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CHAPTER 1




I’m sprawled across our king-sized bed, the sheets already twisted into damp ropes beneath me, my thighs splayed so wide my hips ache in the most delicious way. The room is thick with the scent of my own arousal—sweet, musky, shameless—and the only light comes from the cracked bathroom door, painting gold stripes across my naked skin. My ginger-blonde curls are plastered to my forehead with sweat, my nipples so hard they throb in time with my pulse, and my fat, pouty pussy lips are swollen, glistening, begging.

My fingers are buried to the hilt inside me, three of them now, stretching that greedy little hole while my thumb grinds ruthless circles over my clit. I’m so fucking wet the sounds are obscene—wet, sloppy squelches every time I fuck myself deeper, louder, faster. I can’t stop the moans ripping out of my throat, can’t stop the fantasy that’s been living rent-free in my head ever since that hospital visit with Jacob.

Dr. Abuka Wellington.

Jesus fucking Christ, just thinking his name makes my cunt clench so hard my toes curl.

I picture him exactly as he was that day—six-foot-five of dark, sculpted perfection in a crisp white coat that did absolutely nothing to hide the obscene bulge straining against his slacks. The man looked like he’d been carved from midnight obsidian, shoulders broad enough to block out the sun, hands so big I knew one palm could cover my entire tit and still have room to pinch. And those eyes—fuck—those deep, knowing eyes that slid over me like he was already balls-deep and deciding how many times he was going to make me scream.

Jacob sat beside me in the waiting room, pretending to read a magazine while his little pink dick tented his khakis. He knew. He always knows. My husband gets off on this shit harder than I do—watching his redheaded trophy wife turn into a cock-drunk slut for superior men. Especially black men. Especially this black man.

The nurse called Jacob’s name for his stress test, but I told her I needed the ladies’ room. Lie. I needed Dr. Wellington’s cock splitting me open, that’s what I needed.

I found his office door cracked, nameplate gleaming: Abuka Wellington, MD, Cardiothoracic Surgery. I didn’t knock. I pushed it open and locked it behind me with a soft click that sounded like a starting gun.

He looked up from his desk and the pen in his hand stilled. Those dark eyes raked over me—slow, possessive, hungry. His wedding ring glinted under the fluorescent lights, and fuck if that didn’t make my pussy gush harder. Somewhere out there he had a beautiful wife, probably two perfect kids and a golden retriever, and here I was about to suck his soul out through his dick while my husband waited like a good little cuck.

“Mrs. Raye,” he said, voice like aged bourbon poured over gravel. “Is everything all right with your husband?”

I didn’t answer with words. I walked straight to him, dropped to my knees between his spread thighs, and pressed my face to the front of his slacks. The heat coming off that monster cock was unreal. I could see the outline—thick, veiny, curving slightly to the left like it was custom-made to drag across my g-spot on every stroke.

“Everything’s perfect, Doctor,” I purred, nuzzling the ridge of his shaft through the fabric. “Except this poor, neglected pussy of mine. It’s been aching for a real man’s attention.”

He exhaled a low, filthy chuckle that went straight to my clit. “You’re a very bad girl, Sally.”

“The worst,” I agreed, already tugging his zipper down with my teeth.

His cock sprang free like it had been waiting its whole life for me. Holy. Fucking. Hell. It was even bigger up close—eleven inches of thick, angry, veiny black dick, the head already slick with pre-cum, so fat I couldn’t close my fingers all the way around it. The scent hit me—clean skin, expensive soap, and raw, potent male musk—and I fucking whimpered.

I started drooling before I even tasted him.

I looked up, locking eyes with him as I dragged my tongue from his heavy balls all the way to the tip, swirling around that fat crown like I was worshipping a god. He tasted like sin and salt and everything forbidden. I opened wide—really wide, because this man was not made for delicate little blowjobs—and took him down my throat in one greedy, sloppy glide.

He groaned, deep and guttural, fingers tangling in my red hair. “Fuck. That mouth, baby girl…”

I pulled back with a wet pop, spit already dripping down my chin, and grinned up at him like the cock-hungry whore I am. “You haven’t seen anything yet, Doctor.”

Then I went to town.

I sucked him like my life depended on it—lips stretched obscenely, throat working, gagging and slurping and moaning around every inch I could swallow. I used both hands to stroke what I couldn’t fit (yet), twisting and pumping while I bobbed, spit bubbling at the corners of my mouth, tears streaming down my cheeks because he was just that fucking big. I hummed, vibrating around him, and he cursed in some beautiful African dialect that made my pussy throb harder.

One of my hands snaked between my own thighs, shoving my skirt up, ripping my soaked lace panties to the side. My fat ginger-blonde pussy was dripping—literally dripping—down my inner thighs. I plunged three fingers inside myself, fucking my cunt in time with my sucking, thumb mashing my clit like I was trying to bruise it.

I popped off his dick just long enough to gasp, “Watch me, Doctor. Watch me finger-fuck my married white cunt while I choke on your superior black cock.”

His hips jerked. “Jesus Christ, woman.”

I deep-throated him again, nose buried in his trimmed pubic hair, throat convulsing around his head while I finger-banged myself so hard the wet sounds filled the entire office. I came the first time with his cock buried in my esophagus, pussy squirting all over my hand, thighs shaking so bad I almost collapsed.

He hauled me up by the hair, spun me around, and bent me over his desk like I weighed nothing. Papers went flying. My tits smashed against patient files, nipples scraping deliciously. He didn’t bother pulling my panties off—just ripped them clean in half and tossed the scraps aside.

“Look at that pretty pink pussy,” he growled, spreading my cheeks wide. “Fat little ginger cunt begging for its first black dick.”

I pushed back shamelessly, wiggling my ass. “Please, Doctor. Please ruin me. Stretch my married hole while my pathetic husband waits outside with his tiny white prick leaking in his pants.”

He didn’t make me beg long.

One brutal thrust and he buried every last inch inside me. I screamed—actually screamed—as my pussy stretched around him, walls fluttering helplessly, trying to accommodate the invasion. It hurt so good I saw fucking stars. He didn’t give me time to acclimate to his size—just started pounding me like he hated me, like he wanted to punish me for being such a filthy, cheating slut.

The desk creaked and groaned under us. My tits bounced with every slam, nipples dragging across medical journals. He gripped my hips hard enough to leave bruises shaped like his fingerprints—marks I’d trace later while Jacob jerked off to them.

“Tell me who owns this pussy now,” he snarled, angling his hips to hit that spot that made my eyes roll back.

“You do!” I wailed. “Dr. Wellington owns this slutty white cunt! Fuck—oh God—your big black dick is wrecking me!”

He laughed, dark and filthy. “Your husband’s going to smell my cum on you for a week.”

That sent me over again. I came so hard my vision whited out, pussy gushing around his pistoning cock, squirting down both our thighs. He didn’t stop—fucked me right through it, forcing another orgasm on the heels of the first, then another, until I was sobbing and babbling nonsense.

At some point the door opened and there was Jacob—pale, trembling, hand already down his pants stroking that little pink clit-dick of his. His eyes were huge, mouth open, watching his perfect wife get absolutely railed by the most sought-after heart surgeon in the state.

Abuka smirked at him over my shoulder. “Come closer, Jacob. Watch how a real man breeds your wife.”

Jacob stumbled forward like he was hypnotized. Abuka pulled out—fuck, the wet sound was disgusting—and shoved me to my knees again. He fisted his slick cock, still shining with my cream, and jerked himself twice before painting my face, tits, and tongue with thick, endless ropes of cum. I came again just from the taste of him, rubbing it into my skin like lotion, marking myself as his.

Then he pushed me toward Jacob. “Clean her up, cuck.”

Jacob dropped instantly, licking Abuka’s cum off my face, my tits, then burying his face between my thighs to slurp the doctor’s load straight from my gaping, ruined pussy while I laughed and came on his tongue.

***

Back in the bedroom now, my fingers are flying over my clit, pussy clenching around nothing as I remember how Abuka fucked me three more times that afternoon—once against the window where anyone could see, once on the hospital roof with my legs over his shoulders, and once in the on-call room where he made me ride him reverse cowgirl so Jacob could film it on his phone.

I’m so close. So fucking close.

I shove four fingers inside myself now, stretching wide, pretending it’s that massive black cock again. My other hand pinches my nipple hard enough to make me cry out.

“Dr. Wellington—” I moan to the empty room, hips bucking. “Breed me, please—fill my married cunt with your superior seed—make me your cumdump redhead whore—”

I come so hard I squirt all over the sheets, body convulsing, screaming his name like a fucking banshee.

And somewhere across town, Dr. Abuka Wellington is probably kissing his perfect wife goodnight, tucking in his beautiful children, completely unaware that this filthy, cock-obsessed redhead is going to find a way to get that gorgeous black dick inside her again.

Very, very soon.

Because one taste was never going to be enough.

I want him to ruin me for good.

I want Jacob to watch every second. And I want to do it all over again tomorrow.


CHAPTER 2




I couldn’t wait a full week. Forty-eight hours after he wrecked me in his office, I was already climbing the walls, my fat little ginger pussy throbbing like it had its own heartbeat. Every step I took reminded me of how he’d stretched me, how he’d ruined me, how my body now belonged to the memory of that massive, veiny, coal-black cock. Jacob knew. Of course he knew. The little-dicked darling had jerked himself raw to the video he’d secretly filmed through the cracked door last time, coming in his pants the second Dr. Wellington painted my face.

“Baby,” I purred that morning, straddling Jacob’s lap while he tried to eat breakfast, grinding my bare, dripping cunt against his pathetic bulge. “I need more. I need him again. Today.”

Jacob’s eyes rolled back, his tiny prick twitching like a frightened mouse. “Go. Please go. Come home absolutely destroyed. Bring me his cum in every hole, Sally. I want to taste him on you for days.”

God, I love my husband.

I dressed like the filthiest whore in the history of cardiac care: a white blouse so sheer my hard pink nipples poked through like they were begging for attention, no bra; a black pencil skirt so tight it looked painted on, riding up my thick thighs with every step; crotchless lace panties (easy access, duh); and five-inch red heels that screamed fuck me. My ginger-blonde hair was in a high ponytail perfect for pulling, lips painted cock-sucking red, eyeliner sharp enough to cut glass.

I didn’t bother making an appointment. I just marched straight into the cardiology wing like I owned the place, hips swaying, pussy already slick and swollen. Nurses stared. Patients stared. One old man actually clutched his chest—hope he didn’t code, but honestly, worth it.

His office door was closed this time. I didn’t knock. I turned the handle, slipped inside, and locked it behind me with a soft, deliberate click.

Dr. Abuka Wellington looked up from his computer, those dark, dangerous eyes narrowing, then flaring with pure lust when he saw me. He was even more gorgeous than I remembered—tailored shirt stretched across that sculpted chest, sleeves rolled up to show forearms thick as my calves, wedding ring glinting like a cruel joke.

“Mrs. Raye,” he said, voice low and velvet-rough. “This is highly inappropriate.”

I licked my lips slow, letting him watch my tongue. “Good. I’m not here to be appropriate, Doctor. I’m here to be your nasty little redheaded cumrag again.”

He leaned back in his chair, thighs spreading wide, that obscene bulge already growing. “You came back for more already? Greedy little white slut.”

“Greedy?” I laughed, voice husky, stalking toward him. “Doctor, your cock rewired my brain. I haven’t stopped cumming since you bred me. I woke up this morning fingering my asshole just thinking about you.”

I dropped to my knees between his legs, hands sliding up those expensive slacks, feeling the heat radiating off him. “Let me show you how grateful I am for the best dick of my life.”

He didn’t stop me. Just watched with that arrogant smirk as I freed his monster cock—sweet Jesus, it looked even bigger today, angry and thick, veins pulsing like they had their own heartbeat. Pre-cum already beading at the tip, glistening like liquid diamond.

I moaned like a porn star, both hands wrapping around the base—still couldn’t touch my fingers—and dragged my tongue from his heavy balls all the way to the head, swirling around that fat crown, savoring the salty taste of him.

“Fuck, I missed this big black daddy dick,” I whimpered, then opened wide and took him down my throat until my nose smashed against his pelvis.

He groaned, fingers tangling in my ponytail, guiding me. “That’s it, baby girl. Choke on it. Show me what that pretty white throat was made for black cock.”

I did. Holy fuck, did I ever.

I sucked him like my life depended on it—sloppy, nasty, gagging and drooling and moaning around every inch. Spit poured down his shaft, dripping off his balls, soaking his slacks. I popped off with a wet smack, gasping, strings of saliva connecting my lips to his glistening head.

“Look at me, Doctor,” I panted, shoving three fingers into my sopping cunt right there on my knees, fucking myself hard. “Watch me finger-fuck my married ginger pussy while I worship your superior cock.”

He growled, hips thrusting. “Nasty fucking whore. You came in here dripping for it, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I moaned, then swallowed him again, bobbing fast and deep, throat convulsing around him while I finger-banged myself to a screaming orgasm, squirting all over his expensive loafers.

He hauled me up by the hair, bent me over his desk, and ripped my skirt up to my waist. My crotchless panties framed my fat, swollen pussy lips perfectly—pouty, pink, glistening with cream.

“Jesus Christ, look at this greedy little cunt,” he rasped, spreading my cheeks wide. “Still gaping a little from last time. You’ve been playing with it, haven’t you, slut?”

“Every night,” I confessed, pushing back shamelessly. “Stretching it with the biggest dildo I could find, pretending it’s you. But nothing compares, Doctor. Nothing will ever compare to your perfect black cock.”

He dropped to his knees behind me—Dr. Abuka Wellington, most sought-after cardiothoracic surgeon in the state, on his knees eating my ass and pussy like a starving man.

His tongue was everywhere—long, thick licks from clit to asshole, swirling around my pucker, then plunging into my cunt, tongue-fucking me deep. I screamed into my forearm, thighs shaking.

“Oh my God, eat me, Daddy! Eat your redhead whore’s holes!”

He spread my cheeks wider, buried his face, nose grinding against my asshole while his tongue speared my pussy. Then he moved up—wet, filthy rimming, tongue pushing inside my tight little star, fucking my ass with it while his fingers rubbed my clit.

I came again, hard, squirting on his chin.

He stood, cock slapping wetly against my ass. “You want this dick in your ass today, Sally?”

“Yes,” I sobbed. “Please, fuck my pussy first. Ruin it again. Make it remember who owns it.”

He slammed into me in one brutal thrust, bottoming out against my cervix. I screamed—pure, raw pleasure-pain as he stretched me impossibly wide.

“Fuck, yes! Split me open, Doctor! Use your married patient’s tight white cunt!”

He fucked me like he hated me—hard, deep, punishing strokes that made the desk scrape across the floor. My tits bounced out of my blouse, nipples scraping against patient files. He reached around, pinched them hard.

“Take it, you nasty ginger bitch. Take every inch while your pathetic husband sits at home jerking his little pink clit.”

I came again, walls milking him, squirting down both our thighs.

He pulled out suddenly, left me empty and whimpering, then spun me around and pushed me to my knees again. “Clean your pussy off my dick, slut.”

I did—eagerly, hungrily, tasting myself on him, gagging myself until tears ran down my face.

Then he pulled me up, bent me back over, and spread my ass cheeks.

“Beg for it, Sally. Beg for this black cock in your married white ass.”

I was beyond shame. “Please, Dr. Wellington,” I sobbed, reaching back to spread myself wider. “Please fuck my virgin asshole. I’ve never let anyone in there—not even Jacob. I saved it for you. For your perfect, huge black dick. Please pound my ass. Make it gape. Breed my ass, Daddy, please!”

He groaned like I’d wounded him, reached into his drawer, and pulled out a bottle of lube—clearly prepared, the filthy bastard. He drizzled it over my pucker, worked it in with two thick fingers, scissoring me open while I moaned like a bitch in heat.

Then he pressed that fat head against my tight ring.

“Breathe, baby,” he murmured, almost gentle—then pushed.

I screamed as the head popped past my ring, stretching me impossibly. It burned, it hurt so good, tears streaming down my face.

“Fuck, you’re tight,” he gritted. “Relax that shithole, slut. Let Daddy in.”

I did, pushing back, taking inch by agonizing inch until—miracle—he was balls-deep in my ass.

We both groaned.

Then he started moving.

Slow at first, letting me adjust, then faster, harder, until he was pounding my ass like a cunt, hips slapping against my cheeks, balls smacking my clit.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck my ass, Doctor! Deeper! Oh God, I’m your anal whore now!”

He reached around, rubbed my clit furiously, and I came harder than I ever have in my life—ass clenching around him, squirting so hard it splashed his thighs.

He roared, buried deep, and unloaded—thick, hot ropes of cum flooding my bowels, painting my insides white.

I felt every pulse.

He stayed inside me a moment, both panting, then pulled out slowly, leaving me gaping, cum already leaking.

But he wasn’t done.

He flipped me onto my back on the desk, spread my legs wide, and slammed back into my pussy.

“Now this hole gets bred too,” he growled.

He fucked me savagely, my ass squelching with every thrust from the cum inside, until he came again—deeper this time, flooding my womb.

I came with him, screaming his name.

When we finally separated, I was a wreck—hair wild, makeup ruined, blouse torn, both holes leaking thick rivers of black seed down my thighs.

He tucked himself away, looking barely rumpled, the bastard.

“Go home to your husband, Sally,” he said, voice rough. “Tell him everything. And next time, bring him. I want him to watch me claim you properly.”

I limped out of there on shaky legs, cum dripping with every step, leaving wet spots on the hallway carpet.

The drive home was torture—every bump in the road pushed more cum out of my ass and pussy. By the time I walked through our front door, my thighs were painted white.

Jacob was waiting in the living room, naked, cocklette already hard and leaking.

“Tell me,” he begged the second I walked in. “Every detail.”

I pushed him to his knees right there in the foyer.

“First,” I said, hiking my skirt, turning, and spreading my ass cheeks. “Clean Daddy’s cum out of my ruined asshole.”

He dove in like a man possessed—tongue plunging deep, sucking Abuka’s thick load, moaning like it was the best thing he’d ever tasted.

“Fuck, baby,” he groaned between licks. “He came so much. Taste so good. Better than mine. So much better.”

I ground back against his face. “He ate my ass first, Jacob. Tongue-fucked me open, then lubed me up and took my anal virginity. Stretched me so wide I thought I’d tear. Came buckets inside me.”

Jacob whimpered, licking deeper.

“Then he flipped me over and bred my pussy again. Double-loaded me. Both holes full of superior black nut.”

I turned, pushed his face into my cunt. He sucked greedily, slurping the mess from both holes until I was clean(ish) and trembling from another orgasm on his tongue.

Only then did I let him fuck me.

He took me on the living room floor—first my pussy, sloppy and loose, cum squelching with every tiny thrust.

“It’s so loose, baby,” he whined, but his eyes were glazed with lust.

“Because he’s twice your size, sweetheart,” I cooed, cruel and loving. “He ruined me for you. But you love it, don’t you? Love fucking his cum deeper into your wife’s wrecked cunt.”

“Yes,” he sobbed, cumming pathetically quick.

Then I rolled over, spread my gaping ass. “Now my ass. Feel how he opened me.”

He slid in easily—too easily—and came almost instantly again, adding his watery load to the doctor’s thick one.

We spent the rest of the night like that—me recounting every filthy detail while he cleaned me, fucked me sloppy, cleaned me again.

By morning, I was sore, gaping, and blissfully ruined.

And already planning the next visit.

This time, with Jacob watching.
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I’ve never been so wet in my life as I was the morning we drove to the hospital together.

Jacob was shaking behind the wheel—literally trembling, his knuckles white on the steering wheel, that pathetic little pink shrimp in his pants already leaking through his slacks. I’d made him wear the special outfit I picked out: khaki pants two sizes too tight so the outline of his useless clit-dick was visible to anyone who cared to look (and oh, they would), a pastel polo shirt that screamed “beta cuck,” and—no joke—a pair of my used panties stretched over his face like a mask while he drove, the crotch panel pressed right against his nose so he had to inhale my dried pussy juice the entire way.

“Breathe it in, baby,” I cooed, one hand lazily stroking my bare cunt under my tiny sundress. “Smell what a real man is about to destroy today.”

He whimpered. Actually whimpered. “Yes, Sally.”

I came on my fingers just from the sound.

We parked in the doctors’ lot—Abuka had texted me a special code for the gate—and I made Jacob carry my purse like the sissy butler he is. The security guard at the private entrance smirked when he saw us. I winked at him. Jacob turned beet red under the panties.

Abuka’s office door was unlocked this time. Waiting.

He was standing when we walked in, white coat open, shirt unbuttoned to mid-chest, that glorious black skin gleaming under the lights. His eyes went straight to Jacob, sized him up in one dismissive flick, then slid to me like I was the only person in the room.

“Mrs. Raye,” he rumbled, voice dripping sex. “Welcome back, Jacob.”

Jacob tried to speak. Nothing came out but a squeak.

I stepped forward, pressed my body against Abuka’s, and kissed him deep and filthy right in front of my husband—tongue fucking his mouth, moaning like a whore while I ground my dripping pussy against the massive ridge in his slacks.

When I pulled back, a string of spit connected our lips. I let it hang there.

“Jacob,” I said sweetly, “say hello to the man who owns your wife’s holes now.”

Jacob’s voice cracked. “H-hello, Dr. Wellington.”

Abuka chuckled, dark and low. “Take a seat, Jacob. Right there.” He pointed to a small metal stool directly in front of his desk—low, so Jacob would have to look up at us the entire time like a child. “And take your little dick out. I want to see once more what I’m competing with.”

Jacob obeyed instantly, fumbling with his zipper, pulling out that sad, shriveled four-inch excuse for a cock. It was already hard, leaking like a broken faucet. Abuka and I both laughed—cruel, delighted, merciless.

“Jesus Christ,” Abuka said, shaking his head. “That’s what you’ve been fucking, huh? No wonder you’re addicted to my dick, baby girl.”

I moaned, dropping to my knees in front of him, nuzzling that monster bulge. “He’s never made me cum once, Daddy. Not a single time in eight years. You made me squirt three times just walking in the room.”

I unzipped Abuka slowly, reverently, letting his cock spring free like a weapon. It slapped my cheek—hard, wet, heavy. The scent hit me and my pussy clenched so hard I felt juice run down my thigh.

Jacob made a broken sound.

“Watch closely, cuck,” Abuka ordered. “Watch how a real man gets worshipped.”

I didn’t wait. I opened my mouth and took him to the root in one savage thrust, gagging myself on purpose, tears springing to my eyes instantly. My throat bulged. I held it there, nose buried in his trimmed pubic hair, humming so he felt the vibration all the way to his balls.

Abuka groaned, fisted my hair, and started fucking my face—no mercy, no warm-up. Just brutal, punishing strokes that made my mascara run black rivers down my cheeks. Spit poured from my lips, soaking his shaft, dripping off his balls onto the marble floor.

Jacob was openly crying now, stroking his little prick with two fingers, hips jerking.

“Tell him, slut,” Abuka growled, pulling my head off his cock with a wet pop. Strings of throat slime connected my lips to his glistening head. “Tell your husband what you are.”

I looked straight at Jacob, spit bubbling from my swollen lips. “I’m Dr. Wellington’s personal redheaded fucktoy. My mouth, my pussy, my ass—they all belong to this big black cock now. You’re just the cleanup crew, baby. The cum rag.”

Jacob sobbed and came instantly—three pathetic spurts onto his own shoe.

Abuka laughed again. “Already? Pathetic. Stay hard, little man. You’re going to need that tongue in a minute.”

He hauled me up, bent me over the desk right in front of Jacob’s face—so close my husband could see every detail. Abuka flipped my sundress up, exposing my naked ass and cunt. I hadn’t worn panties. Why bother?

“Look at that pretty ginger pussy,” Abuka said conversationally, spreading my lips with his thumbs so Jacob had a perfect view of my swollen, dripping hole. “See how pink and puffy she is? That’s from thinking about my dick all week. See how she’s literally drooling for it?”

He slid two thick fingers inside me without warning. I screamed, pushing back, fucking myself on them.

“Tell him how many times you came thinking about me, Sally.”

“Every day,” I panted. “Multiple times a day. I used the mold I made of your cock—the one I ordered online with your exact measurements. Fucked myself with it until I passed out. But it’s not the same. Nothing feels like you, Daddy. Nothing stretches me like you do.”

He added a third finger, then a fourth, twisting, stretching. My pussy made obscene squelching sounds.

“Jacob,” he said calmly, “tell your wife thank you for letting you watch a real man breed her.”

Jacob’s voice was broken. “Th-thank you, Sally.”

“Louder.”

“Thank you, Sally!” he cried.

Abuka pulled his fingers out and shoved them into Jacob’s mouth. My husband sucked greedily, moaning at the taste of my cunt.

“Good boy,” Abuka praised mockingly. “Now watch this.”

He lined up and slammed into me in one brutal thrust.

I came instantly—screaming, squirting, pussy spasming so hard my vision went white. Abuka didn’t pause. Just gripped my hips and started pounding, each thrust shoving my body forward on the desk, tits dragging across patient files, nipples scraping deliciously.

Jacob was three feet away, eyes huge, watching that massive black cock disappear into his wife’s body over and over, my fat pussy lips gripping the shaft like they never wanted to let go.

“Tell him how much better he is than you,” Abuka ordered, never breaking rhythm.

“So much better,” I sobbed, another orgasm building already. “So much bigger—thicker—harder—fuck, Jacob, he hits places you couldn’t find with a map. He makes me cum so hard I see stars. You’ve never made me cum. Not once. You’re just a wallet and a tongue, baby. That’s all you’ll ever be.”

Abuka pulled out suddenly, spun me around, and shoved me to my knees again. His cock—shining with my cream—hovered inches from Jacob’s face.

“Clean it, cuck.”

Jacob hesitated for half a second. Abuka grabbed his hair and forced his mouth onto the head.

“Suck.”

My husband opened wide and took the head—the only part he could fit—sucking my pussy juice off Abuka’s cock like it was holy water. His eyes rolled back in humiliation and lust.

I crawled over, kissed Jacob’s cheek while he sucked. “Good boy. Taste how wet he makes me. Taste what you’ll never do to me.”

Abuka let him suck for thirty seconds, then pulled out and shoved back into my throat, fucking my face while Jacob watched from inches away, tears streaming.

Then he put me on the desk on my back, legs spread wide so Jacob had the perfect view of my gaping cunt. He fucked me missionary for a while, slow and deep, making me tell Jacob every filthy truth.

“Feel that, baby?” I gasped as Abuka bottomed out. “Feel how deep he is? He’s in my womb. You’ve never even reached my g-spot.”

Abuka pulled out and slapped his soaked cock against my clit—wet, meaty smacks that made me squeal.

“Beg for this cock in your ass, slut.”

“Please, Daddy,” I begged instantly. “Please fuck my ass. Stretch my married white shithole again. Make it gape for you.”

He flipped me over, made Jacob hold my cheeks open while he pressed that fat head against my pucker.

“Look at your wife’s asshole, Jacob,” Abuka said conversationally. “See how it’s already winking? She’s been training it with plugs all week, getting ready for me.”

He pushed in.

I screamed into the desk as my ass swallowed the head, then inch after inch. Jacob’s face was right there, watching his wife’s most private hole get ruined forever by a superior cock.

Abuka didn’t go slow this time. Once he was balls-deep, he started pounding—hard, brutal, animal. My ass made filthy, wet sounds, cum from earlier loads (because yes, he’d already bred my pussy once before we even started the main event) squelching out around his shaft.

“Tell him,” Abuka growled.

“It’s yours,” I sobbed, coming again, ass clenching rhythmically. “My ass belongs to you now. Jacob will never touch it again. It’s black-owned. Black cock only.”

Jacob was openly weeping, stroking his spent little dick, trying to get hard again.

Abuka fucked my ass for what felt like hours—changing angles, making me squirt from anal alone, making Jacob lick the overflow every time he pulled out. At one point he pulled completely out and made Jacob stare into my gaping asshole—red, swollen, ruined—then shoved back in while Jacob watched it disappear.

***

Finally, he buried deep and unloaded—thick, endless ropes flooding my bowels until I felt it in my stomach. When he pulled out, my asshole didn’t close. Just gaped obscenely, cum bubbling out like a volcano.

“Clean her, Jacob.”

My husband dove in face-first, tongue plunging deep in my wrecked ass, sucking Abuka’s load out like he was starving. I came again just from the humiliation, grinding back against his face.

Abuka wasn’t done.

He pulled Jacob off my ass by the hair and shoved his shit-streaked cock into my husband’s mouth.

“Clean me too, cuck. Taste your wife’s ass on a real man’s dick.”

Jacob sucked—eager, desperate, moaning like a whore. Abuka face-fucked him for a minute, then pulled out and came all over Jacob’s face—thick ropes painting his cheeks, lips, tongue.

Then Abuka put me on my knees beside my husband and made us both lick him clean together—husband and wife, side by side, tongues working in tandem on that magnificent black cock, sharing his cum like the depraved family we’d become.

Afterward, Abuka sat back in his chair, cock still half-hard and glistening with our spit. He looked at Jacob with pure contempt.

“You’re going to book us a hotel suite next weekend. Top floor. Bring toys. Bring cameras. Bring that little pink cage for your clit. We’re going to spend the entire weekend turning your wife into a proper black cock only whore. And you understand?”

Jacob?”

Jacob, face painted with cum, could only nod.

I leaned over and kissed my husband softly, tasting Abuka on his lips.

“Thank you, baby,” I whispered. “Thank you for giving me to a real man.”

He cried harder.

I came again.

We left the office an hour later—me walking bow-legged, cum running down both thighs, Jacob with Abuka’s load still drying on his face, carrying my purse again like the broken little cuck he is.

In the car on the way home, I made him pull over so I could ride his face in the passenger seat while I told him every single thing Abuka had planned for next weekend.

He came in his pants again without touching himself.

And I came on his tongue, screaming Abuka’s name.

Because that’s what I do now.

I scream for black cock.

And my husband cleans up the mess.


CHAPTER 4




The suite was obscene in its luxury—floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city skyline, a private terrace with a hot tub already bubbling like it knew what kind of filth was coming, a California king bed big enough for an orgy, and a fully stocked bar that Abuka had already raided by the time we arrived. He’d texted me the room number that morning with a single line: Bring the cage and the biggest plug you own, slut. Jacob had nearly fainted reading it over my shoulder.

We stepped off the private elevator and the air smelled like money and sex. Abuka was waiting in nothing but low-slung silk boxers, that glorious black body oiled and gleaming, wedding ring still on like a cruel reminder that he was going home to his perfect life after he finished destroying ours. His cock was already half-hard, curving against his thigh like a sleeping anaconda.

Jacob was shaking so hard I thought he’d drop the toy bag. I’d dressed him exactly as ordered: pink lace thong stretched over his pathetic little clit-dick, stainless steel cage locked tight (I’d made him wear it for three days straight, the key dangling between my tits on a gold chain), fishnet stockings, a leather chest harness that made his soft tummy look even more ridiculous, and a thick black collar that read “BLACK OWNED CUCK” in rhinestones. He looked like a broken sex doll. He looked perfect.

Abuka didn’t even greet us. Just crooked a finger at me.

I dropped my trench coat—underneath I was wearing nothing but nipple clamps connected by a thin silver chain, a diamond butt plug winking between my cheeks, and six-inch patent heels. My ginger-blonde pussy was already dripping down my thighs.

“On your knees, Mrs. Raye,” he said, voice like dark honey. “Show your husband how you greet a real man now.”

I crawled to him, ass swaying, plug glinting. Jacob made a broken sound behind me. I didn’t look back. I pressed my face to Abuka’s feet first—kissing his toes, licking between them like the depraved bitch I’d become—then worked my way up his calves, his thighs, until I was nuzzling that monstrous cock through silk.

Abuka fisted my hair and yanked my head back. “Tell him.”

I looked straight at Jacob, spit already shining on my chin. “I don’t kiss my husband anymore. Not on the mouth. That’s reserved for superior cock now.”

Jacob’s caged clit twitched visibly, a bead of pre-cum dripping from the tip onto the marble floor.

Abuka laughed. “Clean that up, cuck. With your tongue.”

Jacob dropped instantly, licking his own pathetic leakage off the floor while Abuka freed his cock and slapped it against my face—heavy, wet, meaty thuds that made my pussy clench so hard the plug shifted.

The first three hours were a blur of pure filth.

Abuka fucked my throat until I blacked out twice, reviving me with sharp slaps to my tits and brutal thrusts that made my mascara run like war paint. He bent me over the bar and railed my pussy doggy-style while Jacob knelt underneath, tongue flicking my clit every time Abuka bottomed out, getting absolutely battered by those heavy black balls. I came so hard I squirted straight into Jacob’s open mouth—he choked, sputtered, then begged for more like a good little bitch.

Then came the anal marathon.

Abuka laid me on my back on the ottoman, legs pinned to my chest in mating press, and worked that monster into my ass slow and merciless. Jacob had to hold the phone, filming in 4K while Abuka made me recount every inch.

“Tell the camera how much you love black cock in your shithole, Sally.”

“I was born for this,” I sobbed as he bottomed out, my asshole stretched impossibly wide around his base. “I was born to be a black-owned anal whore. My ass is your personal cum dump, Daddy. Ruin it. Please fucking ruin it.”

He did.

He fucked my ass in every position imaginable:

	Prone bone on the rug, my face shoved into Jacob’s caged crotch while Abuka pile-drove me until my plug-popped hole gaped like a second mouth. 
	Reverse cowgirl on the couch, bouncing on his dick while Jacob knelt in front and sucked my clit, getting absolutely drenched every time I squirted. 
	Full nelson standing—Abuka holding me like a fuck doll, legs spread wide, ass impaled, walking me around the suite so Jacob could see his wife’s wrecked hole swallowing black cock from every angle. 
	Spooning on the bed, slow and deep, making me cry from how intimate it felt while Jacob licked where we joined, tasting his wife’s ass on a real man’s dick. 


Each time Abuka came in my ass, he’d pull out and make Jacob suck him clean—tasting my ass, his cum, the lube, everything—then plug me with an even bigger toy so his load stayed deep where it belonged.

By hour five I was floating, high on cock and humiliation, asshole permanently gaping, pussy swollen and leaking.

Then Abuka looked at Jacob with that predator smile.

“Time for the main event, cuck.”

Jacob’s eyes went wide. He knew. We both knew.

I’d spent the week preparing him—stretching his virgin ass with progressively bigger plugs, making him wear them to work under his suits, sending Abuka photos every hour. He’d cried every time, but his little clit leaked constantly. He wanted this. He needed this.

Abuka sat on the edge of the bed, cock slick and shining from my ass. “Crawl to me, Jacob.”

My husband crawled, thong pulled to the side, cage dripping, ass cheeks trembling.

Abuka pulled the plug from my ass with a wet pop—Jacob whimpered at the sight of my wrecked hole—and held it to Jacob’s lips.

“Suck it clean first.”

Jacob opened wide, sucking my ass juice off the plug like it was candy while Abuka stroked lube over his massive cock.

Then Abuka positioned us perfectly.

Me, on my back on the bed, legs spread wide, pussy dripping. Jacob, on all fours between my thighs, face buried in my cunt. Abuka, behind him, spreading those pale cheeks.

“Tell him, Sally,” Abuka commanded.

I grabbed Jacob’s hair, grinding my sloppy pussy against his mouth.

“Tell Daddy thank you for fucking your husband’s virgin ass, baby.”

Jacob’s voice was muffled against my clit. “Th-thank you, Daddy.”

Abuka pressed the head against Jacob’s tight pucker.

“Breathe, cuck.”

He pushed.

Jacob screamed into my pussy as the head popped in—the sound was fucking music. I came instantly, squirting all over his face, watching his eyes roll back as Abuka fed him inch after thick inch.

“Holy fuck,” I gasped, fingers tangled in Jacob’s hair. “Look at you, baby. Taking your first real dick like a good little bitch. You’re not my husband anymore—you’re our bitch. Say it.”

“I’m your bitch,” Jacob sobbed, voice breaking as Abuka bottomed out.

Abuka started slow, letting Jacob adjust, then built to a punishing rhythm. Every thrust shoved Jacob’s face deeper into my cunt, his tongue frantic, desperate.

I came again and again, watching over his shoulder as that massive black cock disappeared into my husband’s ass, his little caged clit swinging and dripping with every stroke.

“Look at his little pink dicklette,” I laughed breathlessly, cruel and loving. “He’s gonna cum from getting fucked. My husband is gonna cum from taking black cock in his ass while eating his wife’s used pussy. Fucking pathetic. Fucking perfect.”

Jacob was babbling now—moaning, crying, begging.

“Please—oh God—harder, Daddy—fuck my ass—make me your bitch—”

Abuka obliged, gripping Jacob’s hips and pounding mercilessly.

Jacob’s body went rigid. His caged clit started spurting—hands-free, just from the dick in his ass—pathetic ropes of watery cum splattering the sheets while he screamed into my cunt.

The sight sent me over. I came so hard, squirting in arcs over Jacob’s face, down his chest, marking him as thoroughly bred as I was.

Abuka roared, buried deep, and unloaded—flooding Jacob’s ass with thick, hot ropes until it leaked out around his shaft.

He pulled out slowly, leaving Jacob gaping and trembling, cum bubbling from his ruined hole.

Then Abuka grabbed my hair and shoved me down beside my husband.

“Clean each other up, pets.”

We did—kissing sloppily, sharing his cum between our mouths, licking it off each other’s faces, tonguing each other’s wrecked holes like animals. Jacob sucked Abuka’s cock clean while I rimmed Jacob’s cummy ass, both of us moaning like whores.

The rest of the weekend blurred into pure debauchery.

Abuka fucked us both senseless—sometimes separately, sometimes together. He took my ass on the terrace at sunset while Jacob filmed from below, then made Jacob eat the creampie off the marble floor. He fucked Jacob’s throat until he cried while I sat on his face, then switched and bred my pussy while Jacob licked his balls. We did double penetration with toys and cock, Jacob in my ass with a strap-on while Abuka destroyed my pussy, both of us screaming.

At one point Abuka had us both on our knees, collars clipped to leashes, making us compete to deepthroat him—whoever gagged first had to watch the other get bred. I lost on purpose, multiple times.

He pissed cum on us in the shower—creamy streams marking us as property—while we knelt and thanked him, tongues out like dogs. Jacob came hands-free again just from the degradation.

He made Jacob wear my creampied panties on his head while Abuka fucked me missionary, slow and deep, making me look into my husband’s eyes and tell him I was leaving him for good if he ever tried to fuck me again.

“I only want black cock now, baby,” I whispered, coming around Abuka’s dick as Jacob cried and nodded. “You understand, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he sobbed. “I understand. I’m just the cuck now.”

Sunday morning we woke tangled together—me in the middle, Abuka’s cock still inside my ass from the night before, Jacob curled at our feet like a pet.

Abuka kissed my forehead, surprisingly tender.

“You’re both mine now,” he said simply.

I looked at Jacob. He looked at me.

We smiled.

“Yes, Daddy,” we said together.

He left that afternoon—back to his perfect wife, his perfect life, his perfect children.

But he left us the key to the cage on the nightstand.

And a note:

Next month. Same suite. Bring wedding rings. We’re renewing vows.

Jacob and I didn’t speak the entire drive home.

We didn’t need to.

Some things are bigger than words.

Some holes are meant to be savagely fucked and ruined.

Some marriages are meant to be blacked.

And some redheaded sluts and their little-dicked cucks are just meant to live happily ever fucked after.
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