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Obsessions

“You become what you think about all day long.”

― Ralph Waldo Emerson





Chapter 1

My name is James, and this is my story. I guess you could say I went from the man of the house to…well you will see. I have been happily married for some time now to a wonderful wife. We are both happy and have the American dream, a nice house in a nice neighborhood, nice cars, and good jobs. On the surface, everything is wonderful. However, on the inside, I have been battling something I can’t understand. I have this craving, an obsession that has been building for months. I want to watch my wife with another man. But not just any man will do. I want to see her with a black man, one with a huge cock and watch him completely destroy my wife’s pussy. For the life of me I don’t know why I want this. Ever since I discovered interracial porn for the first time it planted a seed in my brain. That seed has been growing and the thought of it has been festering in my brain. The problem is, my wife Britt, is a very loyal and loving wife. She would not cheat on me and I have never even caught her looking at another man. She is the prim and proper wife that you would never expect to do something like that. She’s blonde, 5’5” and a trim 95 pounds. Her breasts are not really big but the C cups on her petite frame make them look bigger. For over a year now I have been trying to find a way to tell her what I want, but I am so afraid she will get mad at my idea and shut it down. Sometimes, an obsession will make you do things you don’t want to do, but you do them anyway to fulfill them. I just didn’t know what lengths I would go to make it real. I could never just come right out with it and tell her. Unfortunately, I didn’t have to do that.
Yesterday, I was outed by a stupid mistake I made. I had been in my home office, supposedly working, but I was jerking off to a new cuckold video I had found. That in itself wasn’t a problem because Britt never bothers me while I am in the office, but when I left, I forgot to close it. Usually this wouldn’t be an issue since she never uses the computer there, but today, Britt’s laptop went on the fritz and unfortunately, she decided to use my computer in the office until hers was fixed. I was in the garage, tinkering like I do a lot and decided I would go take a jerk off break and headed for the office. I didn’t know she was there, and it surprised me to see her sitting at my desk. I knew something was wrong because her face was red, and she seemed in a daze.
“Britt? What’s the matter baby?”
“Umm…James, what have you been watching on your computer?” she asked in quiet disbelief as she sat there looking at the screen.
I instantly went on guard and stood there stunned. A frenzy of emotions slapped me at the same time. Panic and fear caused my spine to straighten, and I tried to keep the horror off my face. My first thought was ‘Oh shit!! What did she find?’
“What are you talking about?” I said nervously.
She looked over at me with an expression I didn’t quite recognize. She didn’t look happy, but it wasn’t anger. It was more like disappointment and amazement rolled together. 
“These videos you have in your history…what have you been watching?” she asked as I began to panic more.
“Umm…I ah…” I stuttered.
“They are all videos of white women and black men. Is…is that what you like?” she asked in an amazed voice.
“Well…I um…I thought it was kind of sexy.” I gushed out as the panic took over my mind. I didn’t know what to say. I had been working on a way to break it to her gently about what I wanted, I didn’t want it to be this way where it was thrown into her face. I couldn’t lie about it either. She was sitting right there, and I could see she had pulled up my browsing history. I didn’t know what to do or say.
“Sexy?!” she said in a surprised tone.
The way she said it made me cringe. The panic set in deeper.
“Uh…yeah…I mean…the contrast between the skin…it just sets me off.” I stuttered out. I was still at a loss for words and full of panic. I had been caught and was frantically trying to figure a way out of this.
“Skin contrast? Is that all?” she said, looking back to the screen. “James, most of these videos are of a husband watching his wife…and the titles…husband watches wife go black…husband watches wife get bred…cuckold husband watches wife with black boyfriend…you like these kinds of videos?” she said as if she were amazed.
My head dropped in defeat. There was no way out of this now. What was I going to say? I just stood there silently as she stared at me waiting for an answer. Finally, I got up what little courage I could muster.
“I um…I think it's hot…I mean for the husband to watch like that…It…well, it turns me on.” I admitted sheepishly.
She sat there for a second, then like a light switch, her expression changed. My heart dropped when her eyes bulged out and her mouth opened in shock and anger appeared in her eyes.
“No! If you are thinking that you are going to get me to sleep with someone else while you watch…you can forget that!” she almost yelled out in a raised voice. “I am not doing that! No way!” she said as she got out of the chair and angrily started for the door.
I instantly went into damage control mode, hoping I could fix this.
“Honey, I wasn’t asking for you to do it. I just thought it was hot…that’s all. Come on Britt…I love you…I wouldn’t dream of you with another guy.” I pleaded as I lied.
Britt stopped as I said that and turned around with a questioning look on her face.
“So…you don’t want to see me with another man?” she said in a questioning tone.
“No honey, I love you. I don’t want to share you.” I lied again, hoping to convince her as my heart sank thinking that my dreams of watching her taking a long hard black cock were being blown away like dust in a storm.
She stood there for a second looking at me. She had sad eyes and that too was breaking my heart. From the look she was giving me, I could tell she didn’t quite believe me, but she began her act that she did.
“I…I’m sorry baby,” she said as she walked up and hugged me. “I just assumed that since that’s what you liked to watch that kind of thing, you would want me to do it.” she said as she hugged me tight. “I just couldn’t do that. It’s too much like cheating. I’m sorry.”
I hugged her back tightly even though I was distraught. My obsession of seeing her with a black cock was gone. This was just the sort of reaction I was afraid of.
“It’s ok honey. No harm done.” I said as I tried to console her. I was still sad, but I guess I would just have to live with the fact she wouldn’t do it. I would just have to live vicariously through the videos.




Chapter 2

It has been a few weeks since that episode in the office. Things were pretty much normal between us, but I still had that longing to make my obsession come true. I had abandoned all plans I had thought about before. I really didn’t want a repeat of the office incident, so I just lived vicariously through the videos that I continued to watch and jerk off to.
Sex with Britt was wonderful, but it would be considered kind of plain and vanilla by most people’s standards. It was so much like a routine and very rarely spontaneous. It usually started when we got in bed with a little kissing. Generally, I would play with her pussy a little to get it wet and she would stroke my dick some to get it hard. On rare and special occasions, she might give me a blow job, but mostly she just stroked me until I was hard. She was usually easy to get wet, so extra lube wasn’t needed. Once I was hard, she would usually pull me onto her or I would roll her over into the standard missionary position and we would fuck. Sometimes, again on rare occasions, we would fuck doggy style, but she seemed to prefer missionary the most. That was usually all we ever did, and to be honest, it was kind of boring. But I loved her and she was so beautiful to me and most of the time it was enough. We were both still satisfied sexually so I never complained. Still, I always wondered if her orgasms were real. She would moan and tell me she was cuming, but it was never like I saw in the videos. Honestly, I am not very well endowed. On a good day I might be five inches max. I always wondered if I was really making her cum or if she faked it. I had asked her one time about this, and she got defensive about it telling me that she did and wasn’t faking. I hoped I was making her cum, but I also wondered what it would look like if she fucked a big cock and if she would act different when she came on it.
One night after one of our vanilla love making sessions, she was spooned up to me as I held her. My mind was lost on the question of her orgasms again when she caught me off guard with a question.
“Honey are you still watching those videos?” she asked cautiously.
I was stunned by the question.
“Um…yeah, I still watch them sometimes. Why?”
“I was just curious. You still don’t want me to do it, right?”
I panicked again. I wanted to tell her the truth, but I didn’t think she was ready to hear it. So, I lied again.
“No honey, I just think it’s hot. I know you aren’t into that, and you wouldn’t want to be shared.”
Her head popped up and she looked back at me with a questioning look.
“I thought you said it was you that didn’t want to share me?”
I panicked again. It was damage control time once again. I just hoped I didn’t say something that would upset her again.
“Well, yeah. That’s what I meant., I guess it came out wrong.” I said nervously.
“But that’s not what you said. You said I wouldn’t want it…not you. James, tell me the truth…I promise I won’t get mad. Would you really want to watch me with someone else?” she said in a pleading tone.
I felt trapped. My slip of the tongue had gotten me in trouble and this time it seemed like I wouldn’t be getting out of it so easily. I could lie for a second time and hope she would believe me, or I could tell her the truth. That seemed so dangerous to me. What if it backfired? Should I take the chance? When I opened my mouth, I wasn’t sure what I was going to say.
“I…I would. But I know you don’t want to do that. I would never force you to do it. I love you, and I don’t want to do anything that would make you not want to be with me.”
My heart sank as she didn’t say anything and turned and put her head back down on my chest. I just had the feeling of dread washing over me. I had screwed up. What is going to happen now? I hugged her a little tighter hoping she wouldn’t try to pull away. To my surprise, she actually nestled into me more. I felt relieved at that part anyway. I was still worried about what would happen now that I had admitted what I wanted.
We laid there spooning and cuddled up for a while. I was still wondering how bad I had screwed up. She hadn’t said a word after my admission and that worried me.
“James? If…if I…I really need to think about this…ok?”
I couldn’t help it. My jaw dropped wide open. Was she really even considering it?
“I…I don’t know what to say. I don’t want to pressure you into this. That wasn’t my intention.” I said nervously trying to reassure her.
“I know, and you’re not. You have always been so good to me and it really seems like you really want it. I’m not saying I will, I just need to think about it…ok?”
“Of course. I am just grateful you would even consider it.” I said, amazed.
“I’m not promising anything yet.” she said a little sternly.
“I know. Like I told you, I wouldn’t make you do anything you didn’t want to do.” I said caressing her.
The last thing I remember before falling asleep was how much I loved this woman.
The next few days were normal. Nothing else was said about that night and what we talked about. I gave her plenty of space and didn’t even hint about it. If she did it, I didn’t want it to be forced or push her to a hasty decision. She had to want it too, so I patiently waited for her answer and hoped it would be yes.
I went to bed as usual and she was there already waiting. I slipped under the covers and turned to kiss her goodnight. When she kissed me, she lingered a bit and kissed me again but passionately this time. Usually that was our sign that one of us wanted sex that night. I was giddy with excitement. This was the first time we have had sex since the night I confessed. We began to make out and I was in heaven. My wife has always been a great kisser. I ran my hand down her wonderful body to her wonderful ass. I heard her moan into my kiss as I did it and her passion heated up more.
She stopped kissing me and looked me in the eye with that playful and teasing smile she had. “Why don’t you turn on one of those porno’s you like. We can watch it together.” she said slyly.
My heart stopped and my jaw dropped. She gave a little giggle to my reaction.
“Are you serious?”
“Of course, silly. Put one on and we will watch a little.”
I was stunned at first. Was this really happening? She was never a prude, but I didn’t think she was really one to watch pornos before. I had to act before she changed her mind. I couldn’t get out of bed fast enough. I linked the laptop to the tv and started one of my favorite videos. I quickly climbed back into bed, and she laid her head on my stomach and wrapped her arm around my waist and watched the screen.
A woman walks into the living room, still primping herself. She is only wearing lingerie and high heels. The camera view was from a man that is sitting on the couch, presumably her husband, and is watching her while holding the camera. The camera pans down a little and he is wearing panties with a silver metal chastity device on his little dick sticking out. I feel Britt clench a little when she sees it and her hug of my waist gets a little tighter.
“What’s he wearing down there?” she asked shyly.
“It’s a chastity device. It keeps him from playing with himself.” I said as I stroked her hair.
“Oh.” was her only reply.
The camera pans back up to the woman as she grins at him. The doorbell rings and you can see the delight in her face as she rushes to open the door. A large black man steps in and immediately the woman greets him then throws her arms around his neck and begins kissing him passionately. As the black man kisses her back, I hear Britt gasp a little as she tightens her grip on my waist, and I feel her legs wrap around one of mine and pulls it into her crotch. I almost chuckled, but I could tell the video was having an effect on her already.
The woman takes the black man by the hand and hurriedly drags him to the bedroom past the husband holding the camera without a word or acknowledgement to him. The scene continues as the husband gets up and follows into the bedroom to find the black man behind his wife next to the foot of the bed kissing her neck and fondling her breasts which he had pulled out of the lingerie. The husband casually walks around them and sits in a chair as they continue without acknowledging his presence. The black man strips the wife of her lingerie until she is naked. She turns around and drops to her knees, unbuckling the black man's pants and dropping them to the floor. I felt Britt tense again when his huge black cock came into view. It looked to be at least 10” and thick. 
“Holy shit.” I heard her whisper in awe.
I chuckled hearing her reaction and she turned her head and looked at me with a look of both fear and disbelief.
“That can’t be real. Nobody is that fucking big.” she said with wide eyes.
I chuckled. “You would be surprised how big they can get.”
She turned back to the screen still looking in disbelief. The woman began licking and then sucking on the massive cock in front of her. She looked like she was struggling to get the head of the cock in her mouth. She was only a third of the way down before she couldn’t go any further. I could feel Britt’s breathing getting heavier as she was transfixed on the screen. It brought a big smile to my face as I felt her hand slowly slide down and began rubbing my already hard dick through my boxers. When the black man lifted her up and laid the woman flat on the bed and began to eat her pussy, I felt Britt pull my dick out from my boxers and she began stroking it. I ran my hand down her back all the way to her ass and began rubbing it through her silky panties. I heard her give out a slight moan at my touch, so I went further. I slipped my hand under them and found my way to her soaking wet pussy and began rubbing it. She moaned slightly, then I let out a gasp of surprise as I felt her mouth engulf my little dick as she kept her eyes glued to the screen. I knew now she must be really turned on to suck my dick. She rarely did that.
When the black man on the screen stopped eating the woman out and crawled in between her legs, Britt lifted her mouth off of my dick and started slowly stroking me as she watched the screen anxiously. His big black cock lined up with the woman’s pussy and when he pushed the head in, the woman moaned loudly. I felt Britt grip my dick tightly and let out a little moan of her own. I quickly stuck two fingers in Britt’s pussy, and she moaned a little louder.  As the man on the screen picked up his pace, so did I. Britt laid her head on my stomach as she moaned harder, watching the screen still stroking my dick. The woman on the screen screamed out in passion as her orgasms overtook her so many times. I felt Britt’s pussy tighten, she tensed up as she let out a loud moan. I heard her gush out that she was cumming. I worked harder on her clit as she continued to tighten and moan. The orgasm she had was heavier than I had ever seen her have. As she came down from it her eyes were still glued to the screen. The woman and the black man changed positions several times and each time Britt orgasmed again watching his huge black cock go into the women's white little pussy. I took this as a good sign.
I was having a lot of difficulty holding back myself. It felt so good with Britt stroking my dick and watching both her reactions and what was going on in the video. It turned me on so much. I knew what was about to happen in it and I hoped I could hold off until the video finished so I had some left for Britt. Unfortunately, that didn’t happen. It was always a turn on and one of the roots to my obsession watching a black man cum in a white woman, and in the video that’s exactly what happened. He was fucking her hard in the missionary position and she was cumming hard and screaming. The black man on the screen let out a big growl as the woman yelled at him to fill her up. Britt was still stroking me hard and cumming herself when I couldn’t hold it. Cum shot from my dick as he pulled out of her and the cum flowed from her pussy. Britt gripped my dick tight and milked all of the cum from my little dick as she moaned harder. As my orgasm subsided, I pushed my fingers in as deep into Britt as I could while still rubbing my clit with my thumb. She started to tighten her pussy again and I could feel another orgasm brewing. Her eyes were still gulled to the screen when the camera seemed to shake a little and the scene changed. The black man seemed to be the one holding it as the husband dropped down and started licking the cum from his wife’s pussy. As soon as his tongue touched her pussy, Britt wailed out as her pussy tightened and her body clenched again. She grabbed my now softening cock with a death grip as her orgasm crashed through her. It was a massive orgasm like I had never seen her have, even bigger than the one before and it amazed me. I pulled my fingers out of her dripping pussy, and she seemed to go limp and let go of my dick and laid there.




Chapter 3

The screen was now dark as the video had ended. Britt didn’t say a word but laid there with her head on my stomach panting. I was amazed at how she had reacted to the video. It gave me hope that I was finally getting somewhere by convincing her to carry out my obsession.
“Did you enjoy that?” I said with a grin.
She didn’t look back or move. “It…it was different.” she said cautiously.
My heart dropped a little. She seemed to be so turned on from it, but her response seemed so blah. I also caught a sense of fear in her voice, sort of a hesitant feeling.
“So, you didn’t like it? You seemed so turned on by it.” I said cautiously.
She turned and looked back at me and she looked apprehensive and almost scared.
“No, I…I liked it.” she paused and then the look of fear in her eyes took over. “Maybe a little too much. But I…I don’t know if I could do that though.” she said as her eyes and head tilted down.
My heart dropped again. I felt like I was so close.  “Why?” I asked softly.
She looked back with sympathy in her eyes this time.
“I know you want that, and it was kind of hot, but I…I don’t think I could do that to you. I just wouldn’t feel right doing that. It would be like cheating on you.”  she said sadly.
“Honey, how would it be cheating if I knew about it, and I was in the room? How could it be cheating if I am the one asking for it?” I pleaded.
She didn’t say anything, but she laid her chin down on my stomach and her eyes turned downward as if she was thinking. She stayed that way for a minute as I gently stroked her hair. When she looked back up at me, I could see the hesitation in her eyes.
“James, are you really sure this is what you want me to do? I mean really sure?”
“It is, but if you don’t want it, I don’t want you to do it.” I reassured her.
She hesitated again and looked back down. “I don't know. I think that video was really…spicy. But I’m not sure I could, you know, take a huge cock like that. I have never seen one so big.” she said with a little tremble in her voice. “And there is something else in the back of my mind that bothers me too.”
“What’s that?” I said softly as I caressed her cheek.
“You're not doing this so you can…” she looked down in shame. “So you can say since I am fucking other guys, you can fuck other women now, are you?” She looked back up with a little hurt in her eyes. “Because I don’t want that. I don’t want that at all.”
“Baby noooo.” I gushed out. “I don’t want other women. I just want you. Listen, this whole situation is more about me than you. You'd be doing this for me, and I love you for that. I know you have your hangups about it, but I don’t want you thinking I want to do this to fuck other women.” I pleaded.
“You don’t want other women?” she asked suspiciously with a tinge of pleading in her voice.
“Of course not. This is mainly about my obsession, baby. Nothing else. Besides, once you try it I’m sure you will like it. They are bigger than me and I know they will make you cum better than I can.” I grinned.
I could see the puzzlement in her eyes when I said obsession, but she recovered quickly. Then her face took on a more concerned look. “Honey, I don’t know if I could take something that big. It looked like it would split me in half.”
“Well, we can work you up to it. You wouldn’t have to take one that big at first.”
“Work me up to it? How?”
“We can get some toys. Ones bigger than me, and I could help you stretch out a little. We could even role play a little if you like.”
She laid her head back down on my stomach, looking back at the blank screen. It was like she was deep in thought. I began to worry again because she laid there for a while not moving or speaking. Finally, when she spoke, my heart began to race.
“Ok, we can try it with the toys first. But James, no promises, ok?” she said hesitantly.
I couldn’t help feeling a little joy hearing this from her. She said no promises and I could hear a slight tremble in her voice, but I knew I at least had my foot in the door. I also felt like that once she tried it, she would want it more.
The next day I scoured the internet for sexy toys. I found several dildos and vibrators that seemed to be what I was looking for. Of course they were all black. I hoped that would get her used to the idea of a black cock going into her and setting off a little of what she saw in the video. 
When the box arrived a few days later, I was like a kid at Christmas opening it. Britt’s eyes bulged as I pulled out the first dildo. It was dark black, about eight inches long and not too thick, but was way thicker than me and almost twice as long. The second one I pulled out was a monster. It was very thick and was twelve inches long. I marveled at how big and heavy it was when I held it in my hand. Britt’s face took on a tone of horror.
“Holy shit! You don’t think you're putting that in me, do you?!”
“Don’t worry baby. We will work you up to that.” I said gently and reassuringly.
She still had a look of worry in her eyes as she turned and walked away.
That night when we went to bed, I had the smaller dildo laid out on my nightstand which I had nicknamed the little monster. It was big, but nowhere as big as the other monster dildo. Britt went to bed and saw it there, and another look of worry crossed her face. She knew what I had planned for tonight. When she undressed, she kept staring at the little monster dildo. I knew she was a little on edge. I soothed her with gentle touches and kisses when she laid down. I didn’t want her to be scared. I wanted her to embrace this.
After I had her warmed up and I could feel her pussy was wet, I reached over and picked up the little monster dildo and my heart began racing. This was it. This was the beginning of turning my wife into what my obsession wanted. I lubed it up with a little bottle of lube we had. I didn’t often use lube because Britt was always so wet, and my little dick would easily slide in. But this was bigger than me and I wanted her to feel more comfortable. She watched intensely as I got it ready. When I got down between her legs and put the little monster next to her pussy and saw the color contrast, my obsession was taking over my mind. I imagined that there was a big black man about to penetrate my wife for the first time and I almost came right then. Britt’s shaking voice broke me out of my trance.
“Be gentle honey…please.” she said as she looked at me with pleading eyes.
I gave her a reassuring smile and shook my head in acknowledgement. I didn’t know if I could speak at that point. My mind wanted to focus on her tight little pussy and the big black appendage that was about to penetrate her.
Slowly I parted her labia as I began rubbing the black cock against her tight hole. As the head of it began to enter, I heard her whimper a little. This was bigger than any cock she had ever taken. I could feel the resistance when I began to push it in. I could tell her little pussy opening was beginning to stretch as it entered her with a slight pop. Somewhere in the back of my mind, I realized that Britt’s tight pussy would no longer be tight to me. It had always been able to grip my little dick when I was in her. I longed for the feeling of it loose, knowing another cock had been in her, a big black cock that had stretched my wife and gave her pleasure. That thought just made my little dick get harder.
Britt tensed as I pushed it in a little more. The hands that were at her chest before, came down and slapped the bed and grabbed the sheet. She let out a moan and chirp of pain. I stopped and let her pussy adjust to the little monster inside her.
“Holy fuck that thing is big.” she moaned out.
I couldn’t help but smile. This just made me harder, hearing her say that. After a few seconds of letting her adjust, I continued to push it in. It hadn’t even gone halfway yet. My eyes were transfixed on the black cock and her pussy. It looked so beautiful, and it just fueled my obsession more to see her with a real black cock in her. When it was halfway in, she again chirped out a little discomfort and I heard her pained voice call out for me to go slower. I stopped again and let her little pussy adjust. Again, I continued to slowly push then stop until it was almost all the way in. Her breathing was getting heavier, and her pussy was so wet, it began to drip. On the last push, she cried out as her hands again grabbed the sheets.
“Oh fuck! I can feel it in my stomach! Fuck, I have never felt this full! It’s so much bigger than you!”
Something in me clicked. My little dick already rock hard, somehow got a little harder and I had to fight back the urge to cum right then. Those words were music to my ears, something that I dreamed she would say someday, and it just fed my obsession even more.
I pulled back the black cock and pushed it back in slowly and I heard a moan escape her lips. Her hands moved back from the bed to her chest and she began tweaking her nipples. As I began to fuck my wife with the fake black cock she began crying out in pleasure.
“Oh fuck, yes! Holy shit that feels so good. Oh fuck, don’t stop, don’t stop!”
Then it happened. Britt’s moans began to get louder; her breathing was so heavy and her body was tossing side to side. I could feel her pussy grab the little monster cock that I was pushing in and out of her and it made it a little harder to move.
“Oh Fuck! I cumming, oh fuck I’m cumming!” she yelled out as her hands slammed back to the bed and took a death grip on the sheets.
I had never seen her react like that when I had fucked her. The orgasm that was taking over her body was so intense that I marveled at it. Her pussy clenched down so hard on the little monster; it began to push out of her tight pussy. As she cried out, her pussy no longer dripped, it gushed. The sight of that with the little monster inside her and her cries of passion was too much for me. With me just lightly stroking my little cock, it began to spew cum as the orgasm overtook me. As the cum spewed onto the sheets I bent over and pushed the little monster as deep as it would go into her. She cried out again very loudly this time and I felt a stream splash against my chest. I looked up to see her little pussy squirting cum in a stream that came out and bathed me. Britt had never squirted before with me, and I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. I was still in the throes of my own orgasm and couldn’t talk.
As my orgasm subsided, and Britt’s orgasm waned down, I slowly pulled the little monster out of her. Her pussy gushed again with the juices that were trapped in her. Her pussy gaped a little from the little monster and it looked so beautiful. I laid down with my head on her belly in an exhausted state. I could feel her hands touch my head softly as she began to stroke my hair. When I looked back up at her, I saw something so beautiful and soothing. Her face was almost glowing with a very contented smile. Her eyes were still closed but I could tell they were smiling beneath her eyelids. We stayed there like that for a few minutes before she opened them and smiled down at me.
“Oh James, I have never felt anything like that before.” she cooed.
I couldn’t help but smile. I knew I was one step closer to fulfilling my obsession and it felt wonderful. I softly kissed her belly in response.
She got a sly look on her face as her smile got wider.
“Baby? Do you think we could do it again?”
My heart fluttered as I gazed at her with my own smile as I gripped the little monster and prepared him for round two.




Chapter 4

After a few days of using the little monster on Britt, I could feel with my fingers that her pussy felt looser. My fingers had always felt tight in her, and I was never able to get more than two in her before. Now I could easily get three in and maybe more. I hadn’t fucked her with my little dick during that time, but I decided I wanted to try. The night I did, I could see a little disappointment in her eyes as I slid easily into her instead of the little monster. She felt so loose and wet, but her pussy wasn’t able to grip me like it had in the past. I could tell she wasn’t enjoying it like she did the little monster, and she didn’t even seem to react when I entered her. Usually she moaned as I entered, this time she just laid there in anticipation. As I gave her all I had, all I got from her was just a slight moan. My brain again went off into my obsession thinking about the little monster black cock I had been using on her and how her little pussy had stretched. I didn’t last more than five minutes before I came hard in her loose hole.
As I laid there on top of her, I knew she hadn’t been satisfied and I could almost feel the disappointment radiate from her body. My head lay next to hers over her shoulder and she turned her head and kissed my cheek. I looked back at her, and I saw her smile at me, but her eyes said something else. They were begging for more pleasure. In a soft pleading voice, she said something that made my heart jump.
“James, could we, could we use the dildo now? I really need to cum…and you…you couldn’t make me cum tonight. You just, well, you just came so fast and…you’re just not as big as it is.”
I knew it was happening. She was becoming a size queen. She had never complained about my size before, but now she wanted bigger. She was telling me in a gentle way that my little dick wasn’t satisfying her anymore. I quickly jumped up and got out the little monster and brought her to several orgasms before we went to sleep.
After that night our routine changed, and I could tell Britt was changing as well. At first it started with me fucking her with my little dick and cumming then using the little monster on her and making her cum. Then it started turning to me just using the little monster on her while I jerked off. We would usually cum at the same time because watching her with that black cock in her usually set me off.
Another thing that changed in Britt was that we had sex more often. A lot more often. Before, we had sex maybe once or twice a week. Now it was almost every night. It was like I had turned on a switch in her and she craved sex more. She was becoming insatiable. The thing she craved though was not me, but the little monster. Knowing that just set off my obsession even more.
I was at work the day before the Thanksgiving holiday and my boss decided as an early gift, he gave us a half day off. We were all stoked and I quickly gathered my things and headed home. Britt had the day off too, so I thought it would be nice to spend some time with her today. When I came in the front door, I called out to Britt that I was home but got no answer. I looked around downstairs for her but didn’t find her.
I headed upstairs and that’s when I heard the moaning coming from our bedroom. I quietly walked up to the open door and the first thing I saw was the tv. It was playing a cuckold porno that I hadn’t watched before. I saw a close up of a big black cock smashing a white pussy. The moans and screams from the tv were being drowned out by another moan. I cautiously looked around the door frame and saw something that made my little dick instantly stand up.
Britt was laying naked on the bed thrusting a black dildo in and out of her pussy. She was moaning and tossing her head back and forth as she pounded herself. What really caught my eye is that she wasn’t using the little monster this time, she was using the big one. I was amazed and wondered when she started using that one. The big black monster cock was stretching her wide open. Her legs were spread as wide as they could be to make it easier for the thick cock to enter her.
I was mesmerized. I didn’t know if I should walk in and interrupt her, join in, or stay quiet and just watch from here. Before I could decide what to do her moans changed to yelling out. What I heard made my cock get even harder.
“Oh yes! Oh God! Pound me with your big black cock! I want that cock deep in me! Give it to me!”
I instinctively reached down and began rubbing my little dick over my pants. It was so hot watching her and hearing what she was saying. She clearly was now fantasizing about a real black cock in her and I couldn’t help letting out a slight moan.
“Oh fuck, I want a real one! I want a real black cock in me, not some piece of plastic! I want a real man fucking me, not my little dick husband! Oh fuck, I’m going to cum!”
I came instantly in my pants. It was happening. She wanted a real black cock. She wanted someone else to fuck her besides me. The orgasm came so quick I could barely stifle the moan that came from my lips when I came. Her noise and the noise from the tv drowned it out and she kept on without missing a beat. I stayed there leaning against the doorframe trying to recover as Britt continued on.
“Yes!! Oh God I want that! I want to feel that cock! Give it to me! Cum in me! Oh fuck, cum in me hard!! Oh Fuck!!!”  
I glanced up at the tv to see the black cock pulsing inside the little white pussy and cum gushing out the sides of it. I was amazed. She wanted a black man to cum in her. If I hadn’t just cum, I know I would have then. Thinking about her getting creamed by a big black cock made my little dick jump. I quickly looked back at her and saw her tensed up in another orgasm and watched as she began to squirt. This was only the second time I had seen her do that. Her pussy gushed out cum in a long stream that shot out over the bed. When the orgasm subsided, she laid there motionless in bliss. I quickly backed up and went back downstairs quietly.
What I had just seen upstairs had me in a daze. It was happening. It was actually happening. I didn’t know if I should approach her about it or let her come to me. My emotions were all over the place. My obsession was coming true, but what she had said about not wanting to have sex with me hit in my gut. I had an idea of what I wanted to happen, but it had never occurred to me that she wouldn’t want sex with me anymore. Thinking back to the night I had sex with her, it started making sense to me. The disappointment in her face, the pleading in her eyes when she asked for the little monster. What was going to happen when she got the real thing? Suddenly for the first time I grew worried about what I was doing, but at the same time, I felt an overwhelming pang of lust for it as part of my obsession. I sat down on the couch deep in thought. Did I really want this to continue, or should I try to stop this. Maybe it was too late to stop. It occurred to me that she may not want to stop. My goal had been to make her want it and I wondered if maybe I had done my job too well. My mind was so captivated I didn’t hear Britt coming down the stairs.
My concentration was broken when I saw motion out of the corner of my eye. Britt came down in her robe and was carrying the bed sheets ruffled up in her arms. She didn’t see me sitting on the couch and she looked lost in thought to herself as she walked with a big smirk on her face. She disappeared into the kitchen headed for the laundry room. I sat there for a minute trying to figure out what to do. Then it hit me. I got up and went to the front door and opened it, then slammed it shut.
“Britt! I’m home!” I called out loudly, knowing she would hear it this time. 
“Honey, your home early” I heard her call out from the laundry room.
I quickly started to go into the kitchen and into the laundry area. Usually, Britt didn’t wear a robe during the day and I wanted to see what she said when I noticed. As I walked in, I couldn’t keep a knowing smirk off my face.
“Still in your robe?” I chuckled.
“Well, I needed to do some laundry and I wanted to get everything washed so I just left the robe on. I was starting with the sheets first though. They have been getting a bit of a workout lately.” she giggled back at me.
“I thought you just did laundry the other day?” I asked with a wicked smile and a raised eyebrow.
Her face flushed and a panicked expression overtook her. “Well… I … I uh, did do some the other day.” she stuttered out. “But I still needed to clean the sheets.”
“Why? Did you mess them up again?” I chuckled, still with that sly grin on my face.
She blushed even more, then her head dropped looking down with a guilty look on her face. A thin whispering voice replied. “Yes, I did.”
“You did?” I responded in mock surprise. I already knew what had happened, I just wanted it in her own words.
“I’m sorry honey. I know you like to watch and do it yourself. I just got really horny today. And…there is something else too.” she said with a hint of guilt. “I uh…I used the big one for the first time today.” She said looking back up to me to check my reaction. She knew I wanted to be there the first time she took the big monster; she just didn’t know I saw it. I couldn’t keep the smile off my face and my dick from getting hard thinking about what I saw earlier.
“And what did you think about it?” I said with a sly grin.
The shocked look that passed across her face momentarily just made me harder. She was expecting me to be mad that she didn’t wait for me, but she also didn’t know how I watched her, and heard what she was moaning out. She recovered quickly before a big smile appeared.
“Um…I loved it actually. I felt so full.  It was incredible.” she gushed out.
“I guess I will have to use that from now on.” I smiled back.
Her smile faded a bit, and she got a look on her face like she was thinking hard about something. She bit her bottom lip a little as she was concentrating. I could see worry enveloping her as she looked back up at me. It was easy to see that she wanted to say something but was afraid. When she looked me in the eyes they had a pleading look.
“James, are you sure about this? I mean, really sure, about all of this? This is what you want?” she said as her voice trailed off a little at the end and her head dropped again.
“Of course, I am. You’re not changing your mind, are you?”
“No!” she chirped out quickly and her head snapped back up then an embarrassed look formed on her face. “I mean, no, I am just worried because this is so unlike me. I would never have imagined this in my life.” she said in a slightly embarrassed tone. “I would never have thought I would ever want to cheat on you. But after these last few weeks, after what I have felt…” she trailed off and looked back at me with anxiety. I could tell she was hesitant to continue.
“You want to try it for real.” I finished for her.
Her eyes were sad looking and a bit confused. I could see she was fighting an internal battle with herself. I had heard what she had said in her throws of passion and knew what she wanted. Her sex sober self still didn’t seem to agree with her sex drunk side. I gave her a soft smile as she stood there looking pitiful. I reached out and hugged her into me to reassure her. I had just been fighting with myself just before this, so I knew how she felt. But I wanted this so badly because of my obsession, and now I knew she wanted it. I could also see how hard it was for her to admit to me that she wanted it. I held her tightly and whispered in her ear.
“It’s ok honey. You're not cheating on me. It was my idea, remember? It’s ok if you want to do this for real now. It’s what I want too.” 
She looked back up at me again, but the worry was still in her eyes. Her demeanor seemed like she was looking for reassurance that everything would be alright. I smiled down at her again as she just stared at me. I couldn’t quite put together what she was thinking of, but I just wanted to let her know things would be ok. This was my obsession, and I didn’t realize at the time, but there was something else bothering her.




Chapter 5

Since Thanksgiving was the next day, we didn’t talk any more about things that happened in the afternoon. Britt was quiet most of the night and seemed lost in thought a lot. We had plans to visit her parents for the holiday and the ride to their house the next day was a quiet hour-long affair. I could tell she was still conflicted, and I didn’t want to push her. We had a nice visit with her parents, but her mother asked her several times if anything was wrong. She could tell Britt was preoccupied with something, but Britt just put it off as being tired.
On the ride home, she seemed almost depressed and even though I wanted to try and make her feel better, I didn’t know how.  I was beginning to think that her moral side was overriding her sexual side, and she wouldn’t go through with it. I wondered if talking more about things would help. As she was staring out the window, I decided to try and bring up the subject or at least find out what was wrong.
“You’re being quiet over there. You look like you’re lost in your own world. Want to talk about it?”
Britt didn’t look back at me, but I could tell she heard me. I saw her take a deep breath before she finally turned back and looked at me with a sad look.
“I still don’t know if I can do this James. It just feels so wrong, but at the same time…” her voice trailed off.
“You’re still worried about the cheating part, aren’t you.”
Britt just shook her head. “That, and well, some other things too.” I could still hear the conflict in her voice.
“I told you before, baby, it’s not cheating if I am there and approving of it.” I said tenderly.
“I know. But I wasn’t brought up that way. I was always taught to be loyal, and cheating should never happen. I don’t know. Maybe I am just too old fashioned.”
I couldn’t help chuckling a little. “Old fashioned, huh.”
She stayed quiet and didn’t answer me right away. Finally, she turned to me with her sad expression and my heart broke for her. She looked so sad, but this was supposed to be fun for both of us. I could tell she was in pain, emotional pain and conflicted. I began to feel bad about what my obsession was doing to her. She was so conflicted and with my pushing, my obsession, it seemed to be the cause. What she asked me next almost made my jaw drop into my lap.
“James? You’re not doing this because you don’t want me anymore, are you?”
I was so stunned; I almost couldn’t answer. Why would she think I didn’t want her anymore?
“Why would you think that honey?” I pleaded.
She sat there a minute before she spoke. I could tell she was trying to put together what to say next. I loved her so much and I didn’t want her to think I didn’t.
“James, it just seems like…well you’re pushing for this so much that…it makes me wonder if you want to get rid of me…pawn me off on a new man. It just worries me that all of this is just to get rid of me.” she said as a tear formed in her eye and dripped down her cheek.
My heart shattered right then. Maybe I had pushed too hard. I thought she really wanted this now. After the talks and what I saw in the bedroom, I was so sure. I quickly found a place to pull off the road. This was a conversation I wasn’t ready for, or where I would expect it, but I needed to focus on it…on her. After we stopped and I had turned off the car, I turned to her, and I instantly took her hand.
“Britt, honey, I love you so much. I don’t ever want you to think I don’t. Where did this come from? I thought you wanted this too. This was to be for both of us. You would be getting pleasure from a guy with a bigger dick than me, and I would be seeing you enjoying yourself.” I could feel my emotions welling up in me. Every time I spoke, I felt like I was going to choke. This wasn’t what I wanted when this all started.
“I don’t know.” she whispered. “I do want it, I guess, but I just don’t know. I can’t understand why a man would want his wife to sleep with other men and become a cuckold while he watched unless he didn’t care about her. And what happens if I start to develop feelings for the other guy, James? What happens to us then? I got so caught up in the fantasy that I never stopped to think about the reality of things until yesterday. I don’t want to lose you and I don’t want to destroy what we have. I want to make you happy, make your fantasies come true…and maybe my own too, but not at the cost of losing you.” she said with a tinge of anger as the tears began to flow a little harder. She looked back down and away from me as she began drying her eyes the best she could.
“Britt, look at me.” I said tenderly as I lifted her chin up and turned her face to mine. “I love you so much. I don’t want you to think I don’t. I don’t want to lose you either. Maybe I have been pushing too hard. Would you like to take a break from all this and go back to it just being us for a while? No fantasy, no obsession, sort of forget this ever happened.”
“But what about you? I know you want this. I can see it in your eyes. Do you think you could stop now?” she said, wiping her eyes.
“I can.” I said calmly. Even though I really didn’t think I could at this point, I wanted her to think I could.
“Are you sure James? I can tell you want this. I just can’t understand why.”
“Part of the reason I want to watch it is so I can see you get the pleasure I can’t give you. I want you to be able to feel the things you deserve. You're such a beautiful woman and a wonderful wife, you deserve more than I can give you. Seeing you being pleasured like that gives me pleasure too. I don’t want to do this because I don’t love you, I am doing this because I do. I can see how you’re hurting about this. That wasn’t what I wanted. I wanted us to both have fun with this. If you don’t want it, I don’t want you to do it.”
She sat there for a second staring off into the distance out the windshield. Her reply to me came in a sad monotonous voice as she kept looking forward locked in that stare.
“That’s what worries me so much, James. I really do want to do it now. It scares me that I want to go through with it. I want to cheat on you. I want to feel another man with a big black cock inside me. Have him take me and…” she stopped in mid-sentence leaving it hanging there. A heartbeat later she abruptly turned back to me with an expression of confusion, anger, and pleading. “James, you better be damn sure this is what you want, because if we do this…I don’t know where things will go from here for me…or us.”
I know this was a serious talk. I knew that she was fighting the demons of the situation, and she was giving me a warning, but I couldn’t help it. Hearing her say those words, picturing in my mind what she said about her and another man, a black man, I felt my little dick starting to stir. It didn't take long for the little tent in my pants to show. My obsession was being teased. She would go through with it, all I had to do was say yes. I could end it here and things would probably go back to the way they were.
To say my mind was a whirlwind at the time was an understatement. I was trying hard to control my erection, think clearly about her warning, and stop the images of her screaming in passion with a huge black cock in her. This should be an easy choice for a normal person. Say no, and go back to the life we had before, a loving wife and husband that wanted no one else in their marriage. In the end my obsession won. This obsession of mine had become so powerful, I was willing to accept any consequences that came with it. In that moment I felt so inferior, a slave to my own desires. This obsession was ruling me. I couldn’t stop and she already knew it. Her questioning me if I could stop was just for show. From my actions and pushing her to it, she already knew I couldn’t. This was who I was, what I was meant to be, a cuckold, a beta, that was my destiny.
“I’m sure.” I whispered out with will to stop the words.
She looked back out into the growing darkness through the windshield and didn’t say a word for a few minutes. My little dick was raging in my pants. The images of her being properly fucked by a big black cock coursed through my mind in blinding waves as I sat there and stared at her. My obsession was in full force. I couldn’t control those images that flashed through my mind. I watched as she fought off the demons of her emotions until finally, she wiped her eyes one last time. Her face turned to a stern look. When she spoke, her voice was hard, authoritative and determined.
“I guess there is only one thing left to do then. We need to find a black man to fuck my brains out. Just remember, James, this is what you wanted.”
The images, her words, and the way she spoke them, my obsession, they all were just too much. I felt my little dick spasm and the warm liquid spread through my underwear. I had cum without even touching myself. The slight grunt I made caught her attention. She looked over at me with a quizzical look until she realized what had just happened. A discussed look came across her face. She just shook her head and turned back looking forward out the window. In a low whisper I could make out her saying “Pathetic”.
After I composed myself, I turned back and continued the drive home. We didn’t speak again as she kept staring out the window. Her expression changed from time to time. Sometimes it looked angry, others soft and wanting. I wondered what was going through her mind. When we arrived home, she got out of the car without a word and went inside. The rest of the night was more of the same. She only spoke if there was a need and never more than what was needed. I left her alone as I knew that was the best thing I could do.
That night when we went to bed, I wanted to apologize to her and try to make it up to her. I began our ritual of trying to kiss her and start our love making session. She surprised me when she sat straight up in bed and gave me a stern look.
“You think you’re getting this pussy tonight? I don’t think so. Go sit at the end of the bed.” she commanded.
I was a little confused as I crawled to the end of the bed and sat. The tone in her voice made me obey as I didn’t want to make her mood worse. Maybe it wasn’t such a great idea to initiate this tonight.
She leaned over and reached in her nightstand and got out the big monster black dildo and lube. I watched her as she brought it up close to her lips. The look in her eyes had changed. They were focused and had a wanting glare as she looked at the dildo.
“Is this what you want? You want to watch me suck on a big black cock?” she said in a seductive way as the black dildo was brought to her lips.
I could only nod as I watched her mouth take the tip in. Her tongue swirled around it playfully and seductively. My little dick was brought to life seeing her teasing it. I let out a little sigh as the tip went into her mouth and saw how she struggled to get it all in. I watched as she sucked on the dildo and in my mind, it was attached to a big black man. I sat there transfixed on it as it went in and out of her mouth. She looked like she was really enjoying it. She had never done that in front of me before. When she took it out of her mouth and ran it down between her tits and down her stomach, I inched forward. I usually was the one that fucked her with them, and I was eager to get started.
She looked at me sternly. “Oh no. Get back down there. That is what you wanted wasn’t it, to watch? Watch while a real cock fucked me. Well, that is what’s going to happen, cucky. You’re going to watch while I get fucked by this big cock. You get to see how I look when I get fucked with a real cock, not your little dick.”
As much as her words stung me, they turned me on so much. I was a little in disbelief that she had called me cucky. I didn’t protest though, that was who I was going to be, a cuckold and I knew that. Somewhere deep inside, it felt right. I felt so submissive right now, so humiliated and out of control, and I loved it. I got back to the end of the bed and sat there and watched as she lubed it up. When she put the tip of it to her pussy, I stared in anticipation. I watched her face change to a euphoric state as the tip began penetrating her. She let out a long loud moan as her head went back, her mouth opened wide. I watched intently as the big monster glided into her pussy and began to disappear inch by inch. I instinctively reached down to my little dick to stroke it and her head shot back up and looked at me sternly again. Her voice was commanding, and it caught me off guard.
“No! Don’t you touch that pathetic little thing. After what happened in the car, you don’t need to cum right now.”
I quickly let go of my dick and began watching again as she pleasured herself. Her moans soon turned to screams of pleasure as she fucked herself.
This had been something I never expected from her. She was acting differently. She had never made commands like this, and she surely would have never been so abrupt and almost mean with them. I wasn’t complaining though. This just felt so right the way she treated me. She also did have a point. This was what I wanted, to be cuckolded and I would only be watching, but the way she said it was like there was more to it. I was so turned on and in shock I didn’t have time to process it all. My mind was overloaded listening to her moaning and screaming. When she began to yell out to the imaginary man to fuck her harder and faster, I almost lost it again. It reminded me of how she was when she didn’t know I was watching yesterday. My brain had been picturing a big black man, laying on her fucking her hard when she cried that out.
I laid across the bed to get a better view of the monster black dildo reaming her formerly tight pussy. I know it had stretched more since she was pushing that huge cock into her effortlessly. It was so sexy, and I couldn’t get enough of it. When she cried out she was going to cum, I wanted so badly to grab my little dick and stroke it hard. But as her scream of passion came to its height, the dildo popped out of her pussy, and she squirted. A clear stream of liquid splashed across my face and chest. It was so powerful; it had gone several feet to the end of the bed and all over me. I was in awe of it and couldn’t help rubbing it in my chest as I watched her panting and moaning, trying to recover from one of the most powerful orgasms I had ever seen her have.
When she had caught her breath, I saw her look down at me and smile.
“Did you like that cucky? Did you like seeing that black cock in me? Did you like watching me squirt all over you?” she said in a taunting tone.
I nodded yes and stared back at her. She seemed so different. Her attitude towards me was completely changed. She gave out a little laugh before she picked up the monster dildo and presented it to me.
“Time to clean it off cucky.”  she said with an evil grin.
I reached out and took it and started to get up.
“Where are you going? I didn’t mean for you to go wash it off in the sink. I want you to clean it. Clean it with your mouth.”
Her evil grin just got wider when she saw the surprise in my face. I sat there and looked at it for a second before looking back at her. Was she serious? Did she actually want me to put a rubber cock in my mouth?
“What are you waiting for? I said to clean it. Clean off the cock that just made your wife cum.”
I looked back at the dildo and brought it closer to my face. I tentatively stuck out my tongue and touched it to the rubber cock. I felt so nervous.
“No cucky, you have to do a better job than that. Put it in your mouth, I know you want to. You want to taste my pussy on it don’t you?”
She was right, I did want to taste her, but it was so different when it looked like a cock I was getting the taste from. Slowly I opened my mouth and stuck in the tip. She smiled at me and giggled a little. I could taste her pussy juices, and it was divine, but there was an overwhelming taste of rubber too.
“Good cucky. Now take more of it. Suck that cock clean.”
I pushed it in as far as I could and began to gag a little. I pulled it out as I panted.
“Aww poor thing. Is that cock too big for you? Too bad. Put it back in and get it really clean. I’m sure my bulls will not want you to leave their cocks dirty when you suck them.” she said taunting again.
I froze with a dildo sticking out of my mouth in a look of horror. When she saw that, she laughed.
“Now go wash the rest of it off and put it away. I’m going to sleep, I’m a bit worn out now. In more ways than one.” She laughed and pulled up the covers and laid down on her side with her back facing me.
I got up in a daze trying to digest what had just happened. I cleaned the monster dildo and when I put it in her drawer, she was already sound asleep. I got in bed on my side and laid there thinking about what had just happened. I had never been so embarrassed before, so humiliated by being made to suck on a rubber cock and then further horrified being told I was going to be sucking a real cock in the future. Part of me wanted to rebel and say that this was too much. The other side of me loved it. Her voice from the car echoed in my head as I thought about what happened tonight. It was clear and firm. “Just remember, James, this is what you wanted.”




Chapter 6

The next morning, her attitude towards me was back to normal. She didn’t call me cucky, but honey like usual. It was as if last night hadn’t happened. I got up to fix breakfast for her since she was getting ready to go out Black Friday shopping with her friends.
I was just finishing up when she rushed into the kitchen in a blur.
“Oh honey, I don’t have time for breakfast. I’m already running late. I don’t want to miss any of the good deals.” she said in a sorrowful tone. “Thank you for thinking of me though.” she said as she kissed me on the cheek and started for the garage door. “I’ll be back later honey.” And with that, she was gone.
I sat down and ate breakfast and continued thinking about last night. Where was this going? She had warned me she didn’t know either, but so far things had gone very differently than I thought it would. I had never thought about me cleaning a cock before. The idea repulsed me now, but last night, it was like I couldn’t help myself. She had control of me, and I couldn’t say no. Just the idea of having another man’s cock in my mouth made me feel queasy, but there I was, with a monster black dildo in my mouth, being told that someday it would be a real one. My mind had a hard time processing that.
After I cleaned the kitchen, I went back to my office and pulled up my favorite website. I began perusing some of the cuckold videos and watching a few. Something in my mind wouldn’t let go of what she had said. It made me wonder where all of this was coming from. It made me curious about the circumstances of how she came into this idea. Then it hit me. She had also been watching cuckold porn since I caught her a few days ago watching it while she fucked herself with the big monster. Maybe I should look at her laptop and see exactly what she was watching.
I quickly got up and retrieved it and when I opened her history, my mouth dropped. There were videos in it with titles like “My husband sucks my bull’s cock” and "Husband cleans my bull”. I went to the site with the videos, and I felt queasy. My mouse hovered over the thumbnail of a white man with his mouth open with a big black cock in front of it with a white woman with a big smile on her face beside him. When I hit play, I saw a wife teasing her husband about not being big enough to satisfy her. She brought in a big black man and pulled out his enormous cock. She sucked on it as the husband watched with angst on his face. As soon as the bull was getting hard, she made her husband kneel in front of him and encouraged him to suck it. The husband relented at first, but she was persistent. He finally took the giant cock in his mouth willingly and I had a feeling of panic rush through me. I knew that more than likely, if my wife was being honest, that could be me someday. I quickly exited the site and went back to my office. I sat there for some time trying to process what I saw. I was stunned and in disbelief that she would do that to me. This was not exactly what I had planned when my obsession took me over. Even though it repulsed me to think about sucking a cock, I wasn’t so sure I wouldn’t do it if it meant my obsession was fulfilled.
Later that evening, Britt came home loaded with bags from her shopping event. She was so joyous about her haul. She gleefully emptied the bags as she inspected each item as she put them away in the bedroom closet. I watched her for a minute as questions burned in my mind about her new watching habits. She would just smile at me as she explained where she got each item and how much she saved on it. I couldn’t hold it off anymore. When I saw my opportunity, I pounced.
“Britt, can we talk about something?” I asked cautiously.
“Sure honey, what is it?”
“Last night, you told me that you wanted me to suck a black cock, do you really want that?”
Her whole demeanor changed. Her head dropped and she had a look of both embarrassment and shame on her face. She put down the new top she had just taken out of the bag and sat down on the bed. I could tell she was going back into her worried anxious state. She sat there not saying anything.
“I…I saw what you were watching on your laptop.” I said softly.
Her head shot up in surprise. “What do you mean you saw what I was watching?”
“The videos. The ones where the wife gets her husband to suck black cocks for her. Ones where they make them clean their lovers' cocks after sex, just like what you made me do last night.”  I said as a look of agitation involuntarily took over my face.
She dropped her head again and sat there silently. I could tell that she was trying to come up with an explanation. I stood there impatiently waiting for her response. Finally, when she lifted her head to look at me, I could see the hesitation in her eyes.
“I’m sorry James, I didn’t mean for you to find those. I don’t know what came over me last night. I saw what those wives did in those videos and it…it turned me on so much. I didn’t even think about how you felt about it, I just did it. I’m sorry.”
I relaxed for a minute and went over and sat beside her and she quickly leaned over and hugged me and I returned the embrace.
“I’m sorry James, it was just…I don’t know, I was so…electrified and I felt so much power after that incredible orgasm that I needed to do something with it. It just felt natural to me that you would do that. I thought about those videos, and it excited me so much thinking about it. And when I saw you put it in your mouth, I was so turned on. I don’t know what came over me. I just had to see it.” she said sadly and paused a beat before continuing with a repeat of her warning. “I warned you I didn’t know where this was going.”
In a way, I felt so sorry for her and wanted to console her. I didn’t have the urge to suck on cocks for her. A plastic dildo was one thing, but a real one was something else. I wondered if I would have done it if it had been a real cock last night? Would I have really done it? I didn’t know. I sat there and pondered this as she hugged me tightly. I knew that only time would tell and if she asked me again, I didn’t know what I would do if it was the real thing. My obsession was so strong, and she did warn me.
“It’s ok. Why don’t you finish showing me what you bought?” I said lovingly.
She released me and when I saw her eyes, they were apologetic, but I couldn’t help seeing something else in them, something I couldn’t quite read. She got up and resumed unpacking her haul, but not as enthusiastically as she had before my question.
That night when I tried to initiate sex with her at bedtime, she apologized and said she was too tired. The next morning, I woke up to the smell of coffee and bacon. I went downstairs and she had breakfast waiting. After a good morning kiss she sat me at the table and gave me a steaming cup of coffee and breakfast. As I was eating, she sat across the table from me sipping her own coffee. She looked a little preoccupied with something. Out of the blue she asked me a question that made me stop eating.
“James, after the other night, do you still want to do this?”
I put my fork down and wiped my mouth as I studied her. She had a worried look on her face. I wasn’t sure if she was worried if I did or didn’t want to.
“I do. That is, if you want to. I don’t want it if you don’t. I wouldn’t want to force you into anything.” I replied cautiously.
She paused for a second. “I do want to. I was just worried, you know, if you had changed your mind.”
“I haven’t.” I said back confidently.
“So, how do we do this? I mean how do we find…you know, a bull?
My heart leapt, and my little dick started getting hard. This was it. She was actually wanting to find a bull.
“Well, I know of some sites. We could always put up a profile for you.”
She sipped her coffee and pondered for a minute. “Ok, let’s try that then.”
We spent the rest of the morning putting together her profile on an interracial cuckold site I found. I could tell she was extremely nervous as we filled it out. I had some sexy but not really too revealing pictures of her, and she went through them and scrutinized which ones she would be comfortable posting. When it was time to hit the post button, I paused and looked at her. She looked back at me with both fear and anticipation in her eyes.
“Why don’t you do the honors.” I said as I released the mouse to let her take over. She hesitated for a second, then her shaky hand took the mouse. She looked at me one last time as if to ask me if I was sure. I smiled at her, and I felt a rush of anticipation build in me. I wanted her to be the one to do this. I wanted to be sure she wanted this too. This was her last chance to pull out, and I wondered if she would actually do it. When I heard the mouse click, I felt a rush of euphoria. Her profile was live, and I couldn’t help smiling. She smiled back nervously.
It only took two minutes before the first message popped up. Then the messages started rolling in. She got 6 of them within 5 minutes, then 4 more a minute later. We browsed through them, and the profiles attached to them one by one. Some were impressive, others not so much. She sat there and scrutinized each one as they came in. None of them so far met her approval though. Some were too far away; some profiles and messages were poorly written or unappealing. I decided to leave her to her selection process and headed to the garage to do some work I had been planning to take care of. I couldn’t help feeling another buildup of anticipation.
About three hours later, the garage door opened, and she walked in a little sheepishly.
“So?” I said quickly, with a little too much anticipation in my voice.
She shook her head slightly. “I think I found one. His name is Lamar and I have been chatting with him for about an hour now. He seems really nice.”
My anticipation built just a bit more and I couldn’t hold back my excitement. “That’s great. Is he local?”
She shook her head again. “He is about 30 minutes from here. He umm, he wants to meet us for drinks tonight. Is that ok?”
I thought my heart was going to leap from my chest. It was happening. She was actually going to meet someone. I couldn’t believe my ears.
“Of…of course it’s ok. When and where?”
“About 8, at a little bar just outside town. He wants to meet to talk first.” she said a little nervously.
“Sounds great.” I couldn’t keep the excitement out of my voice even though she seemed really nervous. “So, what have you two been chatting about?” I asked with a mischievous smile.
“We umm, well, we talked about general things. What I was looking for, about you a little, and umm, some sexual stuff.” she said sheepishly.
“Sexual stuff? Like what?”
“You know, things I like, how I like it. You know, just stuff.” she said as her face flushed in embarrassment.
“So, have you seen his…” I asked with a raised eyebrow.
She nodded her head yes. “He is…he is really big.” I couldn’t help noticing her tone was a little lusty as she said it, and she looked like she was staring off into space like she was thinking about it again.
“Wow, ok. I guess we need to start getting ready soon. Let me finish up here and I will be in.”
“Ok, I will let him know we are coming then.” she said as she turned back to the door. She paused and looked at me just before going inside, like she wanted to tell me something, but she didn’t say a word, then ducked back into the house and closed the door.
I quickly cleaned up and put away my tools. I was so excited and nervous at the same time. My obsession was in full force. I didn’t know what would happen tonight, but I was almost giddy at the prospect of seeing Britt and a real black cock for the first time. All of what I went through, all the planning and effort I had put in to get her to try it, all of it was about to pay off.




Chapter 7

I was ready early, and I watched as she primped herself. She was taking her time preparing for him and she was really looking sexy tonight. Her hair and makeup were done perfect if not a little on the slutty looking side. Her red dress was low cut enough to tell she wasn’t wearing a bra. The length of the dress only went to mid-thigh so it showed off her legs wonderfully. She wore a necklace that rested right between her cleavage, and it was the second thing that caught your eye. The first were her C cup breasts that seemed to want to burst out of the dress. They were captivating and bulged in the slit. She looked truly stunning and so sexy. I grew a little jealous since she never dressed like this for me. When it was finally time to leave, I had butterflies the size of eagles inside my stomach. She flashed me a nervous smile when I held the door open for her to get in the car. I was still in disbelief this was actually happening.
Britt was quiet on the car ride to the bar, and I could tell she was very nervous. I tried to give her a little small talk on the way to relax her, but it didn’t seem to work. As we pulled into the parking lot, I saw her tense a little. I parked and put my hand on her knee and smiled. She nervously smiled back before I leaned over and gave her a gentle kiss so as not to mess up her makeup.
“I love you baby. Don’t ever forget that.” I said confidently.
Her smile seemed more genuine after that, until I told her it was time to go in. I got out of the car and went over to her side and opened the door. She sat there for a second not moving. She grabbed my arm and I saw the fear in her eyes again.
“James, I’m not sure I can do this. I feel really bad about you meeting a man that, well, that I might have sex with. Are you really sure you want to do this?”
“Honey, I told you many times now. I want it, but only if you do too.”
She looked down for a brief second before she seemed to sigh as she reached her hand out to mine as I helped her get out of the car. Walking up to the bar, I felt her reach for my hand again and she squeezed it hard. I could tell she was so nervous. I felt bad for her. I had envisioned this in my mind that she would be excited too and would be happy that she was going to be sexually satisfied by a man just like we had role-played with the big monster. Instead, she seemed nervous and almost begrudgingly walking as if she were going to the gallows.
We went inside and she looked around for a second. It was then that I realized I hadn’t even seen a picture of Lamar yet and I had no idea what he looked like. I watched as her head scanned the patrons in the bar until she stopped cold. I looked and a well-dressed black man was sitting there and gave us a little wave over.
He looked huge. Even sitting down, he had to have been at least 6’5” and a good 250 lbs, but he looked like solid muscle. His bald head was shining in the bar light, and he had a pleasant but sly looking smile on his face.
“Is that him?”
“Yes, that’s him.” she said quietly.
I was still holding her hand and when I took a step, I felt like I was dragging her. I was already nervous, but the way Britt was acting stiff, as if she wasn’t wanting to do this now, made me nervous as well. She followed behind as I led her to the booth. Lamar stood up and greeted us.
“You must be James.” He said with a big smile as he held out his hand.
His height was as expected as he towered over me. I shook his hand and it seemed to dwarf mine and his grip was very strong. I must admit, even though he had a pleasant look on his face, I felt a bit intimidated. The eagles in my stomach suddenly took flight and seemed to grow. This was the man that was going to fuck my wife. This was the huge man and probably the huge cock she had selected. I had not seen any of the pictures, but she said his cock was really big. Now I wondered just how big he was.
“Yes, and I know you know Britt.” I cordially introduced her. I was a bit nervous. This was happening. Even though they had already chatted on the computer, I was semi introducing him to his new lover, my wife. My obsession seemed to kick into high gear, and I felt the stirrings in my pants as my little dick stiffened at the thought.
His look changed a little when she came from behind me. It was like a starving man looking at a roast beef sandwich. HIs eyes instantly locked onto her tits as he stuck his hand out to her. When she took it, he raised it to his lips and kissed it and continued to hold on to it.
“My, you’re even more beautiful in person. Those pictures on your profile don’t do you any justice.” he said with a glint in his eyes.
Britt gave an embarrassed giggle and seemed to relax just a bit as she blushed. She turned her head a little to hide it.
“Thank you. You look a lot bigger in person too. I didn’t realize you were so tall.” she said bashfully.
He chuckled a little. “I get that a lot. Do you like tall men?” he said with a sly smile.
“I think I do now.” she said with a shy giggle.
Her nervousness was still apparent, but she looked over at me with a worried look. I think she wanted to gauge my reaction to the comment. I smiled back to her in reassurance. The comment didn’t bother me at all. In fact, it seemed to fuel my obsession more. It was the first time I had ever heard her say she preferred another man besides me in public. Why it excited me so much I don’t know. Some men might have been embarrassed or upset by this, but for me it seemed natural if not inevitable.
Lamar smiled and gently guided Britt to the side of the booth he was sitting on. She sat on the inside and slid over close to the wall as he sat beside her. I was left to sit on the other side of the booth. I’m sure she had not planned to sit with him as she looked a bit uncomfortable with the arrangement, but she went along with it. We sat there and had a pleasant conversation for about ten minutes. We ordered drinks and Britt seemed to relax more. There was the normal chit chat as one would expect, about the weather, current politics, the normal things. He seemed to be a very likable guy, confident and intelligent. Then his face became sterner and he straightened himself so he seemed to tower over the table.
“So, James, we all know why we are here, so let’s cut out the BS shall we? I hear that you are really wanting to see your very beautiful wife with a black man. I have got to ask this because I’ve seen things go very wrong with situations like this, are you a jealous man James?” he said as he looked me in the eyes with an expectation of an answer.
“I’m not jealous. She is very beautiful. She is also a wonderful wife and I really want the best for her. I want her to experience what I can’t give her.” I said proudly as I looked back at Britt, who was smiling at my compliments.
“I see...” he replied with a devilish grin. He leaned forward towards me, and his expression hardened as he spoke again. “You know that’s the bullshit answer I get a lot when I ask that question. The wife is a wonderful woman and all that. But what do you really want, James?”
I sat there stunned for a moment. His piercing eyes locked onto mine and I felt that intimidation again. I couldn’t think, I couldn’t speak. He pondered over me as we stared. It felt like an eternity before I could focus.
“I…like I said, I want the best for her.” I stuttered out.
He relaxed a bit as he leaned back. His stare at me was more questioning now. His grin returned as he sat there and studied me.
“I’m not sure that is the whole story, is it James?” he said confidently.
My concentration was broken by the movement beside him as Britt squirmed a little in her seat. Her expression was one of embarrassment. It was at that point that I realized that her conversations with him were more than just what she liked. What had she told him I wondered.
When I looked back at him, he still had that grin on his face.
“You see James, I have been told it’s much more than that. Your lovely wife here says you have an obsession with it. That you can’t keep your mind off it, and you were the one that brought all this up. You were the one that convinced her that she should take a black lover. Is that right James?” he said as his grin widened.
Britt squirmed even more in her seat and this time he seemed to notice. He looked back at her and smiled before looking back at me. She shyly looked down at the table like a scolded puppy as I looked at her with a look of wonder. What had they talked about?
“I uhh, I did convince her to try it. I think she deserves more than I can give her.” I tried to reply with as much confidence as I could.
His smile broadened, then he looked back at Britt.
“You haven’t told him, have you?” he asked her with a little chuckle in his voice.
Suddenly I was in a panic. Haven’t told me what? What was going on here? I looked over at Britt and her head was still hanging in shame and embarrassment. What wasn’t she telling me?
He didn’t wait long for her answer as he already knew it. Lamar’s grin seemed almost evil at the time when he looked back at me.
“You see your wife has developed an obsession too. She doesn’t just want to cuck you now, but…” he paused as he smiled back at her. “She wants you to be, well let’s say she wants you to be a complete cuck. I think she has plans for you.” He smiled back at me.
A complete cuck? What does that mean? My mind was thrown into a loop, and I didn’t understand what he was talking about. I looked back at Britt, and she still hung her head. She didn’t want to look at me and I became extremely worried. She had plans for me? What plans? Then it hit me, and I felt the blood rush from my face as I went pale. That night she had me suck the dildo, her comments on it being a real cock. They all passed through my mind. She really was going to make me suck a black cock. But he said plans. What else was it she wanted and why did he refer to it as a complete cuck?
“What is he talking about Britt?”
She sat there and stared at the table, unable to look at me. He chuckled at that as he watched her. She continued to sit there quietly looking at the table as I sweated in my seat. I watched as he gently lifted her head with his fingers to face him. The look on her face was a combination of worry and embarrassment.
“Are you going to tell him, or should I?” he said softly in a commanding voice.
“I…I will tell him.” she said softly. “But not right this second. Give me a little time.” she said in a low pleading voice.
He smiled back at her with a nod. “Hurry up and tell him soon. I can’t wait to give you all that you want.” he said softly. He picked up her hand and placed it in his lap. Britt’s eyes grew big at first then filled with lust. My mind went into overload. I knew she had her hand resting on his big cock. He leaned forward and pulled her face into his as he kissed her on the lips. Not a quick peck, but a full-on kiss. She didn’t flinch or resist. She eagerly kissed him back. My little dick got so hard watching that and my obsession doubled. I watched as their tongues played away in each other's mouths as if they were meant to be together. When the kiss ended, Britt had so much lust in her face as she looked back into his eyes. My mind exploded with fantasies of him bending her over the table right now and fucking her. I literally had to shake my head to come back to reality and the predicament I was in.
“Don’t make me wait too long.” he said with a smile. He looked back at me with a big smirk on his face. “I think we will be seeing each other real soon, cucky.” he chuckled, still holding her face in his massive hand. As he stood up, he pulled out his wallet and dropped a hundred-dollar bill on the table. “First times on me. You get the rest, cucky.” He smiled at Britt and winked then turned and walked towards the door.
Britt’s eyes were glazed over as she watched him leave. She had a lustful look on her face as he walked out the door. She then came back to reality herself, and her expression changed back to embarrassment as she realized I was watching her. She looked back down at the table, unable to look me in the eyes.
“So, are you going to tell me what this is all about, Britt?”
Before she could answer, the waitress came up, collected the money and asked about change. I told her to keep it and she walked away with a big smile.
“Well?” I asked again impatiently.
“Not here, James. It’s too, well, we need to talk in private. Let’s go home.”  she said, still not looking me in the eyes.
I got up and she did as well. This time when we walked out, she didn’t try to hold my hand or even look me in the eyes. We walked out of the bar so much differently than when we came in, almost like two strangers.
The car ride home was even quieter than the ride to the bar. This time, I didn’t try any idle chat other than to ask again what was happening. She said she wanted to wait until we got home. I could tell she was stalling and that only made me worry more.




Chapter 8

When we got home, she got out of the car and went straight to the master bathroom, changed and took off her makeup. I got undressed and sat on the bed still pondering what was to come. She came out in her full-length nightgown that wasn’t very sexy. She only wore it when she was not feeling well or when she wasn’t in the mood for sex. When she sat on the bed beside me, it was like she plopped there in dread as she folded her hands in her lap. She still wasn’t looking me in the eyes, and it made me so uneasy.
“So? We are alone now. What is going on Britt? Why can’t you even look me in the eyes?” I asked in desperation.
“Because I am so embarrassed about what I want, James. I love you, and I can’t believe that I want to do this to you. It’s not something that I ever thought I would want, but I can’t help it.”
I sympathized with her on this. I felt the same way when I first confronted her with what I wanted. I even lied to her about it because I didn’t know how she would feel about it. Of course, the tables were turned now, and she was the one that was embarrassed. I decided to keep an open mind and just bring it out in the open so we could talk about it.
“You want me to suck his cock, don’t you. Is that what this is about? You want me to do what I did that night with the dildo, but for real this time.” I bluntly put it out.
“I umm…I do. But James, there is a lot more.” she said softly.
I couldn’t keep the worry out of my voice as I asked her to go on. She was staring at her hands as she wriggled them in her lap. Her voice sounded nervous and ashamed as she began to speak. In a low tone she began explaining what she was thinking.
“Ever since I started to watch cuckold porn, these ideas just kept flooding my mind. Seeing the submissive husbands watching their wives with those wonderful big black cocks, the things the wives said, the way they acted, it was so much of a turn on. I developed, well, I guess an obsession, like you did. To be honest, it’s one of the real reasons why I was so nervous about doing this and why I have fought it off for so long. The cheating part, and all that, it was true in the beginning, but you had talked me out of that a while ago. I was using that as an excuse. These feelings I have now, this obsession I developed, scares me more. A loving wife shouldn’t want the things I want, James, but I do. I feel like a bad person wanting them.” she whispered out at the end.
I was getting so impatient waiting for her to come out with it. What were these things? What else was it that she wanted me to do?
“Britt, just tell me. What is it you want?”
When she finally looked up at me and into my eyes, there was fear, but there was also something else. She looked desperate. I knew that look and the feeling associated with it for myself from my obsession. Lamar had said she had her own obsession, and I knew this was where that look came from. My obsession had made me ask for things I knew a loving husband shouldn’t want either, but it made me want it badly enough to make it happen.
“Lamar told you. I want you to be a complete cuckold, my completely submissive sissy husband. That means I want you to help me get ready for him, clean up both of us after sex. When he is around, you will be more like a butler or maid to us than my husband. I will belong to him and only him, he can do with me what he wants and…you will not get to fuck me at all. My body will belong to him.”  she said sternly, tinged with a bit of fear. Then her voice softened. “I do love you James, you will always have my heart, but I need this. I told you before I didn’t know where this would go, for me, or us. But I really want this.”
I sat back and processed this as I looked down at the floor. The butler maid part didn’t bother me, but the rest was quite an ask. Hearing my wife tell me her body belonged to another man caused my little dick to stir. I couldn’t help it. I hadn’t planned to be cut off from her like this, but something about it seemed so hot. But still, never being able to fuck her again? I never wanted that. This was something that worried me and was totally unexpected. My obsession was ready to agree with it all just to see it and experience it, but the rest of me was hesitant. The part about cleaning them both after sex. Did she really want that?
“And this is what you want, or is it what Lamar wants?” I asked softly.
“I’m the one that wants it. I can’t explain why, but I want it, James.” she whispered back. “When I talked to him, he seemed to understand it. He knew what I wanted and said he had done it before and was willing to do it. When I came down and told you he wanted to meet us when we were in the garage, I wanted to tell you what I talked to him about, but I couldn’t. It’s been building in me since this all began.” she said as she looked back down again.
Hearing that she was conspiring with her new lover on how she wanted to cuck me was turning me on. I don’t know why, but it was. My little dick was getting so stiff.
“I know you thought I was nervous about meeting him on the way to the bar, but that’s not what I was nervous about. I already knew he was the one I wanted to fuck just from talking with him. I was so nervous because I hadn’t told you what I wanted yet. He knew what I wanted to do to you, and I knew he would act on it. I didn’t know how you would take it or how you would react. But when he kissed me, I suddenly didn’t care anymore. It all just melted away. Feeling his body against mine, his lips on mine, it just fueled the fire more and I didn’t feel so bad about what I wanted to do to you. I got so turned on by it.” 
I couldn’t stop myself. The image she was painting was turning me on. Thinking about her conspiring with him to cuck me, the image of them kissing in my mind, and the image I had of them fucking in the bar was overloading my brain. I reached down and began rubbing my dick through my underwear. Britt noticed what I was doing and looked up at me in shock. Her face slowly turned from the initial shock to a slight smile.
“Is this turning you on?”
“I don’t know why, but yes, it is.” I said as I began to rub harder.
“It’s turning you on to hear that your wife is about to fuck a black man? Giving up her pussy to him freely, and not ever giving it to you again?” she asked in a lusty tone.
It only made me rub harder. I couldn’t speak, I could only rub.
“Did you enjoy watching him kiss me? He is a much better kisser than you are.” she said slyly.
I thought back to seeing him pull her into him and kiss her again. I felt humiliated at being told he was a better kisser, but instead of making me mad, it turned me on more. My little dick was so hard thinking about it.
“I already know he will fuck me better than you. You know I was rubbing his big cock through his pants while he kissed me, right? God, I wanted to pull it out and suck it right then. He is so big. Yours is so tiny compared to him. I could feel the bulge getting bigger as I rubbed it and kissed him.” Her voice began to take on a very lusty tone. She reached out and cupped my face in her hand as she looked into my eyes. I could see that she wanted him badly from the look in them. “I can’t wait for him to fill up my little white pussy with that big black cock of his. Make me cum like you never could. Do you want to see that baby? Do you want to see a real man fuck your wife? Fuck me like a slut, make me cum so many times? Make me beg him to cum in me?”
I couldn’t hold it any longer. I know what I was hearing should have made me angry, but it did just the opposite. I grunted and felt the cum spew and it started to make a wet spot on my underwear. When the orgasm finally finished and I could see straight again, I saw Britt looking at me with a big smirk.
“I take it you enjoyed thinking about that. Get used to it my little cucky. Jerking off is all you will get from now on. You’re not going to get to fuck me again. I might give you a hand job every so often, maybe a blowjob on special occasions. But the only time you will get to touch my pussy is when you lick it clean. Are you ready to do that? This is your last chance, James. And remember, I don’t know where all of this will lead us.” she said with a little warning in her voice.
As much as I wanted to say no and stop this, I couldn’t. As far as things had already progressed, I knew it was too late to stop it now. If I said no, she would probably see Lamar behind my back, and I wouldn’t get the pleasure of watching. My obsession wouldn’t let me stop anyway. I could also lose her if I didn’t give in to the obsession she seems to have developed now. I didn’t want that, but I knew my fate was sealed. All I could manage to do was nod my head yes. I would be put at her mercy, and her obsessions mercy.
“Oh God, I’m so glad you agreed James. I was so scared to tell you about it and I was so scared you would leave me because of it. You don’t know how relieved and happy you just made me.” she said smiling as she hugged me. “Lamar said you would do it. I hoped he was right, and he was. I love you so much baby. Please, don’t hate me for this.” she pleaded as she held me tighter.
I was so worried about our future, but I loved her so much. Afterall, it was my obsession that had caused hers. What could I do besides accept it?  It was my own fault this was happening. I just hoped it all ended well.
“I love you too baby. I understand. I felt the same way when I told you about my obsession and you agreed to it. I guess it’s the reason for yours, so I can’t hate you for it.” I replied.
When she released me from the hug, I could see the brightness back in her eyes. There was love and happiness in them and it made me feel a bit better knowing I made her happy. I was still worried though. I didn’t know how this would play out and what I would have to endure. Our obsessions were taking over our lives and we both felt powerless to stop them.
“I’m so tired now. I feel so emotionally drained. Would you hold me tonight? I need to feel you next to me when we go to sleep.” she said softly.
I smiled, albeit a fake smile. “Of course, baby. I love you.”
“I love you too. God, I am so mentally drained from all this. I need to sleep.” she declared as we got into bed. “And we have so much to do tomorrow. We have a lot of cleaning to do. Lamar is coming over tomorrow night and I want the house to be perfect for him.” she said as she snuggled into me in the little spoon position.
I could feel it was already happening. Her obsession had already started taking over. The way she took her time and got dressed up, and looked so beautiful for him. The way she wanted the house to be perfect for him. Not asking about him coming over but instead telling me he would be there. It all pointed to the new truth to my existence. I was not the man of the house anymore. I was becoming her, what did she call it, her submissive sissy husband, and there was nothing I could do about it. As I laid there holding her trying to sleep, I couldn’t. My mind kept playing over and over what she wanted and how helpless I was to it. I didn’t know where this was going or what all was going to be asked of me, but this was not what I wanted. However, this is where my…no, our obsessions had taken us.




Chapter 9

Britt took her time again as we scrubbed the house getting everything perfect and clean. When she had finished what she wanted to do, she jumped in the shower and spent quite a bit of time there. She was taking so long that I went to check on her. As I went in, the first thing I saw was that she had shaved everywhere, her legs, armpits, and even her pussy was bald. She had always had some hair there since we had been together, so that was a new revelation for me. As I entered, she just gave me a devilish grin and continued to rub lotion all over her body. She was so sexy, and I couldn’t keep my eyes off of her. After a minute of me silently staring, she turned around and bent over baring her ass directly towards me. Just seeing her that way started getting my little dick stiff. Knowing that she was preparing herself for her new black lover made it that much more intense.
“So, did you finish everything?” she said as she continued to apply the lotion, bent over with her ass facing me.
“Almost. I just came to check on you since you have been in here for a while.”
I heard her chuckle as she stood up and turned to face me.
“I had a lot to do. Lamar told me he likes his women hairless. What do you think?” she said as she struck a pose with that devilish grin still on her face.
“I uhm…I think it looks fantastic. Good enough to eat.” I joked as I moved forward towards her.
“Oh no mister. I am getting ready for Lamar.” she said as she put her hands out and gently pushed me back. “But don’t worry honey, you will get your chance to eat me.”
The devilish smile on her face got bigger as she turned back around and sat down and began primping herself again. I had never wanted her so badly in all our time together and I was being shunned by her. But her comment made me flinch. I had a good idea about what she meant, and my mind had a hard time processing it. She had never turned me down before, but it was only a slight bit of a shock that she did it now, I know she was getting ready for Lamar not me. But the comment she made was more of a gut punch. My emotions were so mixed at this point. Knowing she was getting ready for her new lover excited me greatly, but the thought about what she told me she wanted me to do terrified me. Would I really do it? Would I really clean her pussy after her lover had fucked her? I didn’t know if I could. What if I didn’t? What then?
“Honey? What if…what if I don’t want to do that?” I asked sheepishly.
I could see her stop what she was doing and her face in the mirror was not happy.
“So, you want me to feed your obsession, but you don’t want to help me with mine?” she said with a raised eyebrow.
“Honey, it’s just that…”
“No, James.” she said, cutting me off. “You don’t get only your way. If I don’t get my obsession, you don’t get yours.” she said intensely. “Remember what I told you. You agreed to this. Are you backing out now? If so, you will just have to go somewhere else while I fuck my big black stud and dream about what he did to me.”
I just dropped my head. She knew she had me. I had no choice in the matter. “No, I'm not backing out.” I squeaked out.
“You better go and finish. Lamar will be here soon.” she said as she began putting on moisturizer on her face. Her tone was a command and not asking.
Silently I turned and started back to finish my cleaning. The feeling of dread and worry hung heavy on me, but why was I getting harder thinking about her primping herself for her new lover even with the promise of what she said I had to do? I finished my cleaning trying to figure out why this was turning me on so much and why was my obsession making me do this?
After I finished cleaning, I went back to our bedroom. Britt was finishing up getting dressed, well, if you could call it dressed. She had on a red nightie that was lace and mostly see through. Her nipples were clearly visible, and her breasts were bulging out. Her makeup was perfect, as was her hair. She looked stunning. She was finishing her hair as I walked in, and she saw me in her mirror. That devilish smile returned on her face as she watched me gawk at her.
“Did you finish everything?”
“Yes, everything is done.” I said, still gawking at her.
“Good.” She said as she put her brush down and stood up. She struck a pose and then twirled. I noticed her ass was clearly visible when she turned with only a strap that went between the crack of her ass. “What do you think? Do you think he will like it?” Her devilish grin was so big when she asked that question. She already knew the answer, but she wanted me to say it.
“You look fantastic honey. Any man would give his right arm to be with you.” I said confidently.
“Aww. Thank you, honey.” she said as she walked over and kissed me on the cheek. “Now let’s go downstairs and wait. Lamar should be here any minute.” She gave me a quick hug then went past me and headed downstairs.
I felt deflated again as she left. The quick kiss on the cheek and quick hug was more of a friendly gesture than what she normally did. I followed her downstairs and she headed to the kitchen, and I went to the living room. I heard the distinct clink of wine glasses as I sat in the chair next to the sofa. My mind kept playing through what was happening. This was it. I was actually going to be cuckolded in a very short time. My emotions were all over the place. Both excitement and dread coursed through me. For the life of me I couldn’t figure out why I wanted this so much when I knew what she had planned for me after.
My whole body tensed as the doorbell rang. I was about to get off the sofa and answer the door, but my legs didn’t want to cooperate. Before I could get the nerve to get up and answer the door, Britt came out from the kitchen at a fast pace. I could see the excitement in her eyes as she put down her wine glass on the table in front of the sofa and hurried to the door.
It was like Deja vu to me when she answered the door. She opened it and Lamar stepped inside. He looked handsome dressed in a black t-shirt and khaki cargo pants. His bald head was shining in the light and the smile on his face broadened when he saw Britt and how she was dressed. As soon as the door closed, Britt slung her arms over his shoulders and kissed him deeply. That's when it hit me, I had seen this before. It was playing out just like the first porno we watched together that first night, only I wasn’t holding a camera. The kiss lasted for a good minute, like two lovers that hadn’t seen each other for a while. I watched as he put his hands down on her ass. They grabbed her cheeks firmly as he pulled her into him. My little dick was so hard watching them.
When they broke the kiss, Britt took his hand and led him to the sofa. The only acknowledgement he gave me was a sly smile and a nod of his head. Lamar sat down and Britt sat very close to him. He reached out his arm and put it around her shoulders and she snuggled into him. They sat there for a minute with idle chat and compliments back and forth at how good they thought each other looked and smelled. It was as if I wasn’t even there.
The first acknowledgement of my presence was when Britt asked if he would like something to drink. When he said he did, Britt looked over to me and in a commanding, but soft voice told me to get Lamar a beer.
I trudged into the kitchen and fetched a beer. When I returned, I stopped in my tracks, and I almost came in my pants. They were kissing again but I noticed Lamar had pulled out one of her breasts from the lingerie she was wearing and had his hand groping it with her nipple sticking out between his long fingers. His dark skin on her milky white breast looked so natural. Britt was moaning into his mouth as their tongues swished back and forth. I had to take a breath when I saw it. I tried to gather myself as I walked over and put the beer on the table in front of him and sat back down gawking at them making out on the sofa.
As they continued, I watched Britt’s hand begin to roam. It went down from his chest where it had been, down his stomach and to the crotch of his pants. That’s when I saw the impossibly big bulge there. Surely that couldn’t be his cock. As she rubbed it, it seemed to get bigger. I was so captivated and horny watching them, but I was mainly watching the huge bulge in his crotch. I couldn’t keep my eyes off it. It already looked to be bigger than the big monster. When they broke the kiss, Lamar’s mouth instantly went to the exposed nipple in his hand. Britt moaned out loudly as his mouth and tongue sucked and caressed it. When she turned her head and looked at me, I could see the passion in her eyes. The stare she gave me seemed to say, “You could never make me feel like this.” as she moaned louder.
I sat there again, mouth open, breathing heavy as Lamar continued to kiss and grope her breast. Soon the other breast was out, and he was taking turns on each one. Britt moaned in ecstasy as his mouth traveled between her nipples. Britt kept looking back at me with her eyes filled with passion and lust. Then I could see it in her eyes. She caught me looking at his crotch. Her smile of passion formed a devious smile.
She pushed Lamar back a little so she could face me more and the tone in her voice was like she was talking to a child.
“What’s the matter dear? Are you wondering about that big bulge in his pants? I see you staring at it.”
I couldn’t do anything but nod my head in embarrassment. To get caught looking at another man’s crotch was horrifying to me, especially by my wife who I know had plans for me and his cock. She grinned bigger as she slid off the sofa and on her knees in front of him.
“Poor baby. Do you want to see the huge cock that’s going to make your wife cum so hard tonight?” she asked again in a baby type voice as if I were a child again. Lamar had a big smile on his face too as he watched me.
Again, I was embarrassed and could only nod my head as I felt my cheeks flushing. She turned back to him with a smile and began unbuttoning his pants. She began pulling them down and he lifted his hips to help. As they slid down, the biggest, thickest, darkest cock I had ever seen sprang out. I felt like I had been gut punched. It was huge, every bit as big or bigger than the big monster. After Britt had pulled his pants off of his feet, she tossed them at me.
“Fold them neatly, I don’t want them to get wrinkled.” she said in a commanding tone.
I was still too stunned at the size of his cock to move. The pants landed on me, and I just sat there. They both began laughing at me as I sat there transfixed on his cock. Britt turned and grabbed his cock with her left hand and slowly and gently began to stroke it. She angled her hand so that I had a good look at it with her wedding ring as her pale hand slid up and down on his dark cock. I was so transfixed by it. It was so stunningly beautiful to see.
“What’s the matter? You act like you have never seen a cock before?” Lamar said, chuckling. 
“Oh, he hasn't. Not a real one anyway. Not with that little dicklet he has.” She said and giggled. 
I was so embarrassed, but to my surprise I wanted more. I couldn’t even believe how much more I wanted. I am not sure if Lamar sensed it or not, but I could see a gleam in his eyes.
“Oh really, a dicklet huh. Let’s see it cucky. Get up and come over here and drop your pants. Let’s see that little dicklet.”
I was horrified. It took all I had to get up. When I did my knees were shaky. I managed to walk over and stood there in front of my wife who was still on her knees in front of him. I couldn’t move. I just stood there embarrassed. Britt giggled and I felt her reach up and unfasten my pants and they dropped to my ankles. My little dick was hard and tenting out my underwear. Britt quickly pulled them down for all to see it. I heard Lamar chuckle, then he stood up beside me and faced the same way, so his cock was close to mine. His huge cock bowed down with its weight as Britt laughed and took his cock in one hand and mine in the other. Her hand had trouble wrapping around his but had no trouble with mine. She went back and forth between the two for a few seconds like she was comparing the two. Her eyes were bright and had a sly look to them when she looked up at me. I could plainly see how much she was enjoying this. Humiliating me in front of her lover seemed to bring her so much joy.
“See the difference honey? See why I prefer his real man’s cock to your puny excuse for a dick?” She giggled then let go of my dick and put both hands on his, and it was still sticking out by a few inches with both hands on it. She looked back up at me and laughed.
“You can put that away. No one wants to see that. Go back and sit down.” She commanded again.
I pulled up my pants as embarrassed as I had ever been. I waddled back to the chair, never taking my eyes off of them.  Britt was looking up at Lamar with a look of pure lust. She pulled his cock closer to her mouth and I trembled as I watched her run her tongue up the underside of his cock from the base of his balls to the tip.
“Mmm…you taste so good.” she moaned out to him. Quickly she engulfed the tip of it in her mouth and slowly began sucking on it. It was an incredible sight. One I had dreamed of seeing for a long time. My little prim and proper wife, on her knees, sucking a real big black cock. I had seen her suck the big monster before, but that was nowhere close to seeing the real thing. I watched as the first few inches disappeared into her mouth. There was so much more left, but I could tell he was already to her throat. As her head bobbed on his huge cock, I could only watch in awe. It was so beautiful and sexy.
Lamar had his hand on the back of her head and matched her motion as her head bobbed. He moaned and took deep breaths as he told her how good she was doing. I could see that he was encouraging her to go deeper as he pushed on the back of her head. I almost jumped out of my chair the first time I saw him push and hold her head on his cock. I could hear the gagging noises that Britt made as his cock went into her throat. He would let her up and she would gasp then go back down on him again. Saliva began dripping down her chin as she madly worked on his monster cock, trying to get it as deep in her mouth and throat as she could.
I was sitting there with my mouth open watching this beautiful act when Lamar looked over at me with a huge grin on his face.
“Your bitch really knows how to handle a black cock. You should be proud, cucky.” he teased.
I was proud. I continued to watch as he would hold her head down longer each time. I could see his cock bulging in her throat as more and more seemed to disappear the longer they went. Her eyes were tearing up and her mascara was beginning to run. It looked just like some of the interracial porn I had seen before. My wife never looked more beautiful to me than when she had almost half his cock in her mouth and down her throat. I was mesmerized. 
A few seconds later, I saw Lamar drop his head back. His eyes were squinched and his lips drawn. I knew what that meant.
“Oh shit, girl. I’m about to cum down your throat. Oh fuck.” he gasped out.
Britt didn’t even hesitate. She kept sucking on him and tried to go deeper. Lamar let out a loud grunt as he pushed her head hard onto his cock and Britt let out a grunt of her own as his cock went deep into her throat. I could see his balls jump and his cock quiver, and I knew he was pumping his cum down my wife’s throat. I gulped in sympathy as if I was the one getting pumped full of his cum as I watched. When he let her head off his cock, she gasped as cum spurted in her mouth and on her face. I had never seen Britt so happy as when she rushed to clean up any of the cum that had not made it into her. She wiped it up with her fingers and quickly put it in her mouth. When she was almost finished and had the last bit on her fingers, she stopped and looked at it for a second.
My heart skipped a beat when she looked over at me and smiled.
“Come here cucky. I have something for you.”
The look in her eyes was mischievous. I could see the cum on her fingers glisten as she held it up. I was paralyzed again and found it hard to move. As I sat there longer, I could see the impatience in her eyes. 
“Get over here. You might as well sample a little bit of what you’re going to get later.” she said more sternly.
Somehow, I eased myself out of my chair slowly. I had really enjoyed watching her, but now I was terrified. Slowly I walked over as Lamar sat back down with a sly smile on his face. Britt was still on her knees when I got there, and she motioned me down. As I got on my knees beside my wife, the sense of dread was at its greatest. I didn’t want to do this; I can’t do this I thought. I was down looking into Britt’s bright eyes and trembling.
“Open up cucky.” she said as she moved her cum covered fingers closer to my mouth.
I was hesitant, but I opened my mouth just a little. It was enough. Britt thrust her fingers into my mouth and a salty sweet taste invaded it. I felt repulsed. The taste wasn’t something I liked or enjoyed, but Britt ran her fingers around my mouth to make sure they were cleaned off. My face contorted in a look of dissatisfaction, but the look on her face was so bright and happy. I think that was the only thing good about my first taste of another man’s cum, I had made her happy.
“Good boy.” she said as if talking to a dog. She removed her fingers and smiled at me. “Get used to the taste cucky. You’re going to be tasting it a lot in the future.” she grinned.




Chapter 10

Britt was half naked and Lamar was completely naked and cuddling on the couch chatting as I sat in my chair. The taste still lingered in my mouth, and I was in a daze. I had actually eaten another man’s cum. I was still in shock about it. Never in my wildest fantasy of this had I ever imagined I would do that. The surreal feeling of it, the humiliation, it was something I didn’t understand. Instead of being turned off by it, it actually turned me on. This was new to me. I was actually getting off to the humiliation to the point I was craving more. It perplexed my mind.
My daze was broken when Britt called out to me holding up her empty wine glass wanting another. I got up and took the glass to the kitchen for a refill in a stupor. I still couldn’t believe I actually enjoyed being humiliated like that by my wife. I walked back into the living room and Lamar was kissing her neck. He had his long fingers running up the slit of her pussy. Britt was moaning softly, slowly stroking his cock when I put the glass on the table. She looked over at me with a lusty look. Then her expression changed and looked playful and sly at the same time.
“James, go upstairs and get the bed ready. I don’t want Lamar to fuck me on the couch. I want him in bed so he can really get to my pussy…and after he is finished, so can you.” she smiled slyly.
I knew this was going to happen. I knew that was why he was here, to fuck her. The blowjob was only the warmup. Even though this was what I craved and what my obsession mandated, something inside of me dreaded this. Not because he was going to fuck her, not because she was asking me to get our marital bed ready for her and her lover. Those things excited me. It was because of what I knew she wanted me to do after he was done with her pussy. She had already stuffed her cum covered fingers in my mouth tonight, and the taste still lingered in my mouth. I could see it in her eyes and hear it in her tone that after he dumped his load in her, I was going to be the one to clean it up. That was why she wanted me to be able to get to her pussy.
I slowly turned and headed for the stairs. I kept asking myself if I could do this. I had no want or need to eat his cum, but I desperately wanted to see him fuck her. In some ways I felt cheated and coerced. After what Britt told me this afternoon, I had no choice. I so wanted to see her and her black lover, but I wasn’t looking forward to the aftermath. I went into the bedroom and pulled back the blankets and comforter. I made sure the pillows were fluffed. Before I could go back downstairs to let them know the bed was ready, I heard footsteps on the stairs. Heavy ones.
Lamar appeared with my now fully naked wife being easily carried in his arms. She had her arms around his neck kissing it as he walked over to the bed and laid her down.
“Lamar, you are so strong. Cucky here could never have carried me up to the bedroom. Even on our wedding night he could barely get me over the threshold.” she said as she gave me an amused look.
I heard Lamar chuckle. He looked over at me with his own smug look. “Why don’t you go sit down cucky. You can watch how a real man fucks your wife.”
“Maybe he will learn something, but I doubt it.” Britt chimed in with a laugh as I sat in the chair. I felt so humiliated but so turned on at the same time. I craved more and I knew I was going to get it. I was so torn by this. I shouldn’t have wanted more. Why did I want more?
Lamar got to his knees and leaned in. He spread Britts legs open wide, and his tongue slowly began lapping at her pussy. Britt let out a long moan of delight as his tongue caressed her.
“Oh damn, he can eat pussy way better than you cucky. What the hell am I going to keep you around for now?” she said with a sly look at me. I suddenly felt a little fear for the first time. Would I lose her to this? Then it dawned on me what she was hinting at. She wanted a submissive husband. That was my role, that is why she would keep me.
I watched as Britt moaned out in pleasure. Lamar had her tossing about as he continued to lick her and use his fingers in her pussy. Britt cried out several times in passion. I could tell she was cumming hard each time. He had already brought her to several orgasms before Britt had to push him away to take a breath. Britt lay there panting as Lamar lifted her up and pushed her further on the bed. When he crawled between her legs, I knew this was it. I was now going to be properly cuckolded.
Between pants, Britt held up her hands to Lamar to stop him for a second and looked over to me.
“Are you ready cucky?” she panted. I just shook my head yes. “Then tell him what you want.” she said slyly.
I was a bit confused and at a loss for words as Lamar turned and looked at me with a big grin. I didn’t know what exactly to say. I knew what I wanted, but it was hard to put into words.
“I want him to fuck you.” I said low and soft.
“Oh, you have to do better than that. You’re not talking to me. You’re talking to him. Ask him to fuck me. Beg him.” Britt’s devilish look captivated me. I couldn’t help myself anymore. I craved humiliation and she provided it for me. I was to beg a black man to fuck my wife.
“Lamar, would you…would you please fuck my wife.” I squeaked out.
His grin got bigger. “And why would you want me to do that?”
“Because he is pathetic in bed. His little loser dick doesn’t satisfy me, does it cucky?” Britt chimed in.
I lowered my head and then shook it yes.
“Then tell him.” Britt teased.
“I…I have a little pathetic loser dick. I need you to fuck her because I can’t satisfy her. Please sir, please fuck my wife.” I begged.
The brightness in Britt’s eyes was so brilliant as I looked into them and her smile so broad with a proud look as I begged. I could see so many emotions in her eyes at that point. Lust, euphoria, and…love. This was her obsession. This was what she craved from me. I wanted to give it to her just like she was about to give me what I craved. I felt a love, a bond now with her that I had never felt before. It was so different but incredible at the same time. We were both fulfilling our obsessions, together.
Lamar turned back to Britt, and he reached down and took his massive cock into his hand. As he began to line it up with her pussy and began rubbing the head of it up and down her wet slit, Britt was still looking at me with those bright eyes and broad smile. Then she mouthed “I love you.” just as Lamar began to push his cock into her. Her face changed from a loving smile to one of euphoria as her mouth opened wide at the feel of a massive cock entering her tight pussy.
“Oh Fuck!” she moaned out in passion as her hands went out to her sides and grabbed the sheets in a death grip. “He is so fucking big!” she exclaimed as I watched his huge black cock push into her a little deeper. I don’t think there has been a time in my life that my little dick was any harder than it was now as I watched this big black man fuck my beautiful wife. He pulled back a little then pushed in deeper this time. Britt lifted up a little and threw her hands around his neck and pulled him down into a euphoric kiss, moaning loudly. She laid her head back down pulling Lamar with her as she wrapped her legs around him. It was all so much for me to take in.
I had lasted for a long time tonight without touching myself during all the kissing and even the blowjob, but I couldn’t take it any longer. I pulled out my hard little dick and began to stroke it as I watched his huge cock stretch her little pussy. Her moans now became screams of passion as he went deeper and began to move faster. I had never seen my wife this vocal, even with the big monster she was never this loud.
“Oh fuck, this is so good. Oh my God I can’t fucking believe how good this is!” she screamed out. “Oh yes, fuck me! Oh fuck, you are so big! Please don’t stop fucking me! Oh God, I want you to fuck me all the time! My husband’s pathetic little dick could never do this for me! He could never fuck me like this!”
I was now furiously stroking my little dick watching this black cock pumping in and out of my wife. I had been on edge and had so much sexual tension today that I knew I wouldn’t last long. Hearing her cry out in screams of passion, being so vocal, more than she ever was for me, the humiliating things she was saying about me hit all the right buttons. When she looked over at me with Lamar’s head on the other side of hers, she gave me a stare that electrified me. It was an intense stare of euphoria that sent the message to me that you could never do this for me. I couldn’t hold it anymore. I grunted loudly as the cum spewed from my little dick. The intense orgasm made me double over just a bit. When I looked back at her, she had a little smirk on her face for just a second before the euphoric face came back and she orgasmed again.
“Oh fuck, yes! My husband is so weak compared to you! He has no stamina! His pathetic little dick has already shot off and my big handsome bull is still going! Oh God yes keep fucking me!”
I sat there as my little dick deflated after cumming so hard. I continued to watch as Lamar fucked my wife hard. I was a little surprised when he stopped and pulled out of her. Even from across the room I could see how gaped her pussy was. It was even more gaped than it had been from the big monster. Lamar quickly turned her on her hands and knees facing me as he got in behind her. She looked so beautiful to me at that moment. Her hair that was perfect before was all tangled and a mess. Her mascara that had run earlier from the blowjob had created dark circles around her eyes. Her face seemed to be permanently contorted into a look of orgasm. As she looked me in the eyes, they were intense. It was like she was staring through me. She looked like a woman that had been well fucked, but I knew it wasn’t over yet. In all my time with her, I had never made her look like this. A pang of jealousy welled up in me at that point. Not from her being fucked by someone else, but I was jealous of not being able to make my wife look like he had on the first try.
I watched her face change again back to the open mouth and closed eye look of euphoria when his big black cock entered her again from behind. The moan she gave out caused my little limp dick to jump. She swayed forward then back as Lamar fucked her. Her eyes opened up back with that intense stare.
“Oh fuck, James. He fucks me so good. I know you wish you could fuck me like this!”
My thoughts betrayed me in my head. I did want to be able to fuck her like that.
“He’s so big, he fills me up so good! You could never fill me up like this!”
I can’t.
“Oh this is so much better than a plastic dildo or your little dick!”
It is.
“I love him fucking me. He is going to fuck me from now on. This pussy is his now! Not yours!”
It is.
“Oh fuck! He can fuck me anytime he wants!”
He can.
“Oh shit, I’m cumming again!”
I had lost count of how many times I heard her cum. My ego was getting completely deflated from watching how easy it seemed he could make her cum. I couldn’t compete with that. She would only cum once, maybe twice with me, and never this hard. But he made it seem so effortless as he brought her to orgasm after orgasm.
I watched him fuck her for longer than I think I could even stay hard. It had to have been at least two hours of her pussy getting destroyed by his big cock and untold number of orgasms it forced her to have. She even squirted several times as I watched the liquid spew from her filled pussy. They had switched positions several times, but always where she could look me in the eyes as she was fucked properly. In a way I was so happy for her, and sad for myself. Lamar had taken her to heights I could only dream of doing.
They had switched back to missionary when I heard it. She had her legs wrapped around him and her hands on his ass pushing him to fuck her harder when a slight growl came from there direction. The growl began to grow as I realized what was happening. Britt understood it too.
“Oh fuck, yes baby, cum in me! Give it to me, please! I want your cum in my pussy!”
The growl became a roar as I watched Lamar push deep into her pussy and stop while Britt’s legs tightened to pull him in deeper. The look on his face told me that he had just dumped a big load of cum into my wife. Her face said the same as her mouth locked wide open and she held her breath. I watched her shake from the orgasm she had as she felt him unload deep into her. Lamar collapsed on her exhausted and they were both panting. When he finally rolled off of her, I saw her pussy was gaped larger than I had ever seen. It was so sexy seeing her freshly fucked and laying there with her legs spread wide open and a gape in her pussy.
As I stared in awe and love, I saw it. A thick white drip formed at the base of her pussy and began oozing out. My fascination and awe faded quickly. My heart was already racing from watching but it seemed to get even quicker. I knew what was coming and I felt the dread wash over me again.
Britt, after finally catching her breath, looked over at me with a sly smile. She didn’t say a word to me. She just lifted her arm and wiggled her finger at me in a come here motion. I felt paralyzed. I didn’t know if I could move. After what seemed ages, but was only about a few seconds, I slowly lifted out of the chair and walked over to the bed and got on my knees at the edge. I could see her gaped pussy as it leaked what looked to be gallons of cum staring back at me. Britt saw my hesitation and then scooted her body closer to the edge of the bed in front of me. I looked from the dripping pussy into her sly expression with a pleading one of my own. It didn’t work.
Before I could say anything, Britt put her feet on my shoulders and used them to pull me down. Soon my face was buried in her well used pussy and instinctively my tongue came out of my mouth. The taste of him hit first. Salty and sweet again. Then something else. The taste I have known for a while that I know was Britt hit. The two combined were not bad. In fact, I couldn’t help but enjoy it a bit. My tongue began moving all over the place and lapping at her pussy. I heard Britt moan again as her legs seemed to push me in harder. There was so much cum, from both of them. When I heard Britt beginning to cum again from me licking, my heart soared, and I licked harder and faster. After her orgasm I was again on top of the world. I had made my beautiful wife cum again.
That came to an abrupt end when her feet forced me off of her. I looked up to see that sly smile again.
“Now it’s his turn to get clean.” she said, nodding her head towards Lamar.
I couldn’t keep the horror off my face. I knew what she wanted, but this time it wasn’t a dildo. I knew this was part of her obsession, but I didn’t want this. Wasn’t it enough I just ate his cum out of her? Why did she want me to suck his massive cock so badly? My fight or flight response was kicking in. I wanted to run for the door. As I sat there pondering what was asked of me, I saw Britt’s face change from one of a sly look to a pleading look. It reminded me of mine when I started this. The way I looked at her when I told her what I wanted.
When she whispered to me, I broke.
“Please, do this for me James. Please.” she begged.
I knew I was doomed.




Chapter 11

I felt like I was a zombie as I climbed from between her legs and positioned myself in front of him. When I positioned myself between Lamar’s two muscular legs, I was still in a daze. “Was this really happening?” I had to ask myself. His massive cock was only semi-hard. It lay there covered in their juices. I tentatively reached out and lifted it. Lamar had a big grin on his face as I did it. Britt had rolled over and was watching with anticipation on her face as I looked back at her and then the massive cock in my hand. I could see her still begging me in my mind.
Slowly I lowered my head until the massive cock was close to my face. Gently, I stuck out my tongue and touched the tip. That sweet and salty taste was there along with the taste of Britt. Cautiously I began to lick up the shaft. The rubbery feel was so different from a pussy.
“That’s it cucky. Clean him up good.” Britt encouraged me as I saw a hand slip down between her legs. “Put it in. Put that wonderful black cock in your mouth. I want to watch you suck the cock that just fucked me so good.” she cooed as out of the corner of my eye I saw the hand moving faster between her legs.
In one quick movement I opened my mouth and without thinking, put the tip of his cock in. Thinking about it would have made me hesitate and not do it. I heard Britt let out a loud moan as I did this. I kept telling myself that I was doing this for her.
The taste wasn’t much different from before, but the feel of it, the texture, it wasn’t as bad as I thought. I began bobbing my head a little, like I had seen Britt do many times, but his massive cock was so big, I could barely fit much in. I felt a hand on the back of my head pushing and realized Lamar was really enjoying this too. He had his hand pushing me down further on his cock, and I obeyed. I heard a louder moan come from Britt and realized she was cumming.
“Oh fuck! Oh shit, I’m cumming! That’s it cucky, suck my lovers’ cock. You’re going to suck all my lover's cocks! Oh, you’re going to be my sissy cuck from now on!” she cried out as another orgasm overtook her.
My mind was a blur. I felt so embarrassed, yet so turned on. I was doing it. I was actually giving a blow job to my wife’s black lover. I didn’t understand why, but between the embarrassment I felt, The fact that Britt was cumming again, and the act of being coerced into sucking a cock, I started to get hard again. When Britt saw my little cock getting erect, she just moaned out again in orgasm.
As I bobbed on Lamar’s cock, I felt it getting harder. My mouth was already stretched, but it became even more full as his cock stiffened. My eyes drifted to him, and I saw him there with his mouth open in a euphoric look. His hand pressed harder on the back of my head, forcing his cock deeper until it hit the back of my throat as he let out a groan. What was happening? Did he really enjoy this that much? Oh God, what if he cums again?
“Fuck! Your sissy cuck gives a good blow job.” Lamar said as he looked over at Britt.
“That’s a good cucky! Give my lover a good blow job! Make him cum as a reward for fucking your wife so good!” Britt yelled, still fingering her pussy.
Holy shit! Was I really going to do this? Did she really want me to make him cum? This felt so wrong, but somehow, it also felt so right. What was happening to me. I was so terrified of this but yet, I was beginning to enjoy it. What was wrong with me? I was sucking on another man’s cock, one that had just fucked my wife, and I was enjoying doing it! It was like a switch flipped in me and I began sucking it harder and faster. I can’t explain what came over me. I felt crazed as I worked harder on this massive cock, taking it all the way to the back of my throat before lifting up and shoving it back down again. It felt so surreal, like someone else was doing it.
Then I heard the growl. It was low at first and barely noticeable from Britt’s moans and cries. I had heard it before, just before Lamar had dropped a huge load into my wife’s pussy. It was an unmistakable sound and now I was hearing it again. As it grew louder, I could feel Lamar’s cock stiffen more. Britt heard it too and her moans and cries got louder as she furiously worked her pussy.
“Oh Fuck, yes, make him cum you sissy. Suck his cock and make him cum!” she yelled.
Her encouragement, the embarrassment, Lamar’s growl and hand pushing me harder, It was all so…fucking hot! I would have never dreamed that this would make me so turned on. It felt so right, so natural. I wanted to be my wife’s sissy, I wanted to suck her lover’s cocks. It was then that I realized what my obsession truly was. It wasn’t all about watching my wife fuck a black man. It wasn’t all about seeing her being pleasured by a black cock. I finally realized that it was me that was obsessed with black cocks. That was what my obsession was all about.
I felt Lamar’s beautiful black cock twitch in my mouth. I heard his growl become a roar again. The hot salty sweet liquid began to fill my mouth and flood it. I tried to swallow all I could but there was so much that I felt it splash out of the side of my mouth. It was all too much for me. The feeling of it, the moans and cries of my wife cumming watching me bring her lover to an orgasm sucking his cock, the embarrassment of it all, knowing it was a huge black cock cumming in my mouth and that I liked it. Then I lost it. My little dick began to twitch, and the orgasm hit me. My little cock spewed a bit of cum, nowhere near the amount that was being deposited in my mouth. I moaned on the cock that was cumming in my mouth and loved it.
Britt pulled me off his cock and a rope of cum splashed across my face. She quickly took his cock into her mouth as he finished cumming. She then turned to me and wiped the cum off my face with her fingers and sucked them. Then she grabbed the back of my head and pulled me into a passionate kiss. Her tongue darted in my mouth as we shared the salty sweet cum. When she finished the kiss she was looking deep into my eyes. I saw the passion there, the excitement, but most of all, the love. 
“I love you, my sweet dear sissy cuck.” she said softly.
“I love you too.” is all I could get out.
It’s hard to explain what I felt after this ordeal. It was like finding out something you thought repulsive was something you had been missing in your life, but you never knew you missed it. It was like the universe finally unfolded and told you what you were here for, what you were meant to be. I was at peace, in harmony. I finally knew what I was here for. I was here to be my lovely wife’s sissy cuck and I was good with that. I finally felt right with the universe.
When Lamar left that night, I walked him to the door, shook his hand, and thanked him. He just had that sly look on his face.
“No, thank you for that excellent blow job cucky. I’m sure you will be even better once you practice more, and I’m sure you will get a lot of practice.” he said with a chuckle.
When I came back to the bedroom, Britt was laying there exhausted. I understood that since I had never seen her cum so much in my life. But the feelings I had before about what happened were beginning to wane and turned from euphoria to shame and regret of what I had done. As I lay down beside Britt, my thoughts of what happened that night began to play through my mind. It was so hard to believe that it was actually me doing that. Britt almost surprised me when she cuddled up next to me and put her head on my chest.
“Thank you, baby. I really didn’t think you would do that. I can’t tell you how turned on I was watching you. I hope you enjoyed it too. Did you enjoy watching your wife with a big black cock? Was it everything you dreamed of?” she said softly in a loving voice.
I was still stunned and the regret and embarrassment was beginning to build up. My mind was locked up as the images played through my head. I had enjoyed watching her, but what happened after…
“Are you ok?” she said with urgency in her voice as her head lifted up and she looked at me with worry at my silence.
I looked back at her with confusion on my face. “I…I’m ok.” I lied.
“What’s wrong? Please tell me.” she begged. The worry was radiating from her. Britt had always been able to tell when I was lying, and I could tell she was genuinely worried about me.
“I…I don’t know what happened to me.” I stuttered. “That was something that…I know you wanted it, but I didn’t know if I could do it. But now that I’ve done it, I feel so confused about it.” 
She still had a worried look on her face. “I’m sorry baby, I know you were doing it for me. Maybe it was too much too soon, but you looked like you were enjoying it so much.”
“That’s why I’m so confused. I did enjoy it and that scares me. I don’t know why I did it. It’s like that was what I was supposed to do, even though I…” I couldn’t finish. I just turned my head back to the ceiling.
“You didn’t want to.” she finished for me.
I just nodded my head yes as I laid there. I could feel the worry and also the disappointment in her as she continued to watch me. I knew what her obsession was, and when this started, I wanted to fulfill her fantasy and obsession too, just like she was fulfilling mine. I felt so embarrassed to the point of humiliation. My wife had just watched me suck off a huge black cock, she had watched as I made him cum in my mouth. At the time I had been overtaken by something I didn’t understand and had enjoyed it. Now, I was torn and confused about it. I didn’t want to disappoint her, but these feelings now were hard to handle.
She laid her head down softly on my chest and wrapped her arm around me. I could feel her worry turn more to disappointment as she laid there. A few minutes passed as she held on to me in silence. I could feel her steady breathing before she let out a soft sigh.
“I’m sorry honey. I won’t make you do that again.” she said softly. There was a hint of disappointment in her voice that only enhanced the disappointment I sensed in her.
We laid there until we both fell asleep. The last thing that passed through my mind before I drifted off was remembering what she said while I was sucking on Lamar’s massive cock, “That’s it cucky, suck my lover's cock. You’re going to suck all my lover's cocks! Oh, you’re going to be my sissy cuck from now on!”




Chapter 12

I woke up the next morning alone. Britt had already gotten up and was downstairs in the kitchen drinking her coffee when I stumbled in. She greeted me like she had every day with a warm smile as I kissed her forehead, but I could see in her eyes there was a little sadness. Maybe it was from my confession last night and her obsession. I proceeded to make a cup of coffee for myself and sat down with her.
I was still confused and ashamed of what I did last night but the shame was dwindling some. Afterall, it was Britt that wanted me to do it and I was just doing it for her, I lied to myself. I still had this nagging feeling that it wasn’t all about her. Even though it had been a whirlwind of emotions for me, I still craved more. Up until the point I had to clean her and suck his cock, the night had been wonderful and had fulfilled my obsession so well. I was torn though. She had said she wouldn’t make me do it again, but I couldn’t keep it off my mind. I still couldn’t come to terms with the fact I enjoyed it while I was doing it. But the biggest problem was I still had her words echoing through my head about being her sissy and sucking all her lover’s cocks now. I had never had any gay tendencies, but it was scary to me that those words made my little dick twitch and want to get hard.
Our conversation over coffee was a casual normal one. Christmas was coming soon, and Britt informed me she was going out Christmas shopping today. She never spoke a word about last night as if it never happened. I felt like I wanted to talk more about it with her, but I left it alone. After she left, I began to clean and then work out in my workshop. Keeping busy seemed to soothe my mind but it was still there in the background. All day thoughts about Lamar and his beautiful cock and what I had done passed through my mind. Him telling me that I would be doing it again made me both scared and excited. I tried to concentrate on my project, but the thoughts still came.
Britt came home that night with a few bags which, as usual, I wasn’t allowed to look at even though the gifts supposedly weren’t for me. She always said I could never keep my mouth shut if I saw the people they were for, so I wasn’t allowed to know what they were. I’ve always shrugged it off since she was probably right. I settled in at the couch and turned on the TV as she hid away the gifts. She had been gone a long time when I began to wonder what she was doing. I got up and went upstairs to investigate and found her sitting on the bed with her laptop. She closed it quickly when I entered the room.
“What are you doing?”
“I’m shopping.” she said quickly.
“Still shopping? This late? Didn’t you get enough of that while you were out?” I chuckled.
“A woman can never do too much shopping.” she giggled. “Besides, some of the things I was looking for it’s hard to find in the stores.”
“Like what?”
“Never mind mister. I wouldn’t tell you anyway.” she giggled.
“Ok, well I was about to watch a movie. Do you want to come down and watch?”
“Umm…not right now. I need to finish my shopping and…” she trailed off.
“And what?”
“Lamar wants to talk with me some tonight.” she said quietly.
“Oh, he does.” I said with a little disappointment. Just hearing his name again made my heart start racing.
“He umm…wants to come over tomorrow night.” she said quietly as her head dropped down a little.
My heart skipped a beat. He was coming back again. The confusion set in again and I felt myself shake a little. Even though my heart said no, my mind was saying yes. I craved to see his long black cock in my wife again, but it was more than that. 
“Do you want him to come over tomorrow?” I asked nervously.
“Yes.” she replied with her head still down. When she slowly looked up at me, I was standing there with a nervous look, but she looked like she was begging with her expression. “James, I love you honey, but what he did to me last night, how he felt inside me, I have never been so sexually satisfied in my life as I was last night. Even the big monster never did that to me. The real thing was so much better, there is no comparison. I want that again, I need it.” she said as if she was ashamed of begging for it.
I stood there thinking about how much she had changed from the start. Before, she was so against it. Now she was practically begging for it. I couldn’t lie to myself, that had been what I wanted. I wanted her to beg to have a black cock. I wanted her to have the sexual pleasure she had experienced last night again. My obsession was just too much for me even with the possible consequences of what might happen after. I had to see it again, but I was afraid of what I would do. I knew I wanted this, but the rest of me was very skeptical.  Evidently, she could see the conflict in my face. She spoke softly and reassuringly as I stood there with a worried look on my face.
“James, I know what you’re thinking. I told you I wouldn’t make you do that anymore. But I still need him baby. Don’t you still want to watch me with a big black cock?” she said in a teasing voice.
She knew I did. She had promised she wouldn’t make me suck his cock again. I relaxed a little at her promise as a small smile crept over my face. If she wasn’t going to make me do that again, maybe I would be ok. Thoughts of last night watching him fuck her raced through my head.
“Yes, you know I do. You never looked sexier than when he was on top of you, and you had your legs wrapped around him. Hearing you moan and scream like that; it was so sexy and turned me on so much.” I confessed.
She smiled back at me lovingly. “I hoped you would say that. So, you don’t mind him coming over tomorrow night?”
“No, that’s fine. I think it will be fun.” I smiled.
Her smile got bigger, and I could see the relief and joy in her face. She looked so sexy and beautiful when she was like that. God, I loved her.
“I love you so much James. Thank you. Now, go watch your movie baby. I need to finish up here before I talk to Lamar.”
I smiled back, told her I loved her too, then went back downstairs. All the images of her Lamar last night coursed through my brain, and it made me very horny. My little dick was so hard thinking about watching them again. Instead of watching the movie, I went to my office to pull up some porn and planned to jerk off to it. As I looked through the video selection, I couldn’t help noticing that there were some that I hadn’t watched, but they were in my history. They were labeled with things having to do with sissy husbands and I knew instantly who had watched them. I was curious but also nervous as I clicked on the first one. 
The wife was sitting there with her husband on a couch. It was like an interview. The interviewer asked them a few questions about their relationship and why they were here. It turns out, the husband was a lot like me. He loved to watch his wife with black men. She had a sly smile on her face throughout the questioning. When a huge black man walked in, her expression changed from sly to a craving look. I pulled out my little dick and began stroking it. It was so hard with the anticipation of watching her get fucked by this big black man that had just come in. He sat beside her, and she instantly had her hand in his lap. The interviewer was asking the husband more questions, but the wife was already rubbing the black man’s cock. Before the husband knew it, his wife had pulled the black cock out of the man’s pants and was sucking on it. Two things popped in my head watching this. The first was that he was big, but Lamar was bigger. The second one scared me. I wanted to see the husband suck him like I had Lamar. Why that popped in my head I wasn’t sure. It’s not something I had thought about before watching porn, but after what I had done, it only seemed natural for it to happen. I guess in a way I knew it would, based on the title.
The interviewer stopped and the black man stood up. The wife fully dropped his pants and the husband just watched. What caught my eye was his expression. You could tell he was enjoying watching his wife, but he also had a look of longing in his eyes. She started sucking his black cock while the husband leaned forward to get a bit closer. The wife saw it and turned to him and reached out and pulled him down with her on his knees in front of the massive cock. I felt a wave of anticipation as I watched the screen. The wife guided the husband to the black cock in front of him. He opened his mouth, and I came almost instantly watching the cock disappear in his mouth. What was happening to me? Why did that turn me on so much? I didn’t even last to watch her getting fucked.
I turned off the video and sat there. The things that had passed through my mind last night resurfaced. The thoughts and realization I had come to about that it was me that was obsessed with black cocks gushed through my mind again. I was having a hard time coming to terms with this, but I felt more and more that it was true. Was I turning gay? I didn’t think so. The thought of sucking a white dick didn’t turn me on. It was the sight of a strong black cock that did. My emotions were all over the place again. I was scared that this realization was true. Was I really a sissy for black cock? Why did I crave to be that man in the video? Why did it turn me on so much watching him take that cock in his mouth to the point it made me cum? So many questions burned in me. Britt’s comment flashed through my mind again, I was going to be her sissy and suck all her lover’s cocks. I sat there in a daze as those words sank in. I never thought this would happen. It wasn’t a decision I needed to make; it just was. I was becoming a sissy, a sissy for my wife and there was nothing I could do about it. The scariest thing for me was, I liked it.




Chapter 13

When the doorbell rang, I was so nervous again. I had watched Britt prepare for her black lover again as she primped and groomed herself. Makeup again perfect and the sexy blue outfit she had on left little to the imagination. She wasn’t quite ready when the doorbell sounded out, so I was left to answer the door. When I opened it, Lamar was standing there with a huge smile on his face.
“James how are you?” he said like an old friend as he greeted me.
“Doing good, come on in. Britt is still getting ready.” I said with a slightly nervous voice.
He came in and headed to the couch. I followed behind him and sat down in the same chair I had been in the other night. He sat on the couch with that big smile on his face, he had his legs spread open and all I could think about was that big black cock under those pants. I couldn’t help but stare. I knew it would soon be out and in my wife’s mouth and pussy, but something deep down in me hoped it would be in my mouth too. That feeling again made me torn, but not as much as before. I think I was becoming used to the idea of me being a sissy for my wife.
We chatted for a few minutes in a friendly manner. To be honest, if I had met him in other circumstances, we could have become friends easily. It turns out we have a few things in common in sports and the teams we pull for. We chatted about the players and trades that had just taken place and it was a fun and interesting conversation. I began to relax more as I enjoyed our conversation. Lamar was pretty blunt with his opinions and didn’t hold them back. I found out that this was who he was, a straight shooter. Someone that didn’t play games. So it shouldn’t have taken me by surprise when out of nowhere he had a blunt question for me.
“Britt tells me you have an issue about sucking my cock. I’m not sure why. You seemed to really like it when you had it in your mouth.” he said with a sly grin.
His statement had me in a panic. I wasn’t sure how to respond. I just sat there slack jawed as he stared at me with that sly smile awaiting my response. When it didn’t come, he continued on.
“What’s the problem James? I bet you’re the kind of guy that never thought about sucking a cock before. Now that you’ve had a taste, I would have thought you wanted more.”
I was still stunned. I couldn’t speak. I twisted my hands nervously like I was washing them. Lamar still sat there calm and cool smiling that sly smile at me.
“You do know that Britt wants you to be her sissy husband, right? She told me that she wasn’t going to make you suck my cock anymore, but I know different. I know you want to. Am I right, James?” he said as his eyebrow lifted with the question.
I continued to wash my hands nervously. I couldn’t look at him anymore and bowed my head down in silence. What was I going to say? After watching the porn yesterday and coming on the guy sucking his wife’s lover's black cock, what could I say?  A wave of embarrassment shot through me.
“Come on James, admit it. You want to be your wife’s sissy.” he bluntly stated.
I couldn’t help it. I did want to be her sissy, but never in a million years would I have thought that I would. I felt ashamed to admit it. I didn’t want others to know.
“Still not answering, huh. I'll tell you what. We’re going to find out right now if you want to be her sissy.”
My head shot up in horror as I heard the sound of a zipper being opened. I saw Lamar pull out his beautiful black cock. Even soft it was still huge and way bigger than my little dick when it was hard.
“If you’re going to be her sissy, then you come over here and get my cock ready for her. Get it nice and hard so I can fuck her. If not…I guess we will have to wait for her to come in and do it herself. So, what’s it going to be James? Are you going to be her sissy or not?” He said as he held his black cock up, teasing me with it.
I sat there paralyzed staring at his cock. Something inside me told me this was it. This was time to make my decision, a decision that would change my life. All of the whirlwind of emotions I felt, all the embarrassment and shame of the last few days weighed on me. I didn’t know what I was going to do, so it amazed me when I felt myself slide out of the chair onto my knees as I crawled the short distance between us. I watched him slowly stroking his massive cock in a daze. When he let it go, I impulsively reached out and took it in my hand and began slowly stroking it myself. I looked back up at him and he again had that sly look in his eyes.
“Go ahead. Show me you want to be a sissy cuck.” It sounded more like a command than a statement.
Out of instinct, I lowered my head and opened my mouth. His cock slid in with a little trouble to get the girth all in. I was lost in another world again. I couldn’t help my urge and my obsession. I sucked on his cock, and I felt it grow in my mouth. I knew soon where that cock would be and that spurred me on, and I went faster. Then I heard the moan. It came from behind me. As I plopped his cock out of my mouth and turned, Britt was by the stairs with a hand between her legs. It was working furiously at the sight of me between Lamar’s legs and from the sounds she was making, she was about to cum.
“See how she gets off on it. I told her to give me a few minutes with you and I would make you my bitch.” Lamar said this with authority and confidence.
I looked back at him in bewilderment, but I was so turned on by what he said. They had planned this? How did he know I would cave in so easily? He had made me his bitch, his sissy bitch, sucking his cock to get him ready for my wife.
“Now get me ready for her. I think she will need a good fucking after seeing her sissy sucking my cock.” he commanded.
I resumed sucking on his massive cock listening to my wife cumming behind me. That feeling of relief and knowing why I was here was back. It felt so natural to have his black cock in my mouth again. What was happening to me? Why was I so obsessed with being her sissy?
Finally, he pulled my head off his fully erect cock and got up and took Britt by the hand and led her upstairs. I got up off my knees and followed like a zombie. I sat in my chair and watched him fuck my wife again as she screamed and moaned. My little dick didn’t stand a chance. I came almost as soon as I pulled it out. I saw Britt watching me and then she whispered something to Lamar, who turned and looked at me, laughed, then went back to fucking my wife.
Lamar fucked her for almost two hours again like last night. Britt kept eye contact with me most of the time. She looked so fucking sexy as she moaned and screamed in ecstasy. My favorite was when he fucked her doggy style, being able to look right in the eyes when she came made it so hot. When he came inside her, she didn’t have to ask. I was right there to clean her, and Lamar. After a thorough cleaning, they laid there together and cuddled while I was sent back to the chair. I could hear them whispering and giggling and chuckling, but I could hear what they were saying. Britt turned to me with a sly smile.
“You need to put the sheets on the guest room bed for tonight. They are in the laundry where I just washed them.”
I cocked my head a little in confusion. Was Lamar spending the night?
“Ok, how many pillows do you need Lamar? I think we have extra if you need them.”
Britt laughed. “It’s not for him. It’s for you. He’s sleeping in here with me tonight. You get the guest room, my little sissy.”
At first, I was in a bit of a shock. We had never talked about this kind of situation, and I was about to protest until I saw the look on her face. It was a combination of a stern look, but her eyes were pleading. She wanted this and I knew that there was nothing I could do to stop it. I was her sissy and I loved her so much. Evidently, she saw the hesitation and confusion in me.
“Don’t worry my little sissy. I will make this up to you later.” she said in a softer voice.
I got up in a daze of confusion once again as I went down to the laundry and fetched the sheets and went to the guest room. The whole time I was putting on the sheets, I was wondering what was happening to me. Was I losing her? Things seemed to be moving so fast between them. This was only the second time he had been here and now he was taking my place in my bed. It was one thing for her to fuck him while I watched, it was another for her to allow him to stay without asking and kick me out of our bed for him. Worry gripped me and I couldn’t fight off that feeling.
As I was finishing up, a soft hand on my shoulder startled me and I spun around quickly. Britt was standing there in her robe with a slight look of worry on her face. I relaxed a little and she took my hand and sat me on the bed as she sat beside me.
“James, Lamar sent me to talk to you.” she started off. “He…well, we think you and I need to talk about a few things. First off, I’m sorry for springing this on you so suddenly. Lamar asked if he could stay the night since it’s getting late, and he has to drive so far. And…well, I want you to know that I love you. I love you so much, James. But I think all this has changed me somehow. I think my obsession has taken over me more than I thought. When he asked to stay, all I could think about was curling up with him tonight in our bed. It just sounded so hot thinking about you in this room and us in our bed, it just turned me on and my obsession kicked in. Please don’t be mad at me.” she pleaded. “I don’t want to lose you James, but I can’t help wanting these kinds of things.”
I was a little upset before she started talking, but another part of me thought it was so hot also. I could see the worry in her eyes and they looked as if she could cry. She sat there impatiently for me to answer her. Something in my brain clicked and I began to realize something. She did love me. She wouldn’t be in here if she didn’t. Her obsession may have taken over her some, but she cared enough to make sure I was ok. I loved her so much, and I wanted everything for her. If this turned her on so much, and this made her happy, I guess this was what I would have to deal with. Afterall, I was becoming her sissy husband like she wanted. I gave her a warm smile and I saw her relax a little.
“I love you too baby. I don’t want to lose you either. I trust you. If you don’t want Lamar driving back so late, then I don’t either. If this is what you want, then it’s ok. I will be fine in here tonight…and you’re right. It is kind of hot.” I reassured her.
A warm loving smile prominently showed on her face when I finished. She wrapped her arms around me and hugged me tight.
“Thank you so much baby. I love you so much. You are the perfect husband. I am so lucky to have you.” she said as she held me tight. When she pulled away, she looked so happy, and her smile had never looked so bright. Her eyes had never looked at me in a more loving way. “I promise I will make this up to you, ok?” she said with conviction.
I chuckled a bit wondering how she planned to make it up to me. “It’s ok honey. Now go on back. I don’t want you to keep Lamar waiting. He’s probably tired and ready to curl up to you and get some sleep.”
“I love you, James. Please don’t forget that.” She said and she pulled my head in and gave me a kiss. But this wasn’t any kiss. It wasn’t a quick peck on the lips, it was a full-on passionate kiss. I lost myself in it as she held my head into hers. I felt my little dick begin to stir again as her tongue caressed mine. I was in heaven and knew I loved this woman so much; I was willing to do almost anything for her. When she pulled back from the kiss, I was like putty in her hands. She gave me that look of happiness and love then got up quickly in a giddy manner and headed for the door. Just before she walked out, she turned back and gave me a sultry sexy look, her eyes were full of mischief, but so sexy at the same time.
“Goodnight baby. I hope you sleep well tonight. I hope we don’t make too much noise and keep you awake.” she said with that sly smile.
I just sat there with a little smile of my own. I still couldn’t help wondering if this was the right thing to do, but it made her happy and I loved her. What else could I do?
After she left I settled in. I was laying there lost in thought trying to go to sleep. Everything was weighing on my mind. The fact I was becoming her sissy, that I was obsessed with watching her with black cocks, that I actually enjoyed sucking them and cleaning up after them. This was never something I would have believed in my life. And now, I was letting my wife spend the night in our bed with a black man while I slept in the guest room. This all seemed so surreal.
The dark room soothed me as I was lost to my thoughts when I heard a noise. My senses heightened as I strained to listen. It was low at first, but the volume of it began to grow louder. I was transfixed and intently listening when I realized what the sound was. It was Britt. She was moaning in pleasure. My little dick began to stir as the moaning became louder. Our bedroom was just on the other side of the wall, and her voice echoed through it as I heard her crying out. I started stroking my hard little dick listening to her orgasm over and over. I came again hearing her tell her black lover to fuck her harder and how much better his cock was than my little dick. I laid there after my orgasm and listened to them fucking and my wife’s moans and screams. It was a soothing sound, and I was so tired from the day, and the sounds lulled me into a good sleep.
I awoke in the still dark room with pressure on my chest. I could make out a figure that was straddling me and sitting there causing the pressure I felt. There were no words, no sounds. The figure moved off my chest and towards my face as it pulled my head up to it. As it touched my lips, I felt a familiar wetness and smell. My tongue instantly reacted as I pushed it out and into the wet pussy that covered my mouth. The taste that I loathed in the beginning was now one I was beginning to crave. Mixed with her juices, it was one of the most wonderful things I could think of. I furiously licked and sucked and was rewarded by moans and cries of passion. I felt the pussy tighten slightly as the final cry of passion came out. Juices from her flowed all over me as her orgasm took her. Silently, she lifted up off of me and without a word, she moved down closer to the end of the bed. My little dick strained as I felt a hand take it and stroke it slowly. I saw the head lower and I felt a warm feeling encompass my hard little dick. The head bobbed as the euphoria shot through me. It didn’t take long, my little dick spewed, and the mouth didn’t stop until it was all done. The figure moved up my body again until the head was in front of mine. She moved in close and kissed me passionately. She tasted of my salty fluid and her tongue rubbed against mine so eagerly. When she pulled back, even in the darkened room, I could see the bright smile and love in her eyes.
“I love you. I told you I would make it up to you.” she whispered.
Without another word, she got up and walked quickly and silently to the door. Nothing else was said as she slipped through the door and closed it. I layed there content, as I drifted back to sleep.




Chapter 14

Lamar visited a couple of times more in the next two weeks. It was quickly becoming a normal thing for him to stay over when he did. As it happened the first night he did, I would sleep in the guest room, and he would take my place in our bed. Britt would always come and visit me on those nights to be cleaned, and I would get what I came to know as my reward blowjob for being the “good sissy cuck”. Even though I had a rough time with it on the first night, I had become comfortable with the arrangement. I found myself eagerly awaiting Britt on those nights after hearing her and Lamar fucking though the wall. I laid there imagining what they were doing and matching it with the memory of what I had watched them do in the past.
Christmas Day came quickly and when we visited her parents again that day, her mother quickly noticed the change in her. She commented on how happy she looked and how things must have turned around for us since our visit on Thanksgiving. Britt just gave her a warm smile then would look at me with a sly knowing one. It was true, we had never been happier in our relationship. We were both getting our obsessions fulfilled and it brought us together in a way we had never known before. Our love grew and it was stronger than it had ever been. It was a strange sensation that was different from before this started. Now, it was more like she owned me and would never let go.
On the ride back home that night, she was in a giddy mood. I was curious as to why because I knew Lamar was not coming over tonight. He had a mother and brother he was celebrating with and wouldn’t be able to join us. Since we left her parents’ house, a sly, playful smile had crept up on her face, which she usually had on when Lamar was coming over. I was curious as to why she had it on now but was tired from driving and didn’t ask. I just plopped down on the couch to rest as soon as we got home. Britt, however, had made a beeline to the bedroom as soon as we came in.
I was resting on the couch watching TV when she reappeared coming down the steps. She had on a new sexy blue nightgown that really showed off her tits and ass and it went perfectly with her blue eyes. Seeing her made me smile. She was so damn beautiful and sexy. She came over with a big smile on her face and sat down next to me with her body turned towards me.
“So honey, did you get everything you wanted for Christmas?” she asked playfully.
“Mostly, yes.” I smile back.
She laughed a little. “So, what else would you like for Christmas?” she said seductively and she nonchalantly played with her hair in a sexy way.
“I’m not sure. What did you have in mind?” I playfully asked back.
Her smile broadened as she continued to twirl her hair. “Well, I have some more gifts for you tonight. Why don’t you come upstairs, and I will show you.”
She took my hand and led me up the stairs. Staring at her beautiful ass in the nightgown began to get my blood pumping. My little dick was standing at attention before we got to the bedroom. As we walked in, she spun around and embraced me. She was looking straight into my eyes, and she was gorgeous.
“I know I told you before that I wasn’t ever going to let you fuck me again, but I figure its Christmas, and maybe you should get a chance again since it’s a special occasion. A gift for you.” she said as her smile widened. She leaned into me and to my ear and whispered. “Now you get to really feel how much Lamar’s big black cock has stretched my little white pussy. I know you have felt it with your tongue and fingers, but I’m going to let you feel with your little dick tonight. That way you know why I don’t fuck you anymore.”  she giggled. “I’m not sure I will even feel you.” she said as she backed away from my ear.
I was so turned on at that point, I had to stop myself from cumming right there in my pants. Not only had I gotten used to her degrading comments, I began to get so turned on by them, and she knew it. She knew what she was doing to me tonight by the sly smile on her face.
I stood there stunned as she quickly unbuttoned my shirt and took it off and threw it on the floor. She dropped down and unfastened my belt and pants. She pulled them down along with my underwear. My little white dick popped up, as hard as it had ever been, and she giggled. She looked back up at me with a big grin on her face.
“And to think, I once thought this little thing could satisfy me.” she said in a mocking voice.
She finished taking off my pants and looked back at my throbbing hard dick. And laughed. “I don’t think I have to get you ready. It looks like you could drive a small nail with that thing.”
She stood up and pulled me into a deep passionate kiss while she backed up to the bed. She broke the kiss and laid down and spread her legs.
“I may not have to get you ready, but you need to get me ready. I have to have some pleasure from this.” she giggled.
I quickly got down between her legs and moved the little piece of lace that was covering her pussy. She was already so wet. Degrading me was as much a turn on for her as it was me it appeared. My mouth shot down and my tongue lapped at her clit and pussy as she pushed my head in harder. I heard her moan as my tongue lashed out furiously. I wanted to make her cum so badly. I tried my best as I heard her moans increase to a scream of passion and the juices flowed from her. I looked up to see a smiling face as she pulled me up. I kissed her passionately again and felt my little dick rub against her dripping wet pussy.
She looked me in the eyes with that sly smile.
“You can put it in now, cucky.”
I easily slid my little dick into her hot wet pussy, and I was instantly shocked at how loose it was. It was still very hot and wet, but it almost felt like I couldn’t touch the sides even though I was balls deep in her.
“Anytime now.” she giggled.
“I’m already in…balls deep.” I said as I began to pump my hips and push as deep as I could go.
She gave me an exaggerated hmph. “See, this is why I don’t let you fuck me anymore. It’s just a waste of time. Your pathetic little dick is balls deep in me and I can barely feel anything.” she said in a complaining voice. “Hurry up and cum so I can get on to better things.” she said mockingly with a disappointed look.
It didn’t take long. After less than two minutes I felt the pressure of an orgasm build. Hearing her talk to me like that would have been enough, but feeling how loose she was now and remembering why, set me off. I came hard as she just laid there under me. I collapsed on her panting.
As I laid there, I felt her head turn and her whisper into my ear.
“Merry Christmas baby. I love you. Now, get down there and clean up that little mess you made.” she giggled.
With that she gave my neck a quick kiss before she pushed me telling me to get off her.  I moved down and cleaned her up the best I could, making sure she had another orgasm in the process. When I finished, I got up and laid beside her to rest. She laid there until she caught her breath then rolled over and smiled at me.
“Did you like that gift honey?”
“I did. I loved it.” I smiled back at her.
“Good. I have a couple more for you.” she said mischievously. She sat up and reached over to her night table, opened a drawer and brought out two gift wrapped boxes. One was a cube, and the other was flat. She grinned when she handed me the cubic box. “Merry Christmas!” she said in a raised happy voice.
I looked at the box a little puzzled. We had already exchanged gifts at her parents’ house. What was this? I took the box and examined it quickly. When I looked back at her with a questioning look, she had a sly smile on her face.
“Open it!” she said impatiently.
I sat up and unwrapped the box to find it to find just a plain box with no writing on it. When I opened the box there was a plastic bag inside with what looked like a felt bag inside of that. I shot her another questioning look before I pulled out the felt bag. She sat there with a big grin on her face watching with anticipation. I looked inside the felt bag and my heart dropped. 
“Now you can be my little caged sissy.” she said slyly.
I pulled out the little plastic pink cage and stared at it. I had only ever seen one in the pornos I watched. I had never seen one up close. She quickly took it from me and began disassembling it as she smiled.
“I hope you enjoyed that orgasm tonight baby. It’s likely to be the last one you have for a while.”
I just sat there stunned again. Was she being serious right now?
“Who knows though. You cum so fast, and I have seen you cum without touching it.” she said in a teasing tone as she pushed me back down and moved down to my waist. I felt her hands on my balls and felt her maneuvering them inside the ring of the cage. I just laid there still stunned. My wife was actually caging me.
The ring felt a little tight as she got both of my balls through then pushed my now soft dick into me and pulled it through the ring. “It’s not a big deal anyway honey. No one wants this little thing. I mean, you already just saw how it doesn’t work for me anymore.” she giggled. “And you’re not going to get any other pussy either.”
She reached over and grabbed the cage part and I felt her slide it up on my little dick. She had a big grin on her face as she stared down at it. She turned and took out what looked to be some sort of locking mechanism with a key hanging out. She pushed the cage up tight on me and inserted it into a little hole. She twisted the key and pulled it out with a satisfied grin.
“There. That looks so cute on you.” she said, smiling back at me with pure joy in her eyes. I looked down and saw my little dick was now covered in a pink plastic cage. Britt reached over and pulled out a necklace and quickly threaded it through the hole in the key. She put the necklace on and instantly started fiddling with the key.
“Don’t worry honey, I will keep this safe for you. Now I don’t have to worry about you straying or anything. That little dick is still mine and I don’t want anyone else touching it.”
I was still in shock as I looked back at her pathetically.
“Now don’t give me that look. You know the only thing it is good for is jerking off. You can’t even do that for long anyway. You always cum so quick. Don’t worry about cumming either. I will let that pathetic little thing out every once in a while so you can jerk it a few times and cum. You will just have to wait until I let it out to do it now.” she said with a huge grin.
Even as stunned as I was about the cage, I was starting to get turned on. I had just cum a few minutes ago, but I felt it begin to stir a little in its new confines. Of course, Britt noticed it too and let out a laugh.
“Be careful honey. Don’t let it get too hard. It might hurt.” she giggled.
I couldn’t help it. The harder my little dick got, the tighter the cage got. That feeling just helped it along. The sight and feeling of it on me was setting off something inside me and it was scary. I was no longer in control of my little dick. It had been caged and was at the whim of my wife. It was such a sexy feeling that I couldn’t control my erection. Soon the cage was very tight on my cock, and it pulled on the ring that pulled on my balls that were inside it. It was very uncomfortable, but so sexy at the same time.
“Now for your next gift.” she said, handing me the flat box.
I sat up and I again examined it questioningly. I could see that she was again getting impatient but after my last little Christmas gift, I was a little worried. As I opened the wrap, I found a white box this time, but again, it had no writing. I opened the box and stared at it with a raised eyebrow. Inside was a pair of pink silk panties.
“They match perfectly with your new little cage. You will look so cute with your little sissy dick locked up inside those panties. Do you like them? Try them on.” she said enthusiastically.
Again, I was in shock. Just being caged was enough to blow my mind. Now, I was being given panties to wear like…like a sissy. I felt my brain stop as this thought passed through my mind. The realization hit me hard. I had never thought anything about the other guys I had seen in the pornos wearing cages, and some in panties. Now I realized, I was that guy now.
Cautiously I stood up and began putting the panties on as she asked. I felt humiliated again. Not only was I putting on women’s clothing, but I was also being told to do so by my wife. The smooth feel of the panties on my skin actually felt nice, and the color did match the cage. As I pulled them over my new imprisonment, the bulge of it showed through the fabric. My little dick got a little stiffer and the ring pulled tighter on my balls as it pushed against the cage.
“They look so good on you. Turn around.” she said excitedly.
I turned around full of embarrassment. I felt on display in a very vulnerable and humiliating state.
“They fit perfectly. I had to guess your size. Looks like I got it right.” She giggled. “This is how I want you to look. From now on these are what you are going to wear. I already replaced all your old boxers with panties in your drawer. “she said with a sly smile.
My heart skipped a beat as she said that. My eyes almost bulged out of my head as my jaw dropped. She had already replaced my boxers?
Britt saw my reaction and her smile faded a little. She reached out her hand to me and drew me back to the bed and sat me beside her. She had a look of fear and desperation in her eyes. She hugged me in a loving gesture as she spoke.
“James, honey, please don’t be mad. I know this is a bit awkward for you and a big change. But you know how my obsession is. I know I should have said something before, but it just feels so right. I want you to be my sissy husband and I think you should look the part if that’s what you’re going to be.”
Maybe I should have been mad or outraged, but I was too stunned, and a bit turned on to think that way. I just accepted it. I hugged her back and held her silently. In a way, I felt she was right. After all the things she had me do to Lamar, and all the things that she had said to me before about her obsession, it was the natural progression of things. Maybe it wouldn’t be bad. The three of us were the only ones that knew about it anyway. Who knows? Maybe this could even be fun. Other cuckolds do it. I figured maybe I should give it a try.




Chapter 15

The next night, Lamar came over. He smiled deviously as Britt stripped me down to my new panties. When she pulled them down and he saw the pink cage on my little dick, he chuckled and commented that it looked good on me. That night wasn’t much different from the rest. The only difference being I couldn’t jerk off watching them fuck. It was frustrating but also hot to me. I tried my best to wrestle the cage around so that I could cum, but I couldn’t. When I was sent to my bedroom for the night, my cage was so tight on me with my little hard dick in it, I had a hard time sleeping.
Britt came in for her usual cleaning later on that night and I hoped she would take it off for my normal blowjob or hand job. But after I finished cleaning her, she got up and left me there with only a “Good night cucky” as she walked out the door and closed it. I was so frustrated. I wanted to cum so bad after watching them and now cleaning her. When I finally did get to sleep, it wasn’t a good sleep. My sexual frustration was building.
The next morning, I was up early so I started on coffee and breakfast. The mornings that Lamar was still there, I usually fixed them breakfast and served them in bed. This was something Britt loved. Her sissy husband playing butler to her and her black lover. Most mornings when I went in, they were usually still sleeping. This morning, I knew they weren’t sleeping even before I opened the door. I went in to find Britt bouncing up and down on his big cock and moaning. She didn’t even notice me at first because of the orgasm she was having when I came in. My little dick was hard instantly and pulled against my cage seeing this. I put the tray down and sat and watched until they finished. I expected to have my treat afterwards before I served them. Instead, Britt had rolled off him with her pussy dripping so much cum out of it, then told me to bring the tray as she had worked up a good appetite this morning.
I served them and then she dismissed me. A little while later, I was summoned to get the empty tray and to start cleaning the dishes. Just before I went out the door, Lamar stopped me.
“Hey cucky! My car needs cleaning and washing. After you finish the dishes, go out and wash, wax, and vacuum it out like a good cuck.” he said with a sly smile.
Again, I felt so embarrassed. Here I was already serving breakfast to my wife and her black lover, and now he was ordering me to go out and wash and wax his car. I was becoming a servant to them rather than her husband. When I looked over at Britt, she had a big smile on her face with a look that said I should do it with no questions asked. I sighed a little inside, then nodded my head yes.
After I finished the dishes, I got Lamar’s keys off the counter and prepared all the things I needed to wash his car. As I began soaking it down, I heard a slight bang back towards the house that made me turn around. Britt was in the bedroom window with her face and tits pressed against it. Lamar was behind her and I could tell he was fucking her slowly while she watched me wash his car. My little dick sprang up again as I watched her smug expression of being fucked watching me.
I had just finished with the car when Lamar came out the door. Britt was in her robe and gave him a big hug and a long sensual kiss before he walked over. His smile was wide as he inspected my work.
“Damn cucky. You did a great job. It’s going to look wonderful when I take your wife out on a date tonight.” he snickered.
I couldn’t help my expression of surprise hearing that. But I should have known it was coming. He just patted me on the back before getting in his car and driving off. I put up all the car washing materials before I went back inside. Britt was on the couch still in her robe drinking coffee and looking tired, even though it was only 10am.
“So, you're going on a date with Lamar tonight?” I asked cautiously as I came in.
“Yeah, he wants to take me out to dinner then introduce me to a few friends.” she said as she sipped her coffee.
“A few friends?”
“He has a few buddies he wants me to meet. We are going out for drinks with them after dinner.” she said with a sly smile forming on her face.
“Ok. So…am I going too?”
“Of course not, silly. It’s a date. You would just be a third wheel.” she giggled.
“What am I supposed to do then?”
“I guess you can clean the house or do whatever you want, except jerk off.” she said with a slight chuckle. She then jumped up and walked over and kissed me on the cheek. “I am going to take a nap so I will be ready for tonight. I didn’t get much sleep. Lamar kept me up most of the night and wore me out this morning.” she said in a dreamy type of voice. Then she went up the stairs without another word. I stood there in a slight daze. Something in me started to wonder if this was going too far. It was one thing for him to come over while I was there, but this was totally new and different. He was taking her out and I wasn’t invited.
Late that afternoon, Britt got up and began to get ready for her date. I watched as she primped and preened herself making sure everything was perfect for her date tonight. It reminded me of a girl getting ready for prom or some very special occasion. Her dress was one I hadn’t seen before. It was red and very high cut on her hips and left little to the imagination. Her tits were almost popping out of the dress, and she looked so sexy. She had never dressed like this for me before, especially if we were going out. The biggest thing that stood out to me was she was still wearing the necklace with the key to my cage that was nestled between her tits.
As she got ready, I felt something inside me begin to grow. It felt like some kind of anxiety. This was the first time she would be going out with Lamar without me. I fidgeted and wondered what I would do while she was gone. Seeing that necklace around her neck just reminded me of what I couldn’t do while she was away.
When she was finished, she looked absolutely gorgeous and so sexy. Even with my anxiety, I was so turned on knowing she was not doing this for me but for her black lover.
When the doorbell rang. I answered the door as usual. Lamar walked in looking very sharp in his suite. I couldn’t get over how he just strolled in like he owned the place, right passed me with nothing but a hello cucky and a big smile. When he saw Britt, that smile got bigger. I watched as he walked up, and she put her arms over his shoulders and they kissed passionately. He told her how sexy she looked and asked if she was ready to go. She blushed a little and nodded. He took her by the hand and led her to the door. Britt stopped as she was going past me.
“Don’t wait up honey. I don’t know when I will be back tonight, if I’ll be back tonight. I’ll call or text you later.” she said with a big smile and kissed me on the cheek.
She turned back to Lamar, and they walked out.
That night was very long for me. I couldn’t get them off my mind no matter what I did. I couldn’t help thinking about what they were doing or where they were. I knew Lamar was a big guy and would protect her, and it wasn’t like I didn’t know that they were already fucking, but not knowing what was happening was raising that anxiety I had.
I had lost track of time as I was sitting on the couch half watching tv but more thinking about where they were and what they were doing when my phone beeped. I picked it up and noticed it was 1am and I had a text from Britt. When I opened it I was shocked at what I saw. There was text that read “She won’t be home tonight cucky. She is having too much fun.” but it was the picture along with it that shocked me. There was Britt on her back with a large black man fucking her missionary style with two other black cocks in her hand and one in her mouth. My cock felt like it was going to break my plastic cage. My little dick was instantly hard. I wanted so badly to rip off that cage and jerk off to this picture, but I couldn’t. I was so sexually frustrated and turned on from this picture. As I looked at it again, I saw the key dangling off her neck on the necklace and it just reminded me who owned my little dick. That just made me even worse. I put the phone down and sat there blankly staring at the TV, wondering when my wife would unlock me to relieve the frustration.
Knowing she wasn’t coming home tonight, I decided to go to bed. It was almost impossible to sleep after seeing that picture. I tossed and turned but my mind wouldn’t stop thinking about it, and her. She was getting gang banged by a bunch of black men and I wasn’t there to see it. Most of all, I was trapped in this damn cage and couldn’t even relieve myself. When sleep did come, it was light, and I woke up to any noise I heard. Finally, at about 6am, I got up and fixed coffee and I waited again.
About 11am, I heard a car pull up and I rushed to the window. I saw Britt lean over and kiss Lamar passionately before she got out. Her previously well-groomed and styled hair was a mess. Her makeup was smeared and mostly gone. Her dress looked wrinkled and mussed up. But the smile on her face was quite large.
When she walked in the door and saw me, the smile got bigger.
“Good morning honey. Did you miss me.” she giggled.
I hugged her tightly. She smelled of different colognes and sex. Mainly sex.
“I guess you did.” she giggled.
“I did. I was worried about you and…” I said as my voice trailed off.
“And what?” she said with a grin.
“I was so horny thinking about you and what you were doing.” I confessed.
Her grin got bigger. “Lamar told me he sent you a picture. Did you like it?”
I paused for a second. I did like it, but it made me so horny, and I couldn’t do anything about it. I looked down and saw the key around her neck and I just wanted to grab it and unlock this cage that had been put on me.
“I uhh, I did like it but…honey could you please unlock me? I really need to cum after seeing it.” I begged.
Her expression changed to one of amusement. “Aww, poor baby. Did you get turned on seeing five black men fucking your wife?” she teased.
Hearing her say that sent my lust into overdrive. She stood there with the biggest smirk on her face watching me squirm.
She took my hand and started leading me to the bedroom. “Come on up cucky, and I will tell you all about it.” she said slyly.
All the way up the stairs and into the bedroom, my hopes that this imprisonment of my little dick was about to be over. She laid me on the bed and pulled off my shorts and panties revealing my hard little dick inside its pink plastic cage.
“So, after a nice dinner, Lamar took me to a bar where we met four of his other friends.” she started off as she rubbed my little dick in its cage. “They were a nice group of guys. I feel bad that I don’t even remember all their names.” she giggled. She continued to stroke my cage as she went on. “Lamar was fingering me right there in the bar under the table as we talked with his friends. The talk turned to sex and one of them said he would love to fuck me. Well, I was really horny and told him that if Lamar didn’t mind, I didn’t. I was all a blur after that. We all quickly got up and went to Lamar’s house. I was striped down by them and the next thing I knew, I had a huge black cock in my mouth, one in each hand, and one in my pussy with hands and mouths all over my body.” she said in a sexy voice.  
I watched as she stopped talking and bent down and her tongue licked up the cage as she pulled on my exposed balls causing me a little discomfort. My frustration was building heavily at this point. I so wanted to feel her tongue on my little dick, but I couldn’t because of the cage. She continued to tease me and pull on my cum filled balls as she engulfed the cage in her mouth, further frustrating me.
“Poor baby. I bet you wish you could feel that, don’t you?” she teased. All I could do was nod my head. She leaned back and I watched in anticipation as she started playing with the key around her neck, moving it back and forth along the necklace.
“Would you like to hear more about what they did to me honey?” she teased again with that sly grin.
I nodded my head in affirmation. “I do, but could you please unlock me baby? Please, I really need it.”
Her grin got even wider. “I will, when it suits me.” she giggled. She began to stroke the cage again and tug on it a little as she continued. “They took me in every way possible, baby. They rotated around so that each one got some of my pussy. It’s so sore right now. They fucked me for hours.” she said in her sexy voice as she tugged more on the cage. My memory of the picture and hearing her tell me personally how they used her and took turns fucking her was send my lust to new heights. I had never been so horny in my life. I felt like I was going to explode if I didn’t cum soon.
“The biggest orgasm I had last night was when Lamar pulled me on top of him to fuck me and one of his friends stuck his huge cock in my ass.” she said with a huge sly grin.
My jaw dropped. She would never let me fuck her in the ass. I had tried many times since we were together, but she always said no. She claimed it would hurt too much and she didn’t want to do it. Seeing the surprise on my face made her laugh.
“I know, I know. I never let you do it, but oh my God, they lubed me up really good and I won’t lie, it hurt like hell at first, but after the hurt went away and I got used to the huge cock in my ass, it felt so good baby. Feeling two huge cocks in me at the same time made me cum so hard. I can’t tell you how many times I squirted like that or how many times they switched up and took turns pounding my ass. All I can say is I love it now.” she said as she tugged harder at the cage and played with the key around her neck that tormented me more.
“Baby, please.” I begged. “Please let me out of this thing. I really need it. Please.”
Her smile turned to one of compassion. “Alright. But I am only giving you two minutes, that’s all.”
I nodded and she took the key from around her neck. When I felt the lock being removed from the cage, I felt a euphoria like I had never felt before. The little pink plastic cage almost shot off my little dick from the pressure of my hard on. Britt reached down and removed it the rest of the way then lightly gripped it and began to tug.
“I can’t tell you how many loads of cum they dumped in me and on me. After I would drain one, another took his place and by the time they all had cum, the first one was ready again. I have never been so satisfied in my life. Something you could never do.” she said sexily.
After all the torment and bent up sexual frustration, I didn’t need the two minutes. It took about 30 seconds before I cried out and my little dick started spewing. It was one of, if not the best orgasm I had ever had. Britt laughed at me as I laid there totally out of it from the massive orgasm. I could feel my cum running down my thigh.
“See, this is what I am talking about. You come way too fast cucky.” she giggled.
I felt the cage slide back up my softening little dick. As I felt the lock click, Britt laughed softly again.
“That should hold you for another week or so.”
A week or so? It had only been a couple of days and I was so pent up. I didn’t think I could last a week or more before needing to cum again. But then again, I didn’t have a choice in the matter.




Chapter 16

True to her word, it was over a week before Britt let me out of my cage again. That time she told me I had to last longer before I could come out again. This had gone on for a couple of months now. Lamar had been over quite a few times, and I was made to watch in agony as they fucked right in front of me and I couldn’t jerk off to them. I even watched as he took her ass and mocked me that I couldn’t even get my wife to let me do that before he did. I was again feeling so pent up and anxious to cum again. Begging Britt to unlock me didn’t work. She just told me it wasn’t time yet and she would let me out when she thought it was the right time. Their dates also came more frequently where she would spend the night with him. Sometimes one or all of his friends would visit, but most of the time it was just them. Sometimes it lasted for an entire weekend before she would come back.
I had been in my home office that morning, working on a project from work, when I heard voices and Britt laughing in the living room. I assumed that Lamar had come over, so I got up and headed into the living room to perform my duties.
I walked in and saw Britt and two of her friends from work sitting around talking and laughing. I stopped and started to turn around and go back into my office when Britt saw me and called out to me.
“Oh, there you are. We were just talking about you. Come in here and sit with us.” she said happily.
I looked at her with a questioning look. Why were they talking about me? I slowly started in as Britt patted the open space beside her for me to sit down. I cautiously sat as I noticed all the women looking at me with sly grins on their faces.
“You remember Gina and Brenda from our office parties, don’t you?” she smirked.
I looked at the ladies and remembered them. Mostly because they were both big flirts around the office according to Britt. They both had a big smirk on their faces as I looked at each one. They were both very attractive, Gina with long straight black hair, and Brenda with long blond hair. But something about the way they were looking at me made me uneasy.
“We were just talking about our husbands and boyfriends. How they can never quite seem to satisfy us in bed.” Britt said with a giggle. The other two giggled at that as well.
I felt even more uneasy now. What was going on? What had she told them? I began to blush uncontrollably.
“I told them about our little arrangement, how I solved the issue about you not being able to satisfy me anymore. They were quite intrigued about it. They wanted to see it for themselves.” Britt said slyly as she played with the key around her neck.
My head snapped to her in surprise and my jaw dropped. She had told them about us, and presumably Lamar too?
Britt seemed to enjoy the surprised look on my face. She smirked at me as she continued.
“I told them that you had this obsession and finally convinced me to try it out, and after that how you no longer could satisfy me with…well you know, the size of your little dick. They were fascinated by my solution, and they want to see it.” she said with an evil little smile.
See it! She couldn’t mean what I think she did. At this point my face was as red as a fire engine from embarrassment.
“Go ahead cucky. Drop your pants and let them see it. Neither one has seen a cage before, and they will get to see why you can’t satisfy me anymore with that small dick you have.”
My face was frozen in horror. She really did mean what I thought she did. My embarrassment was taken to a new level now. I couldn’t believe she was doing this to me.
“It’s ok cucky. You can show us.” Brenda said with a smirk.
“Yeah, you can’t be any smaller than Mark.” Gina added in as she stuck up her pinky finger and wiggled it back and forth as she laughed.
I felt frozen to the couch and didn’t want to get up. I just wanted to run away. I kept looking back and forth between the ladies and Britt. They all sat there with smirks and looks of anticipation. It was one of my worst nightmares come true. The only people that had known about this were Lamar and Britt. Now she was not only telling other people about it, she was wanting to show off my cage. After a few seconds, Britt took my hand and stood up dragging me up with her.
“Don’t be embarrassed honey. They just want to see the cage I got you.” she said as she undid my belt and pants.
I stood there in horror. I couldn’t move to stop her. She quickly got my pants undone and dropped them to the floor right there in front of them exposing the blue and pink striped panties I was wearing that day. The horror continued as both women laughed when they saw them. My hands instinctively rushed to cover them up. Britt pulled my hands away.
“Oh baby, don’t worry. They already know that I make you wear panties now.” she giggled. “Your little dick doesn’t deserve to wear men’s underwear.”
I was speechless and frozen. My hands were moved back to my sides as I felt the panties being pulled down exposing my pink cage. Both women leaned forward to see it. My whole body was red with embarrassment and to my surprise, my little dick began to twitch and get harder.
“Wow! Look at that!” Gina exclaimed.
“Oh, it’s so cute!” Brenda added in.
“I made sure all of his panties had a little pink in it to match the cage.” Britt said proudly as if she was showing off a work of art.
“I have to get one for Tim.” Brenda said laughing.
“Yeah, Mark needs one too, that lying asshole. I told you I think he is cheating on me. Let him try to cheat with one of those on.” Gina laughed.
“I don’t have to worry about that with James now, do I honey?” Britt laughed.
“Can I touch it?” Gina asked, looking at Britt with a pleading look.
“Sure, go ahead. He can’t feel it.” Britt said in a proud voice.
Both Gina and Brenda slid off their chairs onto the floor in front of me. Gina reached up and grasped the pink cage gently and moved it around examining it. Brenda looked on patiently until Gina let go and then she took it gently and examined it for herself. Even through the embarrassment, I couldn’t help getting harder. My humiliation was now complete. Both of them noticed and began to giggle.
“Are you sure he can’t feel anything? He is getting a boner.” Gina laughed.
“No, he can’t feel anything. He is just getting hard because he hasn’t cum in over a week and he gets hard if the wind blows right.” Britt giggled.
“Wow a week?” Brenda said in amazement. “Tim can’t go for more than two days before he can’t handle it anymore. He either tries to bribe me for sex or jerks off in the bathroom. He doesn’t know I caught him a few times doing that. This thing would keep him from doing that to I bet.” she laughed.
“It does. Doesn’t it honey?” Britt again giggled as she looked at me and smiled.
I stood there frozen in my embarrassment as the two women took turns fondling my cage.
“Does it hurt him?” Brenda asked as she turned the cage up to get a better look underneath at the ring around my balls.
“He said it gets uncomfortable when he gets a boner or if he sits down the wrong way it crushes his balls a little. But other than that, no.” Britt gushed out proudly again.
“He must be uncomfortable now then. That little thing looks like it’s about as hard as it gets.” Gina laughed.
“Now you see why I couldn’t get satisfied.” Britt giggled.
“Yeah, Tim is the same way. He’s way too small to do anything for me. But I love him anyway.” Brenda said softly.
“I know. I love James too. I don’t want to lose him. I am so happy he lets me get my satisfaction from another man.” Britt said as she looked at me with love in her eyes.
“You mean that horse sized cock you showed us?” Gina giggled.
“Yeah, Lamar is huge. God, he makes me feel so good. But James is still the love of my life. I wouldn’t trade him for anything.” Britt said, sincerely looking straight at me.
I felt my heart flutter at that, and the anxiety and embarrassment diminished. She still loved me even though I knew I couldn’t satisfy her in bed anymore. In my heart I knew that was what counted. I couldn’t keep the smile off my face after hearing that. I loved her so much and I would do anything for her, anything she asked, and she knew it.
“Now run along cucky. Us women have more to discuss.” Britt said with a smirk.
I quickly pulled up my panties and pants and hurried out of the room. The other women just looked at me with sly smiles as I departed. I was still embarrassed, but I was also still riding high on Britt’s comment about me still being the love of her life. Just before I left the room, I heard Britt telling the women that Lamar’s friends would gladly help them out too with their sexual frustrations. I couldn’t help chuckling at that. Those poor boyfriends were about to experience what I had and who knows if they were ready for it.
An hour later I was in my office finishing up my project when Britt came in with a huge smile on her face. When she came in I couldn’t help smiling too. She walked over confidently and spun me around in my chair and sat on my lap.
“So cucky, did you enjoy our show and tell session?” she giggled.
“Well…I really wasn’t expecting that. I never thought you would tell anyone about…well you know, our situation.”
“I couldn’t help it. I’m sorry. Gina just kept talking about how she thought her boyfriend Mark was cheating on her. I couldn’t help myself. I told her she could put a cage on him, and things just went from there.”
“Yeah, that would stop it, that is if he is willing to put it on.” I chuckled.
“I don’t think she is going to give him a choice. She said if he didn’t, she was going to dump him. Give him an ultimatum so to speak.” she laughed.
“Do you think he will?”
“I don’t know. I only met him once. I could tell he was flirting with me so probably not. It doesn’t matter anyway. Lamar is going to set her up with his friend Marcus anyway. She can get what she needs from him.”
“Was he one of the ones you met the other night?” I asked as my thoughts went back to her telling me about her adventure. My little dick began stiffening in its cage again.
“Yes, he was there. He was pretty big too, just not quite as big as Lamar though.” she said with a big grin. “I’m not entirely sure, but I think he was the first one to take my ass.”
My lust level was so high, and it had been over a week since she had let me out to cum. With her sitting on my lap and reminding me about how she had fucked five guys on her date with Lamar made me so stiff and horny it was hard to handle it.
“Honey, could you please let me out to cum. Please, I really need it. I was good when you showed me off today. I was really embarrassed but I did it anyway.” I begged.
She sat there with her big grin looking at me as if she was thinking. “No, not yet.” she finally said. “I have another date tonight with Lamar. Maybe when I get back, probably tomorrow afternoon I might let you out and tell you all the things he did to me.” she said slyly.
I felt a little crushed at that. I was so horny, and I had been good for her during her show and tell session. But it was still her choice. I couldn’t help the disappointed look on my face though.
“Don’t worry baby, I promise when I let you out I will do something special for you, OK?” she said and gave me a full kiss on the lips and her tongue slid in my mouth a little to tease me. That was becoming a rarity these days. Usually, it was a quick peck on the cheek or forehead, this time it was on the lips and had passion to it and it began to drive me even crazier.
“Ok. I guess I have to wait then.” I said begrudgingly.
“You will be fine. I promise I will make it special for you.” she said with a warm smile. She got up and headed for the door and I swear she was shaking her ass at me on purpose. She stopped at the door and looked back over her shoulder at me again with a sly grin. “I almost forgot; I ordered you something special too. I will be here today. When it comes in, don't open it yet, I want to be there when you do.” she giggled then walked out.




Chapter 17

What came in the mail was more than just a little shock for me. The new maids’ outfit was a little snug in places and humiliating. I was told it was for when I was cleaning, and I was to wear it when Lamar was here. Britt dressed me up and it also included a small, padded bra that I had to get used to. I had never worn a bra before, but Britt insisted that I wear it because a sissy maid needed tits. It was so humiliating to have my wife stuffing my bra to make my tits look bigger. To make me look more feminine and like a true sissy, she put on makeup for me and an old wig she had from a Halloween costume.
A few days later, when Lamar showed up, I was forced to answer the door in my new outfit. I heard him chuckle at the sight of it and again he just walked in as if he owned the place right past me and to the couch to wait for Britt. As I followed him in, I felt so embarrassed for him seeing me this way. As he sat down, he ordered me to get him a beer. I was obliged, of course.
Britt came in as I was serving him, and she had the biggest smile on her face.
“Isn’t she pretty?” she said with a giggle. “Very fitting for a sissy don’t you think?”
“Yeah, she is. It looks good on her.” Lamar replied with his own smirk.
I was again very embarrassed about being referred to as a female. My cheeks were blushing very red, but my little sissy dick was starting to strain in its cage.
“So, have you told her what we talked about last night?” Lamar said with a particularly bright gleam in his sly expression.
“Oh, ahh…no, not yet.” Britt stuttered.
This set off alarm bells in my head. What had they been talking about last night? Britt had always been very open about the conversations she had with Lamar, except when they were big changes, or she felt like I wouldn’t be accepting of it. This seemed like very bad news if she talked to him about it last night and she hadn’t spoken about it today.
“Ok, I will wait until you talk to him…err her about it.” he said as he leered at me with that sly smile. He turned back to Britt and patted the seat beside him. She walked over with a smile and sat down then threw her arms around his neck and gave him a very passionate kiss.
“I missed you. You and that big cock.” Britt said with a giggle.
“Baby, it’s only been three days.” Lamar said back with a chuckle.
“I know, but I missed it. I would take it every day if I could.” she laughed. Lamar laughed back.
“You know I have other bitches that want it too. You shouldn’t be greedy with the dick.” he laughed.
“I know. But I can’t help it.” Britt said in a mock pout. “You know how much I love it.”
Lamar just laughed again and turned his eyes towards me and that glint was back in them. “Well, talk to the sissy over there soon. She needs to know what is going to happen.”
Again, I began to worry. What was happening? Was she planning to move him in? My mind was in a whirl thinking about what they were planning. What made it worse, Britt saw him looking at me, and she turned her head to look at me and the expression she had was one of anxiety and fear. That just made my situation plummet. I was about to ask her what was going on, but before I could, her expression changed back into one of authority.
“Cucky, go get the bed ready. I have a feeling my boyfriend here wants to fuck me good tonight. After that, you can go to your room. I will call you if I need you.” she commanded.
I was a little stunned at the fact she wanted to send me to my room tonight. I had been very good, and in the past, usually I was allowed to watch as her and her lover fucked as a reward even though I was still locked up and couldn’t jerk off. Even Lamar looked at her a little puzzled about it.
“Go on. Go get the bed ready and get to your room.” she said a little more sternly after I just stood there.
I begrudgingly turned and headed upstairs to prepare the bed for them. After it was done, I retreated to my room, took off my wig and maids outfit and laid on the bed, pondering what was going on. I knew this must be big since she was being so guarded about it. Did she want to talk to Lamar more about it without me there? Was she planning to leave me after all? Or was it she planned to move Lamar in, and this would be my permanent situation, living as their maid and not as her husband, sissy husband or not. My anxiety began to grow more and more as my mind went from one idea to another.
It wasn’t long before I heard the moans and cries of passion coming through the wall. My body ached to be in that room watching my wife’s sexual needs getting fulfilled. My obsession with it was still high even though I had seen it many times. It never seemed to be satiated, no matter how many times I watched her black lover take her to the heights of sexual fulfillment.
It also still tormented me that I was prevented from jerking off by this cage. Even though I found it so hot to be locked up by my wife and have her controlling my little sissy dick, it was still frustrating not to be able to get a release and cause me to be pent up sexually. I was still looking forward to the time that she would come in the room and make me clean her. I had become so used to that. Even though I couldn’t relieve myself sexually, it had always been very comforting to know Britt was being taken care of very well and I could serve her in that way.
I waited for Britt to come in before I fell asleep. When I awoke in the morning, I was confused and worried. She didn’t come in at all last night and I felt depressed. I wondered why, and what happened that she didn’t visit me like she normally did? I got up and was in the kitchen making coffee and breakfast like I always did for them, to serve them breakfast in bed, when I heard footsteps on the stairs and the front door opening and closing. I popped my head out of the kitchen to see Lamar walking down the driveway out the window. That confused me more. I figured he must have some work to do and couldn’t wait. I finished breakfast and plated it all up for Britt and took it to her.
I walked into the bedroom, and she was sitting up in the bed on top of the sheets wearing her robe. She had a worried look on her face when I entered. I smiled a fake smile, trying my best to look happy. I didn’t know what was going on but seeing her worried face made me more worried.
“Good morning, honey. I missed you last night.” I said as happily as I could, but also hinted at asking why she didn’t visit me.
She just sat there with her worried look. My anxiety was getting worse by the moment. All of the most horrible thoughts about what it could be from last night started crossing through my mind again. Her silence about it only made it worse. My ultimate fear was she was tired of me and leaving me for Lamar, even though she had promised me she wouldn’t do that. Things had changed so much and so fast for us, I didn’t know what would happen next.
Britt finally acknowledged me with her sad, worried look. She sat up straighter in the bed as she started talking in a nervous voice.
“Honey, um…come sit down. We need to talk.”
It wasn’t cucky or any derogatory name this morning, it was honey. That, and the dreaded words ‘we need to talk’ sent my anxiety into overload. My mind instantly jumped to think she was about to either invite Lamar to live with us, or she was about to leave me. Lamar living here would be preferable to her leaving me, but I don’t think I was prepared for either one.
I carefully put the tray I was carrying her breakfast on down on the dresser and slowly trudged to the bed to sit down. I know she could see the worry on my face now as I had dropped the fake smile, and I could feel my face contorted in worry and fear. When I sat by her feet, I could feel the tension in the air. It was so thick, it seemed even a knife would have a hard time cutting through.
Britt pulled her legs up to her and wrapped her arms around them in a sort of sitting fetal position. She didn’t look at me but stared down at her legs in what looked like deep thought. We sat there for at least a minute if not more in silence. Several times she looked as if she wanted to say something but stopped. When she finally did speak, I was very much on edge.
“Honey, you know I love you, at least I hope you do.” she started off, and with those words of doom I knew this was not going to be something I wanted to hear.
“But there is something I need to talk with you about.” she said then looked back down to her legs.
“You’re moving Lamar in.” I said as a matter of fact.
Her head popped up in surprise as I said that.
“No. That’s not what I need to talk to you about.” she said as her face went from surprise to worry.
I on the other hand was now at max panic. If it was Lamar moving in, then it must mean I am on the way out.
“Honey…I’m late.” she said looking back at her legs.
“Late for what?” I asked cluelessly.
When she looked back up at me, she had that look of you’re a dumbass on her face, and then it hit me what she meant.
“What do you mean you’re late. You’re on birth control.” I gushed out in shock.
“I accidentally missed a few days when I forgot to bring them one weekend.” she said, going back to staring at her legs.
I was still in shock. This was something I had never even guessed would be what she was going to tell me in my mind.
“How…how late are you.” I stuttered out.
“About 4 days. I should have had my period already, but it never came. It usually is never more than a day late.”
“Have you taken a pregnancy test yet?” I asked in a shaky voice.
“No, not yet.” she said not looking up.
“What did Lamar say?”
“He…” she paused as if she didn’t want to say it. “He said I could always get an abortion, but James, I don’t want to do that.” She said almost crying.
We sat there for a minute as I began to think. I was a little angry at first. How could she have been so careless forgetting her pills? My emotions were all over the place but I was surprised how fast I was over the anger. I was relieved that she wasn’t moving Lamar in, at least not yet, and that she wasn’t leaving me. But pregnancy had never crossed my mind.
“So…what now?” I asked cautiously.
She looked up at me with the worry still on her face. “You’re not going to leave me, are you? I know we said we were going to wait to have kids and…I was so scared you would leave if you found out I got knocked up by a black man.” She said in a shaky voice. “That’s why I didn’t tell you. I was so scared.”
Hearing her say that, and thinking about it, made my little dick begin to twitch and get hard. All I kept thinking about was watching my wife’s belly swell, knowing I wasn’t the one that did it, and that she was carrying a black baby in her womb. The feeling was overwhelming, and my obsession hit a new peak.
I looked at my wife for the first time today with a genuine smile. I took one of her hands that had a death grip on her legs.
“Britt, I love you. I am not leaving you. If you got pregnant with a black man and don’t want an abortion, then I guess I will have to raise it as my own.”
Again, her head snapped up but this time, it was surprise that was in her eyes.
“You would do that?” she said with her voice ringing with surprise.
“I would. I love you. I want the best for you. If you end up getting pregnant, we will just have to deal with it.” I said as confidently as I could.
A smile formed on her face, and I could see the love in her eyes and the relief in her posture. She moved around and sat on the bed next to me.
“You really mean that, don't you?” she cooed out.
“I do.” I said confidently again.
Her expression changed from one of surprise and joy to a mischievous look. I could see she was up to no good at this point.
“You wouldn’t care if a black man knocked up your wife? You know I have had a lot of black seed dumped in me lately. The chances are good that I might be caring a black baby.” She said in a sexy voice as she rubbed her belly with one hand as the other caressed my cage.
My obsession took over again. I saw my wife with her belly sticking out, full with a black baby inside. I imagined her tits swelling with milk for it. In my mind the sight was so sexy and such a turn on knowing it wasn’t mine. In the middle of this vision, it happened. My already hard dick swelled just a bit more and I felt the waves of orgasm hit me as my little dick began to spew cum. All I could think of was how my cum  was dropping uselessly on the floor while Lamar’s cum had impregnated my wife. That made me cum harder.
Britt saw it and her eyes got big and a playful laugh came from her as she reached down and lifted the spewing cage. I had been pent up so long and tormented by not being able to cum, it was a massive load for me. It was nowhere near how much Lamar came, but for me it was one of the biggest loads I had ever had.
“Holy shit, James. Did that turn you on that much?” she said with a giggle.
After a few seconds of trying to recover, I answered her.
“It did…I just kept seeing you with your belly and tits swelling in my mind. It was so sexy.” I gushed out.
“You know, I was about to let you out of your cage since you were so good about this. I was even going to blow you. I guess I don’t need to now.” she giggled again.
If I hadn’t just cum, I would have begged her to unlock me and blow me. But my little dick was deflating, and it was so sensitive right now. I knew I wouldn’t be able to take it. Instead, I reached out and pulled her into a hug. She reciprocated and we held each other for a minute. I whispered in her ear.
“I love you, Britt. We will work this out, no matter what.” I said lovingly to her. 
The next morning, I had slept with Britt that night since Lamar was not there. I heard her get up and then from the bathroom I heard her cry out an ‘Oh my God!’. I jumped up and went to the bathroom door and saw Britt sitting on the toilet with a distant look.
“I got my period.” she said softly when she saw me standing there. “I guess I’m not pregnant after all.”
I should have been very happy at that news, but something in me was sad as well. My mind had already come to terms that she had been bred by a black man. In fact, it really fueled my obsession thinking about it. The next words that came out of my mouth not only surprised Britt, but myself as well.
“It’s ok honey. Maybe next time.”
Britt’s eyes got so big when I said that. The surprise on her face was glaring.
“What do you mean ‘Maybe next time?’”
I couldn’t really believe I said it, but I had. Did I really mean it? My obsession had spoken for me again. I had been so turned on by the idea, and now that she wasn’t pregnant, I felt like I needed it now. I didn’t know how she would react to my new level of obsession. When she first told me she thought she was pregnant, she looked very distressed about it. I was so worried about her reaction that I tried to cover it up.
“Well, I just…I guess I just misspoke. I wanted to console you, that’s all.” I stuttered.
She just looked at me with a weird look as I stood there uncomfortably. I needed to get away from this moment.
“I am going to start breakfast. What do you want?” I said, trying to change the subject.
“Pancakes would be great. The blueberry ones you make.” she said to my relief, allowing the subject to change.
“Ok, coming right up!” I said, faking a smile.
I turned and went downstairs still in somewhat of a panic. My mind was again so confused. I know I should be relieved that Britt wasn’t pregnant, but I couldn’t help feeling depressed she wasn’t. What was wrong with me? Wishing that my wife was pregnant by another man? It didn’t make sense, but I had found through my journey so far, nothing with my obsession seemed to make sense.
Again, my emotions were all over the place as I made the blueberry pancakes. I never knew it was even possible to be both this happy and sad at the same time, not to mention some of the other emotions I was feeling. I also felt guilty for wanting my wife pregnant by another man, but at the same time, I lusted for it. The images I had in my mind of watching her belly and tits grow with another man’s child in her was such a turn on. It would also cause a bit of jealousy and humiliation as well, knowing that someone else knocked up my wife and not me. Not to mention the humiliation that everyone else would know too once the baby was born. Lately I had been craving humiliation after I had my first taste of it. Again, it puzzled me as to why I needed it.
All I could do was shake my head at the notions and feelings coursing through me. I didn’t understand them. All I knew is they just were there. It seemed to be a blessing that she wasn’t pregnant, but why did it feel like a curse as well? As I finished the pancakes, Britt came into the kitchen in her robe and sat down. She had a strange expression on her face, and something told me the discussion we had in the bathroom wasn’t over yet, even though I thought I had avoided it.
“Here you are honey, fresh blueberry pancakes, just like you asked.” I said with a smile on my face as I served her.
She smiled back as she prepared them with some butter and syrup. She looked lost in thought as she did so. It made me wonder what she was feeling. Was it relief, or was she like me and had other thoughts on it? We had talked all day and late into the night when she had told me she thought she was pregnant. She seemed happy in the planning of it all. We talked about how we would explain to friends and relatives about the baby being black, about how we would set up the baby’s room, how Lamar might want to interact with the child, if at all. We had tried to cover every area we could think of in preparation for the baby. It wasn’t a planned pregnancy, but once we thought she was pregnant, we planned everything we could. Now, like the child, those plans were not to be, and that depressed me also.
I sat down with her and watched as she stared into her plate as she ate. I was hesitant at first to ask about what she was thinking since I didn’t want to overstep my bounds. I really didn’t know what she felt about it yet. Again, the guilt of wanting another man to impregnate my wife crept over me. As I ate and processed this, Britt looked up and said something to me that made me both happy and frightened all at the same time.
“James, please don’t be mad at me, but I want to get pregnant. All the planning we did, all the feelings I went through, I want a baby now. But I want to have Lamar’s baby, not yours.”




Chapter 18

After the shock of what she said wore off, the guilt and other feelings came back. This wasn’t the unplanned pregnancy we thought we were going to have, This would be planned. We talked most of the morning about it as I wrestled with both my emotions and obsession of having her bred by a black man. To be honest, in the end, she didn’t have to try very hard to convince me. I already knew that she had made up her mind to have a baby and I wanted it too. She also wanted the baby not to be mine, which scratched the itch of my obsession. Although it did sting a bit hearing it said, but the way she did, it excited me anyway.
The only obstacle we talked about was Lamar. When it had been unplanned, he had not had a say in her getting pregnant with his child. Britt had told me in their discussions that she didn’t think he wanted children. When we discussed this, we decided that if he didn’t want to be a part of it, that was his decision. It would be ok with us either way. I had planned on raising the child as my own when it was unplanned. Nothing had changed from that, now that it was going to be a planned pregnancy. We still wanted his permission and give him the choice if he wanted to be her baby daddy or if he wanted to be in the kids' life.
Britt disappeared for a while in the early afternoon. I knew she was talking to Lamar about getting her pregnant and I was a little on pins and needles wondering if he would accept. I was still wrestling with the idea, since in my mind, I was always the one that would get her pregnant, have kids and a normal life. Even though my mind was fighting, my obsession won again. I was in the garage piddling with a project when she came running in with a big smile.
“He said he would!” she shouted as she rushed through the door. “He said he would get me pregnant if that was what we wanted.”
I couldn’t help smiling at how happy she was. I didn’t even have a chance to respond before she ran up to me, kissed me and hugged me tightly. I was again both happy and sad. 
“That’s great honey!” I gushed out as she held on to me tightly.
She moved her head off my shoulder and looked me in the eyes. They were so bright and happy. I couldn’t help feeling happy as well.
“He said he would do it and I told him he didn’t have to be around for the baby, that you would raise the child as your own and he agreed. He said he didn’t want to be strapped down with a kid, but he would happily knock me up if that’s what I wanted.”
That made my little dick stir in his cage. The images came back of her swollen belly and tits and my little sissy dick couldn’t help getting hard. What made it worse was knowing this time it really was going to happen.
“Ok, so he doesn’t want anything to do with the kid. That’s fine. It’s like we planned anyway. “I said, still in a cheery voice.
“I have something for you.” she said with a sly smile as she released me from the hug. She reached into her pocket and pulled out a plastic case. I instantly recognized her birth control pills. As she handed them to me, I had a questioning look on my face. “Since I don’t need these anymore, I’ll let you do the honors of getting rid of them.” she said with a big smirk.
I took the case and looked at it. As I opened the case, I saw it was almost brand new. Only a couple of pills were missing. She hadn’t taken any since she thought she was pregnant. I looked at them and an idea popped into my head.
I took her hand and led her over to the bench where I set the birth control pills down. She gave me a questioning look until I picked up a rather large and heavy mallet. A huge smile grew on her face when she saw it. I looked back at that gleaming smile as she nodded her assent. The first whack with the mallet destroyed the plastic case. The second started disintegrating the pills into powder in the foil. With each smash of the mallet, I imagined his big black cock pounding into her fertile pussy as he released his seed to breed her. My little sissy dick was so hard that the cage pulled in my balls, and it hurt, but it was a good hurt. When I had finished, not a single pill remained, only powdery dust.
I put the hammer down and she spun me around and once again kissed me then hugged me tight.
“I have something special for you.” she whispered in a sexy voice in my ear.
She released me then dropped down to her knees in front of me. She undid my belt and pants, all while she was looking at me with a sly smile. When she pulled down my pants and panties, she giggled at my hard sissy dick straining in its cage. She took the key and unlocked it and the cage popped off my little dick and fell to the ground. I expected a blowjob that she had promised me, but to my surprise, she stood up and dropped her own jeans and panties. She bent over my workbench where the powdery remains of the birth control pills lay crushed. She looked back over her shoulder with a sexy smile.
“I think you deserve a little bit of pussy for that little sissy dick of yours for that.” she said sexily as she motioned her head to the pill dust. “Here’s your last chance honey. I’m probably not fertile yet, but here is your chance to knock me up before my black bull does it for you.”
She didn’t have to ask twice. I quickly moved in behind her and put my little dick in her hot, wet, and loose pussy. It felt so good. This was only the second time I had fucked my wife since this all started. I heard her giggle as I tried to pound her, knowing she wasn’t feeling anything.
“Aww honey, is it loose enough for you?” she asked slyly. “You know I can’t feel much, it’s so small.” she giggled. “Are you going to enjoy watching a black man breeding your wife? Are you going to enjoy watching him cum in me and knocking me up with his baby? You do know you will be more of a nanny to the baby, since you won't be the real father?”
Although the dirty talk was so sexy and humiliating to me, I really didn’t need it. The images of her in my head from earlier easily pushed me over the top. As I felt the building orgasm, I knew what I had to do. Just before my little dick began to spew, I pulled out of her and jerked off facing away to the side of her. My little dick again spewed a big load that squirted out and straight to the concrete floor. The smile on her face was priceless.
“Oh honey, you didn’t want to cum in me and take the chance you could get me pregnant first?” she teased. “It’s ok. That’s right where your useless cum needs to be anyway, on the floor.” she said in a sexy playful voice as she giggled and patted my face in a slapping motion.
As I began to recover, she quickly pulled up her pants and panties and retrieved the cage that had fallen. She grabbed a towel off the bench and bent down, wiped off my little dick, then locked it up again.
“There we go, all nice and clean. It’s not coming out again for a while. At least not until I am pregnant. Probably a month or so.” she said, looking at me with a smirk.
My eyes got bigger as she stood up without another word and kissed me. She seemed to enjoy the surprised look on my face. She walked back into the house, pausing just before she went through the door to give me a sexy look over her shoulder with that sly smile. I was standing there in disbelief. She planned to cage me for a whole month now? It had been hard to last less than two weeks.
Britt had also been very horny lately. Unfortunately for her, Lamar was out of town on business and would be gone for at least two weeks. Those two weeks had been so hard on me. Britt took every opportunity to remind me she was about to be impregnated by someone else. She would drop little hints at first, but by a few days, she was teasing me with it and she knew what she was doing to me.
One of the first nights she teased me badly, we were on the couch watching a movie and there was a pregnant woman in the scene. Britt leaned over and whispered in my ear that she was going to look like that soon and that with Lamar’s size, that her black baby would make her belly really swell, much bigger than the girl on the screen. My little dick felt like it was going to break the cage at that point. She would always give me that sexy smirk she had when she knew she was teasing me. That never made things any better.
Because she was horny all the time, that meant that my mouth and the big monster had to satisfy her until Lamar got back. As I used that massive dildo on her, she would cry out things like she couldn’t wait for Lamar’s big black cock to knock her up while I watched and I was too much of a sissy for her to have my baby, that she needed a real man to breed her. These punched all of my humiliation buttons and a few times, I almost came from it. But Britt kept her promise about not letting me out of my cage no matter what I said or how much I begged.
The night Lamar returned; I was more nervous than I had ever been. Even though I had watched him fuck Britt many times, she had always been on birth control. Now, not only was she not on it, she was in her fertile time. This would be so different watching him dump his potent seed unprotected into my fertile wife, knowing he the intent was to get her pregnant. It was a surreal feeling thinking about it.
When I answered the door in my maid’s outfit that night, it felt like things had changed. His smirk seemed even bigger than usual; his presence seemed even more intimidating than it had been before. He was here not only to fuck my wife but knock her up. This feeling was different than any other time I had encountered him.
Another difference was what would happen after they had sex. Usually I was on cleanup duty, but this time I wouldn’t be allowed to do that. Britt wanted to make sure all of his seed remained in her to maximize the chance he knocked her up. I had become so used to cleaning them both, I actually felt a little disappointment that I wouldn’t be able to taste them both after I watched him destroy my wife’s pussy. I also had come to the conclusion that I didn’t mind sucking his cock anymore. I don’t know if that made me bisexual or not since the only cock I wanted to suck was black cock. I had no interest in sucking a white dick, but his beautiful black cock was so appealing to me, especially after it had been in my wife’s pussy.
As he usually did, he walked in as I opened the door as if he owned the place. I guess in a way he did. I had been relegated from being the man of the house to the sissy of the house, allowing another man, a black man, to come in and impregnate my wife. Lamar was now the man of the house, and I was his sissy.
I guess another reason tonight felt different was what was planned to happen. Tonight, there would be no stop on the couch, no pre sex drinks or idle chit chat. Britt had told him she would be waiting for him already naked, lying on the bed. He strolled in and headed straight for the stairs and to the bedroom. Britt was waiting there for him as promised. She had darkened the room and had candles burning all around. The scene was quite romantic. 
He walked up to her naked form laying on the bed and sat beside her. Her smile gleaned in the candlelight. When he leaned down to kiss her, even that seemed different. This didn’t seem like just a fuck. This was something more and the passion she gave in her kiss proved that to me. A pang of jealousy ran through my body watching as she sat up with him and wrapped her arms around his neck. As she pulled away from that kiss, her smile and the gleam in her eyes told me that this was different for her too.
“I missed you.” she said softly.
He smiled and gave a little chuckle.
“Did you miss me, or my cock?” he laughed.
“Both actually.” she giggled.
His face turned a little more serious. He looked back at me, obediently sitting in my chair, with that serious look before turning back to Britt.
“Are you sure this is what you want? What you both want?”
“It is. I want it so bad. And James does too.” she gushed out.
He looked back at me, and I felt the pressure of his stare. All I could do was nod my acceptance of it. His face lost the seriousness he had, and a smile began to break out on his face. He turned again to Britt and their smiles met. He leaned down and kissed her again. The passion they shared in it was plain to see. As he lifted back up, I heard the words that rang in my head for the rest of the night.
“I guess it’s time to get my little white slut knocked up with a black baby.”




Chapter 19

From there, it was all a blur. They passionately kissed as Britt got off the bed and helped him undress. Britt dropped down and began sucking the black cock that was about to impregnate her. It seemed like this time, she wasn’t just sucking his cock, she was worshiping it. She rubbed it on her cheeks and face as she licked and sucked it bringing it to its full size and glory. There was a different look in her eyes tonight when she looked at him. One I had never seen before. It had the look of passion, lust, desire, and scariest of all, love.
He stood Britt up and they again kissed passionately. I watched as his right hand slid down her body and between her thighs while the left one pulled her closer to him. His fingers worked in and out of her pussy as she moaned her acceptance in the passionate kiss they shared. He moved her backwards to the bed and laid her down. He crawled on top of her as they continued to kiss.
The entire time I watched, I stripped off a little more of my maid’s outfit until I was naked as well. My little dick strained heavily against its pink plastic cage. My balls were being pulled hard as it fought to break its bonds. All the negative emotions I had felt gave away to lust and my obsession. I watched as they continued to kiss, and I couldn’t help noticing the silver key around her neck. It had flopped off to her side and it was killing me knowing I was that close to the key to my freedom. I wanted to jerk off so bad watching them knowing what was going to happen tonight.
When I saw his massive cock slip between the folds of her pussy, and then plow deep into her, I was overwhelmed. Britt’s cry of passion from being penetrated was always so sexy to me, but tonight, the feeling was amplified. I watched it going in and Britt turned and looked at me with the euphoria on her face, her mouth open and she held her breath feeling the huge cock penetrate her. The moans increased as I watched the black cock pump in and out of her. Her eyes never left me and the message was clear what they were saying. I could never do this for her, and as punishment, I would have to watch once again as a real man fucked her and sent her to a place I could never make her go. But this time, it was going to be a little different. I was not only going to watch her being fucked properly, but I was also going to watch as a real man impregnated her. Something she would never let a sissy like me do.
I sat in my chair in agony. I was so horny and wanted to cum so badly but the cage denied me that. I was so turned on that I wanted to rip it off and jerk off seeing my wife bred. I watched as the key to my cage bounced between her tits with each thrust, reminding me who owned my little dick. When they switched positions, I was caught off guard when Lamar waved me over. I was a bit confused at first, but quickly jumped up and headed to the bed.
“Lay down, let her straddle you.” he commanded.
I did as I was told, and Britt got on all fours over me with her face at my caged little dick. I got a close-up view of his massive black cock as it once again pushed deep into her pussy. It was such a beautiful sight. Her pussy was so wet that it dripped on my face. I couldn’t help myself as I lifted my mouth up and my tongue massaged her clit while the massive black cock pumped in and out of her. She instinctively grabbed my caged little dick and pulled on it as she screamed out in another big orgasm.
Lamar fucked her hard and made her squirt. Her juices shot out as she screamed out in pleasure and covered my face and neck. When he pulled out from her gaped pussy, more of her juices splashed on my face. He rolled her over on her side and lifted her leg and reentered her. I spun around until I was face to face with her. Her eyes were lost in passion as the huge cock continued to pump in and out. She reached out with her hand to me, and I took it. Our fingers interlaced in a tight grip as she continued to moan and scream in passion. She surprised me when she leaned forward and kissed me. It wasn’t the usual peck I had gotten used to getting from her since this all started. This was a full-blown passionate kiss. Something she had only reserved for Lamar since they met. She moaned and cried as we kissed. It was the most erotic kiss I had ever had with her.
As we continued to kiss, I heard a familiar sound. The low growl began, and I knew what was coming next. Lamar’s strokes began to lose its rhythm. Britt broke our kiss but continued to moan and cry out in orgasm. She never stopped looking me in the eyes as the growl got louder. Somehow, Britt got back a little control of herself to let out a sexy, breathy whisper to me.
“This is it baby, oh fuck, he’s cumming inside me. I’m going to be pregnant.”
With one last hard thrust, Lamar let out a loud growl. I looked down and watched his balls jump as he pumped his potent seed deep inside my wife. The scene turned me on so much knowing that I was watching the very moment my wife was going to be impregnated by another man. The images of her swollen belly and tits hit me again. I felt the wave crash over me. My little dick stiffened up a little more and began to spew its cum. All three of us cried out in orgasm. The biggest difference was, the cum that spewed from my little caged dick fell uselessly onto the sheets, while Lamar’s cum flowed into my wife’s pussy where his massive cock was buried.
After our orgasms subsided, Lamar laid down behind Britt, his cock still buried deep in her. Britt was still looking into my eyes and I into hers. They beamed happiness and love. She reached out and pulled me to her and kissed me again passionately.
“Thank you, baby. I wanted this so badly. You have been such a good loving husband, and sissy for me. I love you so much.” she said sincerely. I felt her hand grab my hand again and our fingers laced like before.
“I love you too, baby. You’re going to look so sexy when your belly swells with his baby.” I replied back lovingly.
Her bright smile was filled with love as we laid there and stared into each other's eyes and she held my hand. It was a beautiful moment for both of us.
Lamar fucked her two more times that night. I stayed the entire night with them and each time he came inside her, I was holding her hand and kissing her just like the first time. Instead of being banished to my room like I usually was, Britt wanted me to be there when she was impregnated with our bulls’ baby. When it was time to sleep, I was allowed to stay but I was made to sleep on the floor. The next morning, I woke up to her moans, as once again he fucked her in our marital bed, trying to make sure she had conceived. There was no doubt in my mind that she had. Each time he came in her, it looked like massive amounts of cum were pumped in her and there was no way she wasn’t pregnant at this point.
Lamar came back several times in the next few weeks. Each time was like the first. He inseminated her several times on each visit and I was always there. The last time he visited, Britt took a little pity on me. Even though she said I had to keep the cage on until she was sure she was pregnant, she felt sure enough she was to let me out. I was allowed to take off my cage and I almost came just feeling her hand on it as she took it off. As expected, I only lasted a minute when they got started before my pathetic little dick spewed its worthless cum onto the floor. That was where Britt told me it belonged as she laughed. The humiliation of her telling me that only turned me on more.
Three weeks later after the first breeding session, Britt was a week late. She sent me out to buy a couple of pregnancy tests from the drug store. We both waited impatiently for the results. That seemed like the longest wait of my life. I paced the floor as the little sticks did their magic, checking to see if my wife had been successfully bred. We had purposefully placed the two of them on the coffee table so the displays were not visible until they were turned over, so that we could both see at the same time what the results were.
When the time came, Britt called me over to the couch and we sat together. I could see she was getting excited and impatient as she kept checking the time. When the time was up, we each reached for a stick.
“Remember, two lines is positive.” she nervously spat out.
I watched as Britt picked up her test. I couldn’t see the result of the test, but I could see the result in her eyes. I knew even before I looked at my test she was pregnant. I picked up mine and sure enough, two lines. I couldn’t keep the smile off my face seeing it, reminding me that another man, a black man, bred my wife.
Britt jumped to me and threw her hands around my neck and hugged me tightly. She was crying, but they were happy tears.
“I’m pregnant, oh my God, I’m pregnant! I’m going to have a baby! I’m going to have Lamar’s baby!” she gushed over and over.




Chapter 20

I remember as I held her, I thought back about our journey. My obsession hadn’t started with this, but here we were. Both of our obsessions grew as we went down this road. In my wildest dreams I never would have imagined this, me becoming a sissy, and my wife being black bred. It wasn’t what I started out in life to do, but I am comfortable with it. I love Britt with all my heart, and I know she loves me, even if she is carrying another man’s baby in her belly. We still have our husband-and-wife time outside the bedroom. In the bedroom, she belongs to Lamar…well him, whoever it is at that time.
It used to be Lamar but after she got pregnant, he started staying away mostly. I guess he was true to his word about not wanting anything to do with the baby. She actually bounced around between guys for a little while, but now she has another guy that she is seeing, Marcus. He is not as tall as Lamar was, but his cock is just a hair bigger. Britt met him through one of her work friends, Gina. She finally got her taste of black cock and never looked back. She kicked Mark to the curb when he wouldn’t wear a cage and let her have black cock. From what Britt had told me, she was strictly black from now on.
Britt stayed horny now that she was pregnant even more than before. She even let me fuck her occasionally if she was really pent up. I still wasn’t allowed to cum in her though. I was always horny myself watching her tits and belly grow. The day Gina showed up with Marcus is a day I will never forget.
Britt told me Gina was coming, and I was to be in my maid outfit, but I had no idea she was bringing a friend. It was embarrassing enough for Gina to see me in it, much less another man. When I opened the door, Gina scoffed, and Marcus snickered. There was the usual banter and picking on that I expected, and honestly enjoyed. What I wasn’t prepared for was when my wife kissed Marcus. Gina feigned jealousy and pulled him away and kissed him herself. Britt played her jealousy part too. They were both kissing him at the same time when my eyes almost came out of my head. Britt grabbed Gina by the head and gave her the most erotic kiss I had ever seen. Britt had never told me she had any interest in women before. That night was so hot, I get so hard every time I think about it. I sat in my chair and watched as both women took turns with Marcus, then each other. Britt brought out the big monster and they played together while Marcus watched and rested for the next round.
After they left, I asked her about it. She said she never really had that urge before, but she couldn’t resist. She said she always thought Gina was kind of sexy, but when they were kissing Marcus, she couldn’t resist the chance. She said she enjoyed it and wouldn’t mind doing it again with Gina, or the right woman. A month or so after that night, Gina moved on from Marcus, but Britt still sees him.
He is an ok guy. Unlike Lamar, he doesn't like me sucking his cock, even if I am mostly dressed like a girl. He has no problem with me cleaning Britt though. Honestly, I miss that humiliation of having to suck my wife’s lover’s cock. I think it has turned me bisexual, at least for black men.
When Britt had the baby, I was there with her in the delivery room. When the baby came out, and the doctor looked at it, I was so humiliated. He gave me a look I will never forget. There was worry and fear in his eyes, but when I didn’t act like I was upset, I guess it clicked with him and he had a disapproving scowl on his face. The nurse, on the other hand, gave me and my wife a knowing look and smile. Little Lamar came into this world screaming his head off and still does some of the time. Britt decided she would name him after his biological father, even though he wasn’t around. I didn’t worry about that. He was going to be my son for other purposes. My life is now diaper duty and all the other wonderful things that come along with a new baby.
We never really hid what was going on in our lives. Most of her friends at work knew or heard of our lifestyle. My friends either accepted it or they just stopped calling. We have always felt it wasn’t any of their business anyway. The first time her parents saw him, her mom just gave me a wicked knowing smile. Her dad looked at it and up at me in confusion. He never said anything, but I’m sure her mother told him what was going on, because now, he rarely talks to me and avoids me. It’s ok though. Her mother seems not to have any issues.  She even makes certain cracks sometimes about me to her daughter about my small little dick. She has even made reference to the key around Britt’s neck and taking it and hiding it. 
I hope you enjoyed my story. Some people would consider what happened to me a bad thing, but I feel blessed with it. I feel like I know my place in life now, that I belong somewhere and not lost. I guess I have always been something of a sissy cuckold at heart. It was my wife’s obsession that brought it out. I have always thought we were a perfect match. I just didn’t know how right I was. We are both happy and are raising my wife’s bull’s child. I have been told that this is the ultimate form of cuckolding. To me, I wouldn’t have it any other way.
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