worn out for an event that week. This one was much sexier, with dark red lace trims that stayed low and hugged her hips when she wore them. 

My heart pounded as she came back to the closet. My neck was strained because of the position of the railing, and my arms were already aching. 

Allie took hold of my chin and stuffed her dirty granny panties in my mouth.

“I don’t need to hear you talk anymore,” she said.

I let out a choked cry. I could smell her…taste her…and it was turning me on. I stared at Allie as she went through her shopping bag again. There was a fierceness to her that I’d never seen before, not even the times when she’d tie me up and dominate me during sex. She’d never called me a faggot, that was for sure. This wasn’t just domination. This was degradation. 

Allie had taken a big pink feather out of the bag. She began trailing it down my nose, my lips, and my neck. She knew I was ticklish. I squirmed as she brought it down my cock and began to scratch the crown with its tips. 

I cried out through the panties again as the blood rushed down to my groin and I swelled. 

Allie just ignored me.

Why was she torturing me like this? 

Allie swirled the feather around the curve of my balls and let it fall further down into my crack. She pushed it in between my ass cheeks. The whole time, she had her jaw clenched tight and her lips pursed. She brought the feather back up and brushed it over my very sensitive erection. I felt my cock spasm with need. 

My arms trembled. I couldn’t even look down at her. 

I did take a peek, though, and that was when I saw she had something else in her hands. It was a pink butt plug and a bottle of lube.

Without saying a word, Allie thrust my thighs apart and snuck underneath me. I gasped again as she drizzled lube all over my crack. I was wet. Then I felt the bulb of the plug press against my back entrance.


MY WIFE’S NEW LOVER




CHAPTER 1

The day my wife told me outright that I wasn’t satisfying her sexually was the day my whole world came crashing down. Allie and I are both thirty and have been married for a little over three years. We started dating in college, and by that time she’d definitely gone around and had quite a few flings and sexual partners. Allie was my first girlfriend and is the only person I’ve ever slept with. I wasn’t even sure what she ever saw in me—a nerdy guy with shaggy hair and zero charisma—when she had a never-ending line of guys ready to give her anything she ever wanted. But she was adamant that she did want me, and eventually she even fell in love with me, and that was how I ended up tying the knot with a woman who was tragically out of my league. 

Our sex life has always been complicated. Allie is extremely sexual and goes through cycles where she wants to be the one to dominate and then also be dominated. Being the submissive partner comes easy to me, I just hand her the reins and go with the flow. But when she wants me to be dominant, that’s when all hell breaks loose. She wants me to tie her up and be extremely rough with her and call her a slut and other degrading stuff. And once she starts, she wants me to keep going…and going…and going…

Not only do I suck at all of that, I fuck things up so bad she ends up with the dreaded ‘ick’. When the ‘ick’ happens, it’s over for a few days and she doesn’t even talk to me because she finds me disgusting. In the beginning of our relationship, Allie thought my lack of experience was cute and she was willing to teach me. Over the past year or so, however, it looked like she’d lost all patience for me and things were going south, fast.

That day, Allie and I had made love. I’d put her in handcuffs, kissed her pussy and used a vibrator on her for what felt like hours, but I hadn’t been able to last once I was inside her. Normally Allie would head to the bathroom right after, but this time she just lay in bed with her legs splayed and my spilt seed still shining in between her thighs. 

“You haven’t given me a good orgasm in months,” she said. 

There it was. She’d finally voiced it. I was a crummy husband who didn’t even know how to fuck his wife.

“I’m sorry,” I said, bending down to kiss the top of her thighs. “I know I’ve been shit. I’ll get better. I promise.”

She crossed her arms. “No you won’t,” she said. “That’s what you always say. I’ve had enough. Something needs to change.”

“What?”

“I don’t know,” she said, getting off the bed. She was shouting now. “I don’t have all the answers, Jacob. How about you use your brains for once?”  

She slammed the bathroom door so hard the apartment walls shook. She came out a minute later and got dressed in a tight crop top and leggings, then gathered her dark hair up in a messy bun. She slid on her coat and began zipping it up. 

“I need some time to think this over,” she said.

My heart froze. “Don’t leave,” I begged, following her to the front door. I still wasn’t sure how the situation had escalated so quickly. I’d never seen Allie so pissed off and unhappy all at once. Clearly I’d triggered her and I was too dumb to figure out how.

“Where are you going? It’s almost midnight,” I said. “We both need to go to sleep. We can talk this out in the morning.”

“I need some alone time,” Allie said, and when I tried to hold her hand she flicked it off. “Don’t touch me!”

Once she left I was an anxious mess. I wasn’t big or muscly or powerful and my small dick (3.5 inches) obviously made things tricky, but what was worse was I had no strategy and couldn’t keep it in long enough to actually give her some pleasure. Something that was supposed to be so intuitive was so difficult for me. It was like I didn’t know how to be a man, and Allie had every right to hate me for it. If only there was a magic potion to grow my dick and keep me from nutting until I needed to. 

How could I even fix this? It wasn’t like I could depend on a vibrator or dildo forever. At some point, women needed an actual functioning dick in their vagina.

I called Allie. There was no answer. I had no idea where she’d gone or what she was doing right now, but she’d been super horny tonight. What if she’d gone to a bar and a pervy guy hit on her? What if she flirted back and things escalated to the point she’d cheat on me and he was able to give her what I couldn’t?

My face burned with humiliation at the thought. Allie had a good head on her shoulders and there was no way she would cheat on me. Not even when I’d given her unforgivably lackluster sex for months and she was horny beyond all reason right now.

Right?

I texted her in a panic, but didn’t get anything back. I called her again, and again, and again. I messaged her one more time. She was giving me the silent treatment, which meant she was royally pissed off at me and I would be simmering in the aftermath for days.

It was past one in the morning and I couldn’t get the image of some big burly dude being balls deep inside her out of my damn head. 

I fidgeted in bed, completely restless for what felt like hours, but then eventually drifted off into uneasy sleep.


CHAPTER 2

I woke up to an empty bed. Sunlight spilled through the windows and the sounds of the city honked and blared in the distance, but the whole apartment was deadly silent. 

Allie hadn’t come home last night. 

Panic crushed down on my chest as I fumbled for my phone and called her. I was trying not to think about where she might be. I didn’t want to think about her in another man’s bed, probably naked, while the guy probably didn’t even know about my existence or didn’t care, or both. I just needed her home and safe. 

This time, she actually picked up. 

“Hey.” Her voice seemed thick with sleep.

“Where are you?” I asked. 

Allie laughed, or tried to. She sounded hungover. 

“Allie? This isn’t funny. Tell me where you are so I can come get you.” 

“God…” she drawled, and I just knew she was rolling her eyes. “Chill. I’m with Nessa. I decided to stay over last night.”

I blew out the breath I’d been holding. Vanessa was her best friend. So Allie hadn’t gone to a bar or a club, even though she easily could have because of how horny she’d been. My wife didn’t cheat on me. 

Unfortunately, Allie noticed my sigh of relief. 

“What did you think I was doing, Jacob?” she asked. “Having mindblowing sex with a man who actually knows what he’s doing? With a cock that I could actually feel inside me?”

I stiffened at her crass words. The images I’d tried so hard to push away from my mind crept back in again, and I felt my groin tense. 

“Please. You know I’ll do anything to make this right,” I told her.

Allie sighed. “We need to talk. I’ve thought of a solution, Jacob. I’m coming home.”

I made both of us breakfast while I waited nervously for Allie to come home. When the doorbell rang I dropped everything and went to greet her. She crossed the entryway and sat down at the kitchen table. 

She didn’t waste any time. 

“The solution is…” she said. “I need a fuck buddy.”

The kitchen went silent. I felt my armpits grow cold with sweat. 

She had to be joking. 

“You don’t need one,” I whispered. “Let me make it better. Please.”

I got down on my knees and spread her thighs apart. Allie didn’t stop me as I pulled her leggings down and placed her legs on top of my shoulders. I shoved my tongue into her pussy and inhaled her hot, sweet scent. There was nothing that I wanted more than to give her the pleasure she desperately needed.

“You don’t need someone else,” I repeated and gave her another lick. 

“Yes I do,” she said sharply and the next thing I knew she’d pushed me on the floor. “Did you know what Nessa thought when I talked things over with her? She thought I’d been way too easy on you. She said that if it was her, she would’ve gotten a divorce years ago. Think about that for a second, Jacob.”

A chill ran down my spine. Divorce? Somehow, even in the worst case scenarios I’d imagined, divorce had never been an option. I pictured Allie and Vanessa giggling and talking shit about me the whole of last night. Talking about my deficiencies. Talking about how they could get rid of me so Allie could be with a better man. 

Had things really reached her breaking point? Was I that…bad?

“So what do you say, Jacob? It’s either this…or…” 

Allie left her own thoughts unsaid. She didn’t have to say them out loud. 

“How would you go about finding a man to…satisfy you?” I asked. “Wouldn’t that be risky?”

The words ‘fuck buddy’ had been too painful, but even what I’d ended up saying was like a blade to my heart.

“Not really,” Allie said. “I don’t think I’ll have a tough time finding a man at all. Do you think I’ll have a tough time, babe?”

I stared at her. At her seductive brown eyes, full lips, and gorgeous face. Her big perky tits and her wide hips curving down towards her shapely buttocks.

Nope. She wasn’t going to have to worry at all. 

Allie smiled and started gobbling down the pancakes I’d made for her. “How about you make me a dating profile?” she said casually. “You know I’m up for a promotion and I’m busy with the month-end project. I’d like to delegate the manhunting to you.”

I didn’t answer. Making a dating profile for my wife to find her a new man to fuck was a ridiculous request. 

“Jacob,” she said, refusing to look at me. “If you’re not committed to fixing this…” Her shoulders slumped. Again, her voice trailed off.

My heart pounded as another, more sinister thought came to me. 

You know what would actually be ridiculous? 

Divorce.

My throat had suddenly become too dry to speak. Still, I coughed out what needed to be said. 

“Okay. I’ll do it.” 


CHAPTER 3

The very next day, Allie called me to set up her dating profile. I couldn’t believe I was even helping her hunt down another man she could fuck. Just a day ago she’d been my amazing wife—something I’d obviously taken for granted. How could things have changed so quickly? It was so surreal, and even though I’d agreed to do this for her, I felt completely helpless. 

Allie made me choose all the hottest pictures of her, including one of her lounging in what was probably the smallest bikini made by mankind. The point, she said, was to make her look like she was single and slutty, since this was ‘just about sex’. All I could do was nod and swallow as I waited for all of them to upload. My stomach was in knots thinking about all the men that were going to salivate over those pictures.

After the profile was complete, I had to reply to all the messages she received and then pull together a shortlist for her to shop. She told me how hot some of the guys looked to my face and tried to get me to guess what their cock size was. 

“What about him, Jacob? Don’t you think he’s so sexy?” Allie asked as I flipped through the photos of an Italian stallion with gigantic abs. “How big do you think he is?”

“Looks like a ten-incher,” I said through a mouth full of sand.

“Wow. That’s a whole seven inches bigger than you. Well, six and a half, babe, really. I want to be fair to you.” She bit her lip and looked at me, and I knew she was horny just thinking about it. “That’s going to make a really big difference.” 

The pit of my stomach churned with humiliation. Allie seemed intent on rubbing it in while we did this, and weirdly, seeing her on fire as she hyped up these strangers at my expense was doing something to my brain. Suddenly, all I could think of was one of these men claiming her sexy body and Allie having one of the best nights of her life. 

I’d never be able to measure up after something like that…

It took her less than three days to make an arrangement with the guy she liked the most. His name was Malik. I already hated Malik. He was the complete opposite for me—black, tall, covered in tattoos, and ridiculously good-looking. He was a personal trainer and it showed. 

Allie made me ask him out on behalf of her and explain the whole messed-up situation: that Allie was my wife and she was looking for a fuck buddy after months of terrible sex. I felt so small as I picked up the phone and talked to this big guy about my worst insecurities. Malik didn’t believe me at first, but when I managed to convince him that Allie was real he was nice enough about it. He said he didn’t mind chipping in to fuck my beautiful wife and help us with our sex life. 

Allie was practically swooning. 

The day was soon fixed for their first date. It was going to be on Friday. If things went well and they actually had chemistry, Allie would bring him home. 

“What about me?” I asked sulkily when she told me her plans. Had she forgotten that she still had a husband? Was she expecting me to just chill in the kitchen while she fucked a guy on my own bed?

“You can hide in the closet,” she said. “Or under the bed.”

I spun around to face her so quickly I felt dizzy. “Really? Is that what you want me to do? I’d rather die than hide in a closet and listen to some random dude fuck my wife!”

Allie was silent for several seconds. Her lips were twitching, like she was trying not to smile or laugh straight to my face. My legs were suddenly jelly. I knew what she was doing. She was airing out all her dirty thoughts now that she knew I couldn’t do anything about it. I was completely at her mercy, and if she wanted me to be holed up and humiliated in our closet while she had sex with another man, well, that was what I would have to do. 

“Then you can leave,” she said flatly. “I was being kind, Jacob. I thought that’s what you’d want.” She rolled her eyes when she saw mine widen with disbelief. “Oh, cut that out. Don’t you want to learn how to up your game?”

I froze. 

“I thought watching Malik would be the best way,” she said. 

I looked down at the floor. Goddamnit. Maybe she was right. “Why in the closet, though?” I asked. “Couldn’t I just sit on the recliner or something?”

Allie snorted. “No way. Sorry. I don’t want you to be a cockblock, Jacob. It’s either the closet or nothing. But then I hope—for your sake—you can find a better way to upgrade your skills.”

I swallowed. It looked like there was no way I was going to salvage my pride and ego through all this. 

Allie had all the power over me, and I would have to live through the humiliation of watching my wife fuck this big black dude through the slits in our damn closet.

I wondered what other cruel plans she had for me.

Surely there couldn’t be much else. What could be more humiliating than being cuckolded by your wife? Nothing. I had to be more optimistic. Allie would fuck Malik once and I would watch and work hard at learning his technique. Then I’d show off my new skills and Allie would be forced to admit I was getting better at meeting her needs. If Malik turned out to be a troublemaker, on the other hand, I was prepared to do anything to get Allie back safely in my arms. Even if that meant calling the cops on him. Either way, things would go back to normal soon and I’d have my wife back.

If only I’d known how wrong I was…


CHAPTER 4

The week sped by. I could sense Allie’s excitement building as her date grew nearer, though she didn’t say anything about it. She didn’t have to say a word for me to feel completely pathetic. What kind of a man was I, to let my wife fuck a stranger right in front of me? It was my fault that things had even got to this point, and the fact that Allie was so much more enthusiastic about having sex with Malik instead of me spoke volumes. She wasn’t even attracted to me. 

When Friday came around, we both went to work, and when I came home I got a text that Allie would be running late, but I could get things started by clearing out some space in the closet. I swore to myself as I took out dress after dress and folded them into a pile. I’d been so naive. I couldn’t believe I’d agreed to hide myself in there while my wife had sex. 

What was I thinking?

Allie came home about an hour later and quickly hopped into the shower. I watched as she put on one of her most expensive tops with lace cut-outs, spaghetti straps, and an extremely low bustline. The skirt she decided on was a tight leather pencil skirt that had a slit all the way up to her mid-thigh. She spent ages on her makeup, laying on false lashes and several coats of red lipstick sealed with a sparkling gloss.

She was going all out for Malik. 

“Want me to drop you off?” I muttered. I definitely didn’t want to, but I had to show her I was at least trying to be helpful. 

She stood up and adjusted her tits inside the cups of her top. “Oh, don’t worry about it. Malik’s coming to pick me up.”

“Oh.”

She looked at me and smiled. Fuck. Malik was going to fall for her. So hard. 

“Let’s set you up in the closet,” she said. 

“Now?” I said. “I thought I could jump in there right before you guys come back.”

Allie shook her head. “That’s not going to work. I want Malik to be comfortable, and I need to trust that you do what I tell you to do.”

My head whirled as she pushed me in the direction of the closet. Did she really want me in there—probably for hours—before she came back home from her date?

But Allie had this stern look on her face that told me she wasn’t going to be very happy with me if I tried to be difficult. I squeezed myself inside, and though I’d cleaned it out somewhat, some of the boxes inside were extremely dusty and it was making me cough. There was barely any space for me with the closet door closed. This wasn’t going to be comfortable at all. 

Once I was inside, Allie asked me to strip. She claimed it was because she didn’t want me to overheat while I waited, but I could see she was lying through her teeth. She had ulterior motives, though she wasn’t going to tell me exactly what they were. Maybe this was revenge for treating her so poorly. Or maybe it was her way of teaching me a lesson. Whatever it was, if she wanted me to feel rejected and helpless, well, she was succeeding.  

Allie stared down at my naked body. My nakedness was even more humiliating now that she was all dressed up for her date. God, she’s too good for me. 

Her gaze lingered on my cock. 

I blushed. 

Was she thinking about how small it was?

How big Malik’s was going to be in comparison?

“Please don’t,” I pleaded.

“Please don’t what?”

“Don’t look at my dick like that. It makes me feel…small.”

Allie’s gaze was like a volcanic blast on mine. “Isn’t that what you are?” she asked quietly. 

I was crushed. I didn’t know how to respond to that. 

She gave me a soft smile. “Arms up,” she ordered. She walked in her heels out to the living room and returned with a shopping bag. She pulled out two brand new pairs of handcuffs. They were pink and furry.

“Huh?”

She swung the cuffs in front of me. She was sneering, and it made my blood ice all over. It was clear she had zero remorse for what she was about to do, whatever it was. 

She locked my wrists against the railing on either side of me. I tried to rattle my hands to break free but of course it was no use. I was going to be left naked and cuffed inside the closet while she went out and enjoyed her date with another man.

Why was she trying so hard to humiliate me? Did I really deserve this?

“Go fuck Malik!” I yelled before I could stop myself. “Go suck on his big black cock! Or whatever it is you want to do!”

Allie’s palm came swinging out of nowhere. Her slap on my face gushed all the breath out of me. 

I gasped. 

“Don’t talk to me like that ever again,” she snarled. “You fucking disrespectful faggot.”

The words cut across me like lashes from a chain. 

“Sorry,” I said meekly. 

I felt like an idiot. 

“I’ve had enough of you thinking only about yourself,” she said. “I’m not fucking someone because I want to. I’m doing it because you’ve acted like my needs don’t exist for so long and you haven’t even fucking tried to work at it. So it’s time to cut the crap and think about what I need for a change. And you better pay close attention, Jacob, or you won’t really know what’s coming for you.”

She crossed the room to our bed and went through the work clothes she’d tossed on there before her shower. She picked up her panties, the ones she’d worn all day. It was an old pair of granny panties, the ones she put on more for comfort than style and also whenever she was on her period. Then she walked to the laundry basket and took out another pair that she’d worn out for an event that week. This one was much sexier, with dark red lace trims that stayed low and hugged her hips when she wore them. 

My heart pounded as she came back to the closet. My neck was strained because of the position of the railing, and my arms were already aching. 

Allie took hold of my chin and stuffed her dirty granny panties in my mouth.

“I don’t need to hear you talk anymore,” she said.

I let out a choked cry. I could smell her…taste her…and it was turning me on. I stared at Allie as she went through her shopping bag again. There was a fierceness to her that I’d never seen before, not even the times when she’d tie me up and dominate me during sex. She’d never called me a faggot, that was for sure. This wasn’t just domination. This was degradation. 

Allie had taken a big pink feather out of the bag. She began trailing it down my nose, my lips, and my neck. She knew I was ticklish. I squirmed as she brought it down my cock and began to scratch the crown with its tips. 

I cried out through the panties again as the blood rushed down to my groin and I swelled. 

Allie just ignored me.

Why was she sexually torturing me like this? 

Allie swirled the feather around the curve of my balls and let it fall further down into my crack. She pushed it in between my ass cheeks. The whole time, she had her jaw clenched tight and her lips pursed. She brought the feather back up and brushed it over my very sensitive erection. I felt my cock spasm with need. 

My arms trembled. I couldn’t even look down at her. 

I did take a peek, though, and that was when I saw she had something else in her hands. It was a pink butt plug and a bottle of lube.

Without saying a word, Allie thrust my thighs apart and snuck underneath me. I gasped again as she drizzled lube all over my crack. I was wet. Then I felt the bulb of the plug press against my back entrance.

“Ohmmmymmgod!” I gurgled through the panties. 

It had entered me. The whole fucking thing had entered me. My legs shook and I chortled through my mouth again. I couldn’t hold my saliva in anymore and my breathing was becoming ragged at the cramping from that big pink plug stretching my asshole. 

“Calm down,” Allie said, rolling her eyes. “It’s just a tiny butt plug. You’re pathetic.”

My entire body flushed with embarrassment. 

Was it really tiny? Then why did it feel so big? Allie could take my cock in her ass like a champ. Apparently her tolerance for pain was a lot higher than I thought. 

Allie tapped me on the leg, motioning for me to lift them one by one. I was so weak by then I had to do what she said. I was even more turned on now that I knew she was just going to treat me like shit and enjoy herself while she was at it. She brought her sexy red panties up my legs and snapped them around my waist. 

“We don’t want your new toy falling out, do we?” she said.

My erection strained against the tight lace cloth. From the back, I felt the fabric thrust into the base of the plug, keeping it securely lodged deep inside my hole. 

Allie drew in closer to me and wiped away a line of dribble from my chin. “For every night you left me unsatisfied,” she whispered and petted my butt, her finger twisting and pressing down hard on the base one last time. Then she kissed me on the cheek and placed my phone on top of the railing. 

“Don’t forget this is voice activated,” she said, pulling the granny panties out of my mouth half-way. “I’m sure Siri can help you out in case there’s an emergency.” Then she closed the closet door and locked it. 

Darkness fell over me. The only light that sifted through was the lamplight from the bedroom.  

I tried to cough out the panties and failed.

“Goodbye, babe,” Allie said sweetly. “I’ll see you soon. Actually, I guess you’re the one who’ll be seeing me. I’ll probably forget you’re even in there.” She laughed. 

And then…she left. 


CHAPTER 5

I stood in the dark for what felt like an eternity, trapped inside the closet. Every sense was heightened while I was inside there. I felt the dust particles fly into my nostrils and the firing pain in my arms. I felt the elastic of the panties tight around my waist and the lace against my boner, and every time I tried to move the damn plug just seemed to go deeper inside my asshole. After a while I was able to cough out the slime-covered panties out of my mouth. Inside the hot stillness, I waited some more. Then I kept asking Siri for the time. I’d never known time could move that slowly. 

I shivered as I remembered that the worse of the night was still not over. 

Allie was still going to fuck another man. And I was still going to have to watch it happen. 

I imagined her at the bar, strutting up to Malik and laying a hand on his rock-hard shoulder. She would smile at him flirtatiously, and Malik would look up and down her body. For one night, my gorgeous wife would be all his and there was no doubt he was going to be a very lucky man. 

I heard a soft click. My heart leapt up to my throat. I blinked. My eyes were struggling to focus through the wooden slits. 

I saw the door to our bedroom slide open. 

And I saw them. 

At first I couldn’t even make out Malik’s face. Just his massive body swallowing Allie’s as he kissed her. The sounds of their lips smacking and their tongue squishing made my stomach flip over. He was wearing a nude T-shirt over jeans and white sneakers that looked a little too clean. In less than ten seconds his T-shirt was gone and I could see his tattooed arms slither menacingly across Allie’s bottom. He gave it a hungry squeeze. His forearm was probably the size of my leg. 

Allie was already moaning. 

“I’ve never seen a more beautiful cock,” she said huskily, and I saw her wrists move jerkily near his hips. She was working his erection. “My husband’s cock is nothing compared to yours, Malik. I know you’ll make me feel so good.”

I swallowed. She knew I could hear her. So Allie didn’t give a crap about my feelings. Hesitantly, I looked down at my privates. In the darkness, all I saw was a little stub protruding out beneath my panties. 

She was worshiping that asshole’s cock while she had me dressed in women’s undergarments with my backside filled with a plug, cuffed to the closet railing so I was forced to watch and hear every word.  

What a cruel joke. 

I raised my eyes back toward the room. It was like a public trainwreck. I knew that no husband should ever watch something like this, but I just couldn’t pull my eyes away. There was no more foreplay. Allie was pulling Malik to the bed and they both undressed until they were completely naked. 

I heard Malik suck in a breath as he saw her body for the first time. My wife’s beautiful body, open and inviting for another man’s cock. Then they started fucking. It sounded more like smashing. My view was just of Malik’s clenching ass, dripping with little beads of sweat as he rammed into her with the ferocity of a raging bull.

“Open up for me, baby,” he growled. “Open up that sweet white cunt for me. Let me feel how wet you can get.”

I shut my eyes and cursed silently. Why was I subjecting myself to this? I’d thought Allie and Malik would at least be a little awkward. But they were so completely comfortable, it was like Malik was her real husband and I was some kind of imposter. 

“Oh god yes! Fuck me with your hot cock, oh my god it’s so big!”

Allie’s cries made my eyes fly open again. Oh fuck. Malik was looking after her, alright. He was giving her what she’d been craving for years. My cock stiffened. Why was I so turned on? I was so fucking pathetic. I tried to move, but all that did was shift the butt plug around. I cursed again. Did Malik know I was in here? Restrained and dressed in panties while he was in complete control of my wife?

A shiver of pleasure made a fresh surge of blood enter my cock. It strained against the stretch of the panties, and I couldn’t deny that it didn’t feel good. 

There was something I liked about all this. And I was mortified.

“Be a whore for me, baby. Just like that, baby…” Malik murmured. 

“I’ll be a whore only for you,” Allie moaned. “Could you fuck my ass now?”

My jaw fell open. I wanted to yell out ‘stop!’ but I knew that would only make things worse. I didn’t want Malik to discover me like this if I started to scream at them. What would he think of me? Some kind of loser with a midget cocklette. 

Allie turned and scooted over to the side of the bed. She gently coerced Malik to turn to the side too. 

It was so I could see. 

I finally got to see the monstrosity that was Malik’s dick. There was no competition here, that was for sure. My pride—or whatever was left of it—quickly withered away as Malik smoothly thrust his dick into my wife’s hot asshole. He could only put a few inches in at first before he kept spitting on it to help slide it further inside. Then he started smashing again. Pulling her hair. Slapping her ass and hips so hard they had turned red. 

Allie, as always, was taking it all like a champ. 

I whimpered. Precum was leaking out of me and into my panties. I needed someone to touch me so badly. 

Malik stopped fucking. “What was that?” he growled. He looked around wildly, and then his gaze settled onto the closet. For half of a split second, his eyes met mine. 

I clamped my mouth shut. My heart shot straight to my stomach. No. The last thing I wanted was to be found. 

Allie giggled. “Probably a bird by the window. Or something.”

“Huh.” Malik curled her hair around his fist and pulled her head back to meet his gaze. 

I shivered as the horrible truth descended on me like a boulder. I was scared of Malik. 

Allie glared back at him fiercely, like she was daring him to fuck her ass even harder. 

Malik shook his head. “You’re making me lose it,” he said. “How are you so hot?”

Allie bit her lip. “It’s okay. You can treat me like shit.”

Malik pulled harder at her hair. I saw her neck muscles strain as she twisted around. “I’ll break you. I’ll fucking break you.”

She moaned as he rammed into her again. I breathed a sigh of relief, though it ended in about two seconds. Allie was loving every second of it and I was so ashamed that I still had a boner. 

I lost all sense of time as I watched their bodies collide against each other and Allie rubbed herself raw while her ass got fucked. When she climaxed I thought I was going to ejaculate because my cocklette throbbed so fucking hard hearing her scream in ecstasy. A minute later Malik announced that he was close and swung Allie around. He shot his load all over her face. With his cum dripping down her eyelids, they kissed again. Slowly, they regained their composure and started cleaning up. 

I couldn’t wait for Malik to leave so I could get out of the closet. I wanted to jerk myself off so badly.

Allie got dressed in her bra and panties and Malik made his way to the door. 

I exhaled slowly. 

“Wait,” Allie called. “I know you wanted to meet my husband.”

“Oh yeah,” Malik said. “Where is he?”

Allie took his hand and pulled him towards the closet. Her lips twitched.

No. She wouldn’t. 

I heard the click as the closet door unlocked. I whimpered helplessly. The bedroom lights flooded into my face, and I blinked. 

Allie laughed. “Malik, this is Jackie. Jackie, say hi!”


CHAPTER 6

I wish I had been naked. 

Naked would have been better than wearing my wife’s panties.

I blinked up at Malik’s giant form. He was at least six foot five and two hundred thirty pounds. And I’d been right to be scared of him. He was leering at me like he’d pounced upon someone he used to bully in high school.

He looked at me with disgust.

“I didn’t know your husband was a fucking sissy,” he spat. 

Allie snickered. “I didn’t know that up until a couple hours ago either. Turns out he makes a pretty good sissy. Wanna see something cool?” She twisted me around and brought down my panties. I could imagine the base of my butt plug glinting in the light. I was so ashamed. 

“That’s fucking disgusting,” Malik said. He glared at me. “Is the thing mute?”

Allie laughed. “I think he’s just shy. I don’t think he’s seen such a handsome man before.”

I blushed. 

To my shock, Malik reached out and grasped at my waist. He brought down my panties. I squealed. I’d totally forgotten how to speak. His huge hand curled around my cock, which was so hard even though I was so humiliated. The look of disgust was clear on his face. He just wanted to play with me, and Allie was clearly egging him on. 

“This isn’t a cock,” he muttered. “That’s a clit.” He pulled on my cock. And then he roared with laughter. 

He was still touching me. And I was so sensitive after all that teasing that I just exploded. My cum landed all over him, and there was a lot of it. 

Allie gasped. “Jackie! How dare you spread your cummies all over this nice man’s chest!” 

I whimpered. 

“Clean it up at once,” she ordered. By the way her eyes glistened, I knew she was so glad I’d only gone ahead and humiliated myself. 

“How?” I asked quietly, jerking my arms against the cuffs. 

“Use your fucking mouth,” Allie said.

Malik drifted closer. The disgusted look on his face was made even worse as I tried to lick away my cum. He was impatient. He pinched my hair and shoved my face into his chest so I could clean him faster. It was like licking a warm, throbbing panel of steel. 

The two of them started talking like I wasn’t even there, and I was probably as red as a beetroot. I didn’t know what it was about Malik, but he zapped out all of my confidence. 

“You know,” he said. “The thing is good with her tongue. I’ll give her that.”

“Would you like to fuck her?” Allie asked. 

Malik flinched. “Baby. You couldn’t pay me a million bucks to fuck this creature.”

“I can make her sexier if you like.”

Malik didn’t answer. He just snorted. 

“How about next time? You’ll get two for the price of one.”

“Depends,” he said. “She’ll have to seduce me.”

I wasn’t sure if they were joking. They had to be. Allie just wanted to embarrass me. I imagined Malik’s huge dick fucking me the way he’d fucked my wife. I cringed. Did my wife hate me that much? To make me have sex with another man just for her entertainment? Just because she knew she had the upper hand?

No, she wouldn’t go that far…

Malik soon left. Allie uncuffed me and asked me to clean up the bed so we could sleep. Other than that, she didn’t say anything. I didn’t have much to say, either. Allie looked like she was in dreamland, trying to process the amazing night she’d just had, and I wanted to give her space. 

The bed was a complete mess. The pillows were on the floor and our bed sheets were strewn everywhere. The room stunk of sex and man sweat. Allie went to the bathroom to have another shower. As I was cleaning up the floor, I came upon a pile of used tissues on the floor. I picked them up and I instantly knew what they were. I brought them up to my nose and smelled it. A prickle of excitement ran through my body, and my cock started throbbing again. 

God, Malik’s cum shouldn’t be making me so horny…

But it did. And that was scary. 

I’d always known I was a submissive guy, but not to this extent. I thought about Allie asking Malik if he would fuck me. The cruel smile on her face as she joked with him about making me sexy so I could seduce him. With the grim way he’d looked down at me as I cleaned up my ‘mistake’, I knew he’d give me no mercy if he were to have his way with me. I’d be nothing more than a toy with a hole. Maybe that was exactly what I needed.

What was happening to me? 

I’d never known Allie to be so vicious. She was enjoying the power she had over me, now that the threat of divorce was over my head, and it was doing all kinds of fucked up things to me. If only I hadn’t been such a bad husband. I’d totally taken her for granted, and now it was coming back to bite me in the ass.

***

Allie finally came to talk to me the next night.

“You’ve been unusually quiet,” I said. 

“You have too,” I said. “But sorry. I’ve just been…processing things.”

“Well? What did you think about the experience?”

I hung my head low. “I know you enjoyed it.”

“Malik was amazing. So sexy. So attentive. He gives me what I really want,” Allie said. She raised an eyebrow. “But I wasn’t the only one who had an orgasm out of it. And that was a heck of an orgasm.”

I remembered blasting my cum onto Malik’s chest and then being ordered to lick it off. I shuddered. That was only one of the humiliating things to happen to me that night, and I just didn’t want to go there.

“Jacob? Does Malik having sex with me turn you on?”

I sighed. I couldn’t exactly lie to Allie. She’d get the truth out of me somehow. “It’s sex,” I said. “Of course it turned me on.”

“You know what? It turned me on, too,” Allie said. “Not just the having sex with Malik thing. The thought of you watching. Making you totally helpless.” 

“Really?” I was shocked. She hadn’t said I’d turned her on in…what? Months? 

Were we moving in the right direction?

“I’m going to ask you another question, Jacob,” Allie said. “And I want you to be totally honest.”

I turned to face her and took a deep breath. “Okay.”

“Does Malik turn you on?”

I wasn’t sure how to answer that. 

I mean, I wasn’t sure of the answer myself. 

I decided to be honest again. “He reminds me of what I don’t have, Allie. He has a big dick and I don’t. He’s great at fucking. I’m not. You obviously find him attractive. And you obviously think I’m not…so…”

Allie smiled. “Well, you know the good news? I think you can turn Malik on too. And you know what, that would turn me on so much too! I can imagine you already. A sexy skirt, stockings, big fake breasts, a wig. In fact, I think you could be a better whore for Malik than me.” 

My heart just sank. The fact that she didn’t even deny that she wasn’t attracted to me stung like crazy.

“Why are you doing this?” I asked her in a small voice. 

Allie didn’t answer. She looked over at me, power glazing over her big brown eyes. 

“Because I can,” she finally said. The pure pleasure she had in making me feel small and tiny oozed through every word like honey. “Because I like seeing you all helpless, babe. Willing to do anything for me. At least that way I can tell that you love me.”

I shuffled my feet. My dick was stiffening at the way she was talking to me. I’d always loved her. It was crazy to think she’d never felt that. 

“So what do you want me to do?” I asked. “Tell me what you want and I’ll do it.”

Allie smiled again. My chest brimmed with love and desperation. I’d never felt anything so intensely before. 

“I want you to pull down your pants and turn around,” she said.

I didn’t hesitate. She pulled my ass cheeks apart and then her finger was inside my ass. I groaned. She slathered some lube and inserted the pink butt plug inside me. She pushed it in hard until the whole thing popped into my asshole. 

“I want you to sleep in this tonight. Can you do that for me, babe?”

Humiliated, I nodded. 

“Here are some panties for you to wear,” she said, tossing me the pair she’d been wearing. “Pull it up tight so the plug stays put.”

She was silent as I wore her used panties. 

“As for what else I want you to do…” she said. “I’ll let you know when I want to.” 

Allie didn’t say another word to me.

I gave her a defeated smile and got ready for bed. 


CHAPTER 7

Life continued as normal the following week. As normal as things could be with me wearing panties and a butt plug to bed every night. Though it never stopped being extremely humiliating, the fact that Allie was giving my butthole attention was somehow affirming, though she didn’t seem interested in having actual sex with me. The butt plug, I realized, was the least I could do to please her. In fact…I could do more. I had to do more. I had to show her how much I wanted her. Loved her. Maybe…just maybe she’d even forget about Malik then.

One evening, Allie sent me a message saying that she was coming home early and she would like me to be there. I cut my shift short and stopped by the florist in the mall next to my office and picked up a bunch of lilies and roses. They were Allie’s favorite flowers, and this was the perfect moment to be a little romantic.

Once home, I unlocked the front door and stepped inside, being careful not to crush the bouquet as I closed the door behind me. Then I stopped short. 

I could hear noises from the bedroom.

Was Allie already home?

I trudged forward, my legs suddenly feeling weirdly heavy. And then I heard it. 

Sex noises. 

Allie was fucking someone in our bedroom. 

Malik. 

A lump formed in my throat. As I crossed the entryway I saw a big envelope labeled ‘READ THIS’ propped up at the kitchen table. Next to the envelope were…clothes. Women’s clothes. 

Sexy women’s clothes. 

“Oh god…” I murmured, picking up the envelope and ripping it open. 

This couldn’t be good.

Jacob, you asked me what I want you to do. I want you to wear everything laid out in front of you for me and Malik. Don’t bother coming into the bedroom if you don’t want to do it. We can have plenty of fun without you. Trust me. Love, Allie.

My heart went into overdrive as I took in what she wanted me to wear. All neatly laid out on top of the table like a big feast. Allie had kept her word. I saw a thong. Stockings. Heels. A skirt and a blouse. A baseball cap with actual hair attached. An open tube of lipstick.

My cock twitched. I couldn’t deny that the thought of being made into a girl was making me feel excited…

Allie was being completely serious. I could still hear Malik’s grunts coming from the bedroom. How could I confront them if I didn’t do what she said? I was too scared. 

I didn’t have any balls. 

You’re doing this for your marriage, I tried to remind myself. Not because you really want to dress up like a slutty girl. Not because your wife is dead set on making you seduce her new lover, no matter what it takes…

Before I could second guess myself, I gathered everything up and went to the guest bathroom and stripped down. The sounds of them kissing and moaning floated through the walls. Every smack and groan was like a blow to the gut, but my dick apparently loved it. 

I was so clueless I didn’t even know what order to wear the clothes in, but I knew I didn’t have much time to figure it out. 

I put the thong on first because panties were the ones I was most familiar with. It looked like a brand new pair, and was comfortable enough except for the actual thong part, which kept riding up my ass crack. 

I decided on the stockings next. They were dark enough that they concealed my body hair, which was kind of encouraging, though I wasn’t the hairiest person. Because hairy legs would be the worst thing to happen tonight, right? Maybe this wasn’t going to be so bad. I was just playing dress-up. And watching someone else fuck my wife. That’s all.

The skirt went on next. It was a red plaid skirt. Also new. Everything Allie had given to me this time was brand new. She wasn’t even making me wear her hand-me-downs. A pang of arousal went through me as I realized just how determined she was to turn me into a woman. That was strangely hot.

With the skirt on, I could no longer ignore the bra. Thankfully that didn’t take too much time. It had to be a wonder bra because once I hooked it on I had actual, somewhat spongy-looking cleavage. That was the moment I knew I really looked like a slut. I looked like a boy-crazy girl who was down for absolutely anything. Every part of this plan had been so well thought of by Allie. 

One by one, I put the rest of her humiliation plan to motion. The white top that plunged low enough to show off the bra I’d been made to wear. The baseball cap, clipped on, that made me look like I had the hair of a Victoria’s Secret model. The heels. They fit perfectly. Of course. And finally, the lipstick. 

What had I become? My reflection told me I wasn’t Jacob anymore. I had sex written all over me. The redder than red lips. The massive fake breasts, just barely concealed by my white schoolgirl top, probably could make any man salivate. Heck, they were making me drool. But all of this would mean nothing if I couldn’t turn Malik on…

I gulped. What if he chased me out of the room? Called me names? What if Allie didn’t think I still wasn’t sexy enough?

Enough. It was time to make a move.  

I cruised down the corridor—as gracefully as I could in five-inch heels. The bedroom door was open just a few centimeters. They were fucking, alright. Allie was squatting and jouncing on Malik’s cock while his big hands smothered her butt. She was naked except for her thigh-high stockings and heels. Both were the same kind I was wearing. So she’d wanted us to match for tonight. 

I crept into the room, and silently waited.


CHAPTER 8

At first I wasn’t sure if they saw me. I had to stand there like a complete cuck, watching as the bed—my bed—got messier and messier. I was so self-conscious, I could barely breathe. 

Allie suddenly stopped bouncing and turned to me. 

She didn’t say anything at first. Just bit her lip as her eyes glazed over, traveling up and down my outfit. It was like she was drinking every inch of my body. My new hair. My gigantic breasts. My belly button popping out from underneath the top. 

For the first time in a long time, I could tell she really wanted me. 

Just when I thought Allie would say something to me, she turned back around and kissed Malik passionately on the lips. “Thanks for making me feel amazing,” she said. “I love you.” She began slowly gyrating on Malik’s cock, sliding up then down so I could see his cock impaling her over and over again. His cock was drenched with her secretions.

She was horny beyond belief. 

Malik reached out to kiss her again and their tongues twirled. All while she was still riding him verryyy slowly. “God. You’re so much better than my husband,” she whispered. “You saw how small his cock was right? You were right. It’s a clit. I could barely feel him when he was inside me.” He nipped at her neck and she moaned. “And he can never control himself. Ugh. You have no idea how much you’re fucking up my life. I don’t think I can have sex with my husband again!”

I almost moaned out loud at her insults. It was cruel. So, so cruel. She really wanted to hit me where it hurt the most. 

“Are you happy for me, babe?” 

I froze. Allie was talking to me. 

“Yes,” I said quietly.

“Speak up, baby. What are you happy about?”

“That you found a man with a much bigger dick.” I covered my skirt up from the front, terrified that she’d see my boner. 

“Well, don’t just stare at us like a dummy and be a mood killer,” Allie said. “Come here.”

I walked unceremoniously to the bed. My heart was practically in my throat. 

“Say hi to Malik,” she said, grinning. 

She could tell I was terrified of Malik and wanted to rub it in. The thing was, I didn’t know why I was so afraid of him. He did look scary, but I was also such a wimp. Maybe it was because he reminded me of everything I wasn’t. 

“Hey sissy,” Malik said. He wasn’t even looking at me. “What do I call it?”

“You can call it whatever you want,” Allie said. 

“Butters,” Malik said to me. “You look like that girl from high school who sucked everyone’s dicks but still couldn’t get a boyfriend.” 

“You don’t think she’s hot?” Allie said seductively. “Not even a little?”

“Fugly face, but the body is a’ight.”

“Lift up the skirt, babe,” Allie said. “Show Malik your ass.”

I did as I was told. I couldn’t believe I was showing off my ass to my wife and her lover. 

“Shake your ass,” she said. 

Again, I had to obey her. I felt my ass move and jiggle in a way I’d never felt before. I was being gripped by some very dark and very taboo desires, and I couldn’t stop myself from being overtaken by them. Allie began slapping my ass to an imaginary beat, and I loved that. As her hands thundered down on my flesh, hitting me harder and faster, I just moved and bounced my ass more vigorously. 

“You like that? You like showing a man your hot ass?” She was shouting at me again.

I whimpered and said nothing. Just kept jiggling my hips and bottom. Suddenly, I felt a hot brick lay down on my bare ass cheek. It gave my ass a good squeeze. My heartbeat went through the roof. 

It was Malik. 

“So would you tap that?” she asked.

“No, never,” Malik said, and laughed like an ox. 

They both kept laughing. 

This was so humiliating. Was Allie really going to convince Malik to fuck me? He was so rough. Could I even handle that?

A chill ran down my spine as I realized I was really imagining riding Malik like my wife had ridden him. 

What the fuck was wrong with me?

“Ready for round three, baby?” Allie said. “Jackie, give his shoulders a rub while he fucks me.”

I trotted to Malik’s side. I was too scared to even touch him. He was just so big and bulky. I swallowed and placed my clammy hands on his smooth, dark shoulders. Good fucking lord. It was like touching a giant slab of concrete. 

Malik groaned as I began massaging him. 

“I’m glad you’re making yourself useful, Jackie,” Allie said. 

I nodded. I wanted to serve them in any small way I could—at least that way I didn’t feel completely worthless. 

“That feels good, butters,” Malik grunted. “Keep doing whatever the hell you’re doing while I bless your wife with my dick.”

“I will,” I squeaked. 

My little fingers slid and slipped on his sweat-laden back as I continued to make him feel good. I didn’t even need any massage oil. His skin was that good. This was the guy who had wooed Allie, dominated her, and made her fantasies come to life. I had to respect that, right?

I watched Allie fuck him until she was just about to cum. She just bent over and collapsed onto Malik’s chest, wrapping her arms around his neck and whimpering with need. Her beautiful face was mere inches away from mine, her full lips red from excitement and almost swollen with arousal, a trail of bite marks all down her neck. I wanted to grab onto her and kiss her while she came in my arms. But I couldn’t. She wasn’t mine. Not tonight. 

Malik grunted loudly and lifted Allie off his lap so he could thrust into her from below. I could literally see the soft wet pink of her inner pussy spread even more for him. 

“Watch me, babe! Jackie! Watch me cum on his dick!” Allie cried out, her eyes clenched shut as she rode her orgasm.  

This was too hot. With one palm on Malik’s back, I placed the other underneath my skirt and stimulated my clit a little as I watched the show. I was wet, too. I touched myself because I knew I could only do this while I was horny. 

“That was amazing. I love you, baby,” Allie whispered.

“Anything for a chocolate-loving whore like you,” Malik rumbled, and squeezed her butt so hard he left finger marks on the sides.

Allie’s eyes glittered with excitement. “You’d do anything?” She turned to me, her eyes narrowing with suspicion at my missing hand. I slowly snuck it out and placed it back on Malik’s back, having a sick kind of pleasure at smearing a little of my naughty pre-cum over his god-like body. “Would you be willing to fuck my sissy husband?”

I gasped. There was no way she was serious.

Allie rolled her eyes at me. “Don’t act so surprised. Why do you think I dressed you up like a slut? Got you used to the plugs?”

“Plugs?” Malik asked, his brows wiggling. 

“You saw it the other day, baby. Tell him, Jackie.”

I felt shy all of a sudden. “Allie has been making me wear a butt plug every night,” I said. “To stretch my back hole.”

Malik laughed. “You’re sick, Allie.”

Allie pouted. Even though Malik was crazy dominant, she knew where the real power lay in their relationship. “My theory is the only way to teach him how to make love like a man is to have sex like a woman. So. What can he do to make you want to fuck him?”

“There’s only one way I guess. The thing will have to seduce me,” Malik said.

My ass clenched at those words. Seduce? How the fuck do I seduce a man?

“So, Jackie, it’s your turn to tell me. Do you want Malik to fuck you like a woman?” Allie asked me. “Be honest.”

The room swayed and swam in front of me. My body felt weak and rubbery. I was giddy with fear. 

I wanted to think with my brain, but I just couldn’t.

“I do,” I choked. 

Allie gave me the brightest smile in the world. She was getting some kind of depraved pleasure from seeing whether I could turn on a straight man. She called me to the bed and asked me to touch Malik’s cock. It was so weird yet thrilling to have his cock in my hand. It had gone floppy again, but as I held it and slowly pumped it up and down I could feel it start to harden, though that was more down to Allie’s sexy whispers to Malik than to my touching. Once it was getting hard, Allie ordered me to take it in my mouth. 

“Suck it, baby,” she said, swiping my long fake hair over my shoulder. “You know you want to!”

His musk sifted through my nostrils and I felt weak again. I knew if I wasn’t so horny I would’ve retched all over it. But I didn’t want to show Malik that on any other day I would’ve found his whopper utterly disgusting. Just in case he somehow got pissed off. So I let his man smells permeate my body and bravely started to lick him. 

“Don’t lick it, fucking suck it,” Allie snapped in my ear. 

She pushed me away and took hold of Malik’s cock. 

“Let me show you how it’s done.”

Allie proceeded to give him the hottest blowjob in the world. She teased him by licking his head like a lollipop before plunging the entire thing confidently into her mouth. Malik’s groans and grunts soon filled the room. Then she handed it over to me. She’d just taught me something a wife should never have to teach her husband. I just gave her a look and her evil smile made my stomach quiver uncontrollably. Something about this was so wrong. So hot. When I tasted Malik again, his cock was pulsating excitedly on my tongue. Then Allie ordered me to choke on his cock, telling me that Malik would love it. So I did it. I slithered his penis down my mouth until I was really close to gagging and I left it to throb there for a while before letting go, only to do it all over again. Precum sifted through my lips and rested on my tongue, and I tasted it eagerly. Goddamnit. I wasn’t a man anymore. My wife had turned me into a whore. 

“Baby, it’s time,” Allie said sweetly. She was holding up two pink furry handcuffs. 

I was quickly cuffed to the bedposts, my arms stretched out like two sticks of spaghetti. I was sprawled out, sporting a blouse and a skirt, my body handed over to a man who was built like a tank and had the sexual appetite of a starving grizzly bear. I had no control now. No control over what was happening to me. 

Malik licked his lips. He gave me a smile, but the smile didn’t reach his eyes. 

I must’ve looked terrified because Allie patted me on the head and said, “Don’t be scared, babe. I’m right here.”

Malik snickered. “You ready, butters?”

I whimpered. 

My chest heaved in the short silence that followed. Then two meaty hands grasped the curve of my hips and the sound of tearing fabric blasted my ears. Malik was practically ripping my stockings and thong to shreds. Cold air swept through my now completely exposed butt, and then hot fingers clawed at my skin, parting my cheeks and revealing my dark puckered hole. Those brutish hands squeezed my ass so hard it felt like he was digging straight into my body. His touch was so fucking rough. 

The thought of Allie and Malik seeing the most intimate part of me sent shivers down my back. 

I heard the emptying of a lube bottle and the brazen sound of Malik spitting a few times on his cock. 

Then his slippery wet pole wedged itself against my rear entrance.


CHAPTER 9

This was it. The destruction of Allie’s husband. 

I had been turned into a sissy plaything by my wife and now her fuck buddy and lover was about to rail me hard. 

For once, my crazed mind had come to a halt. It was like I’d finally accepted my fate. 

“Oh my god!” I yelped as Malik entered me. 

“Deep breaths now,” Allie said. “I won’t lie. It’s going to hurt a little. But you’re a big girl now and I know you can take it.”

I gritted my teeth and forced myself to take deep, full breaths. Motherfucker. It hurts. I clambered forward a bit and held onto the railing of the bed for support. The pain was more of a tight tension than anything else, and Allie’s soft fingers were helping me stretch open. I let out a faint groan. As Malik slowly slid his way into me, I felt myself beginning to let go. All the tension was loosening up and my asshole was inviting a stranger’s cock inside it. 

“You like it, babe?” Allie murmured, her long nails scratching my back. “You like the big black cock in your ass?”

I clutched onto the railing harder. All I could see was red. 

“He’s in deeeeep,” Allie said, more quiet now, as if she was completely mesmerized by the scene before her. “Oh god…oh god…”

The pressure was almost too much. Almost. I bit down on my tongue to keep myself from crying like a sissy.

“You look so sexy like this, babe,” Allie said softly in my ear. “This is the hottest I’ve ever seen you. I’m so happy you’re doing this for me, babe. Fuck. You’re taking him so bravely. Such a good girl. Do you want Malik to start pumping now? Pumping your hot little pussy? Just for me?”

“Uh-huh,” I whispered in a soft, girly voice. 

“Keep that pussy nice and open, babe,” Allie said. “Yes, just like that. Malik loves fucking you. I can see that. I bet you’re tighter than me. God, how do you feel about letting such a handsome man fuck you? Do you think you can make him cum, baby? Do you?”

I whimpered like a helpless puppy. Her words danced inside my head. She was being so fucking dirty. The room swung back and forth as I gave up my asshole to my wife’s boyfriend. I felt like I was slipping away into the crater of a volcano. The pull of pleasure and sin was too much. It was done. There was simply no coming back from this. Malik held me by my bony hips and fucked me like I was a doll. There was almost an anger to the way he was claiming my body. He was fucking me exactly the way I watched him fuck Allie. He grabbed me roughly by the hair, pulling on the clips so hard it made my scalp scream. My spine bent his way as he urged me to look at him. There was so much revulsion in his face. He hated me. He hated me so much because…maybe he liked it. Maybe he liked fucking a small, tight virgin sissy like me. 

I stared back at him defiantly, urging him to take me even harder.

“Look at you babe,” Allie said. She had her horny voice out now. “You love this. I knew you’d love this! Tell me how much you want this, babe…”

“I want more,” I said shamelessly. “I need more.”

Malik definitely heard that, because the next thing I knew my legs were being lifted up into the air. I cried out as he made me spread my limbs open so wide I thought I would break. My head pressed into the pillows, and all I could feel was his powerful thrusts going downward into me, gravity helping him slide his massive, amazing dong even deeper into my depths. My body didn’t belong to me at all. It was his and Allie’s. And they could do whatever they wanted to it.

And just like that, without warning, shockwaves of pleasure violently ripped through me. My liquids began spilling out of me with the ferocity of a waterfall. It spattered everywhere—or that’s what it felt like. I had been fucked in the ass until I’d cum. And Malik was still fucking me, even as I shook and shuddered and gasped through the orgasm. I knew no one cared that I’d cum. No one in the room cared about my pleasure. All they wanted was to take from me.

Malik let me fall to the bed and onto my own foul puddle of cum. Then he pulled me by the hair again and slapped me. 

I whimpered as he towered over me, his hot breath warming my neck. “You like this, butters?” he thundered.

I bit my lip and nodded. 

I could tell he was getting close. He was fucking me like an animal in heat. Every bone in my body ached. 

Fuck. I wanted this to happen every day. 

The torment had lasted for so long but I knew that when it was all over I’d think it ended too soon. My skin grated against the cuffs and Malik’s cock slipped out. His hands stretched my crack open again, his thick fingers hooking themselves inside my asshole as he forced my body to open. His dripping cock bolted its way inside my asshole. I moaned. My little clit was hard all over again. 

“Where would you like Malik to cum, babe?” Allie asked happily. She was trying to fix my hair. “Just a warning…he cums a loooot. Maybe I’ll have him shoot it up your ass. Do you want to feel Malik explode inside your boipussy? Like he did in mine? God it feels amazing, especially in your ass. There’s no feeling like that in the world.” We made eye contact, and the fire in her face made me melt. “Do you want Malik to cum on your face? Ruin those pretty red lips? Your eyes? How about inside your mouth? Do you want to taste his cum?” She giggled. “Hmmm. I’ll tell you what. How about we let Malik decide? You’ll do whatever Malik wants, right?”

“I’ll ruin that fucking mouth of hers,” Malik said. 

“Wow. That sounds perfect,” Allie said before turning to me. “I know you’re too tired to speak now so nod if you understand. I’ll uncuff one arm so you can turn around and face both of us, okay?”

I nodded weakly. 

The walls closed in as my wife unlocked the cuff off one wrist. The next thing I knew, Malik was pushing his throbbing penis into my mouth. His cum entered my throat like the rush of a raging river. Its hot, sour taste filled my mouth. Malik spurted some more, shooting load after load of his pleasure into me. Allie was shouting at me to take it all in. When my mouth was full I swallowed it all. She didn’t know I’d had zero intention of spitting. 

Once I sucked every drop of cum out of Malik and licked his manhood to perfection, Allie pulled me close and kissed me. It was the first kiss in a long time where I felt like she actually loved me. She smelled like Malik, but then again, I probably smelled like him too. It would’ve been impossible not to smell like that after having sex with a big man like him. My asshole was still shivering and puckering. Allie’s tongue found mine and we both moaned. I thought about the flowers I’d bought her, still lying on the table. Hopefully a divorce wasn’t in the cards any time soon.

I felt so full. And it wasn’t just because of all the cum inside me. As Allie kept her lips on mine, I wondered how I could break it to her that I’d do anything to have this happen to me again. Have her dress me up like a slut and have her lover take me. 

Maybe he could cum right in my ass next time. Allie would like that…


THE END

Thank you for reading!

Lots of love, Rae


Also by Rae Robinson:

Total Submission: 15-Book Mega Bundle

[image: ]

Are you ready to worship her?
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Jasper is twenty-five and has lived an embarrassingly sheltered life. Still living with his mom and her boyfriend, he’s got a dead-end job, zero experience with the opposite sex, and a social life that’s as dry as wood. But all that changes when retired actress Julia Glendower moves in next door. Glamorous, sexy, and nearing sixty, Julia is so far out of Jasper’s league she might as well be from another species.

When Julia makes advances on Jasper, however, he can hardly believe it. He’d do anything to sleep with this gorgeous mature woman…even if sexy times with her looks to be a little different. So what if she likes to dress him in pink? And have him wear a wig and act like a girly girl for her pleasure? No big deal…not when she’s so sexy it boggles his mind.

Jasper can’t wait to finally do it with her. And with Julia, it’ll definitely be one to remember.
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Wesley’s beautiful wife Clara is everything he ever wanted, with one tiny exception: she’s possibly more vanilla than an entire tub of soft serve. And the more he fantasizes about her sporting a leather whip and making him worship her in the bedroom, the more doomed he feels about their sex life.

But everything changes when a mysterious pamphlet arrives in the mail, just days before their seventh wedding anniversary.

Sent by the School of Femdom, the pamphlet advertised a series of training classes for married women who crave taking control of their husbands. Wesley is convinced the classes will be the key to unlocking his dream life and unleashing Clara’s inner dominance—not least because they’ll be run by the enigmatic Mistress Yasmina and her sexy blue-haired assistant Lady Kim.

When he takes the guts to finally ask Clara if she’d be interested, he’s shocked when she actually agrees to go.

And just as promised, his sweet wife soon begins her transformation into a stunning dominatrix.

But Wesley is about to find out first-hand that the School of Femdom doesn’t just teach women about femdom. In fact, they have a unique specialty: transforming submissive husbands into feminized sissy harl*ts who take worshiping their mistresses to an extreme new level.

And it’s just his luck that Mistress Yasmina and Lady Kim have taken such an unusual interest in him.

When Wesley is suddenly ordered by Clara to wear skanky dresses, sashay around in high heels, and be in 24/7 chastity, he discovers that being a sub is actually much harder than it looks. But unfortunately for him, that’s just the tip of what’s to come…
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