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CHAPTER 1




Husband’s Pov:

It was my idea—hell, my obsession—so I can’t even pretend to be mad. But I swear to God, if there’s ever a sex fantasy that spirals so far out of control it becomes a full-blown wet fever dream, this was it.

Let the record show: I started this. I lit the match. But my wife? Taylor poured gasoline on the damn thing and set the whole hotel room on fire.

It all began with a fantasy. Not a sweet one. Not romantic. But filthy, voyeuristic, heart-pounding and completely wrong in all the ways that make it so right. I wanted to watch another man lust after my wife. Not touch her—just look. I wanted to catch that raw, primal flash in his eyes when he realized he was standing in front of the hottest woman he’d ever seen… and she was barely covered by a towel.

Just a towel. A pizza. A stammered thank-you. That’s all it was supposed to be.

We were two hours outside of the city, holed up in a cozy little boutique hotel with thick soundproof walls and linen sheets that screamed class—and begged to be ruined. Taylor was radiant. Long black hair cascading in waves over her bare shoulders, a white towel barely clinging to her curves, and those long caramel legs I still dream about when I’m alone with a bottle of lube and regret.

“You’re sure about this?” she asked, biting her lip in the mirror. Her brown eyes met mine, glowing with something between mischief and nerves.

I kissed her. Deep. Tongue slow. “You’re gonna be incredible. Just flash him a little. Make it look like an accident. You’ll have him drooling all the way back to his car.”

She giggled. “God, you’re such a perv.”

Guilty. I set up the hidden camera in the corner. Perfect angle. Crystal-clear lens. Connected the feed to my phone and slipped out the back door like some horny little spy.

In the car, I could barely breathe.

Ten minutes later, the knock came. My screen lit up. There he was.

The pizza boy. Baby-faced, maybe nineteen tops. Tall, lanky, wearing a red cap and that nervous look boys get when they realize they’re about to see something they’ll jerk off to for the next decade.

Taylor opened the door.

My dick twitched.

She leaned on the frame, hips cocked, towel hugging her breasts like it knew it wasn’t long for this world.

“Hi,” she said, sweet as syrup. “You’re fast.”

He blinked. “Uh… yeah. I mean—your pizza.”

She stepped forward. The camera caught every glorious bounce of her tits as she reached for her wallet. “How much?”

“Eighteen fifty,” he said, swallowing hard.

She turned, bent over the dresser just a little too far, and pretended to fumble her cash.

The towel slipped.

Holy. Fuck.

One perfect caramel cheek peeked out, plump and round and completely bare. The delivery boy’s eyes nearly fell out of his skull. He didn’t even pretend not to look.

I was rock hard. Gripping the steering wheel like it owed me money. My cock pressed painfully against my zipper, begging for freedom.

Taylor straightened slowly. Turned. Smirked.

“Oops,” she said, eyes glinting. “Sorry… I’m kinda clumsy today.”

He just nodded. Couldn’t speak. He handed her the pizza with both hands like it was a sacred offering.

Then—this is where it got insane—Taylor stepped forward, fingers brushing his hand.

“Want to come in for a sec?” she asked.

My jaw dropped.

This wasn’t the plan.

But fuck… I wasn’t about to stop her.

He hesitated, eyes wide, mouth parted. Then, with the blank obedience of every horny teenager in history, he stepped inside.

Taylor closed the door behind him.

I watched. Breathless. Mind racing. I could see them both now—the boy standing awkwardly by the dresser, Taylor circling like a lioness in lingerie.

“So… you deliver a lot of pizzas around here?” she asked innocently.

“Y-yeah.”

“Ever get tipped more than money?”

His ears turned beet red.

“I—I mean… not really—sometimes people offer drinks—”

She stepped closer. Towel hanging by a thread.

“What if I offered something better?”

And then—boom. Towel dropped.

Sweet merciful fuck.

Her body. All of it. Golden caramel skin, full C-cup tits with dark, hard nipples, trimmed little patch above her pussy glistening with arousal. She was wet. Already.

The delivery boy nearly passed out.

“I—uh—I—I have a girlfriend—”

She smiled. “Good. Then you won’t fall in love.”

I watched as she dropped to her knees. Pulled his pants down. His cock sprang free, already hard.

Not bad. Not huge. But decent enough for a teenage boy with zero idea what to do with it.

Taylor wrapped her lips around it and moaned.

I nearly came in my pants.

She sucked him slow, teasing, eyes locked on the camera like she knew I was watching. Tongue swirling, cheeks hollowed, bobbing gently as he whimpered like a puppy.

“Fuck,” he whispered, trembling.

She popped him out of her mouth with a wet slurp. “Shhh. Just relax.”

And then she climbed onto the bed. Opened her legs. Spread her pussy wide.

“Come here, baby.”

He obeyed instantly, dick bobbing as he stumbled forward. She guided him in. Slowly. Gasping as he slid into her wetness.

I was losing my mind.

Watching my wife get fucked by a delivery boy while I jerked off in a car? This was the Mount Everest of perversion.

She wrapped her legs around his waist. “Harder,” she groaned. “Like you mean it.”

He tried. Thrust faster. Awkward. Sloppy. But her moans were real. She bucked against him, nails digging into his back.

“Use me,” she whispered. “I’m just a slut who couldn’t wait for her pizza.”

I came. Exploded all over my shirt like a teenage boy myself. Groaning, shaking, twitching in the driver’s seat like I was being electrocuted.

On screen, the boy gasped. Pulled out. Came all over her stomach.

She moaned. Rubbed it in. Glanced at the camera one last time.

I was done. Wrecked. Ravaged. And completely addicted.

She’d ruined me.

This was no longer my fantasy.

It was ours.

And we were just getting started.


CHAPTER 2




TAYLOR POV:

I wasn’t expecting them to return so soon.

The moment I heard the knock on the door again, my pulse quickened. I’d just finished cleaning up from my last wild adventure with the pizza guy—my thighs still slick, my pussy still tingling, and my body flushed from the memory of being used like a good little slut.

But something about that knock… it wasn’t just a delivery.

It was a promise.

I opened the door, naked under my silk robe, my nipples already peeking through like they had their own secret to tell. And there he stood—Jason, the delivery boy who’d just made me swallow his cum like the desperate housewife I never knew I was. But this time, he wasn’t alone.

Behind him stood a tall, muscular Black man—gorgeous, smooth, confident, with a cocky smirk that made my knees weak. And God… the outline in his pants was insane.

“This is Malik,” Jason said casually. “Told him all about you. Hope you don’t mind.”

I didn’t.

In fact, my pussy clenched at the thought. I glanced behind me—my husband standing awkwardly by the staircase, his mouth parted in shock.

But he didn’t stop it.

Didn’t say a damn word.

Malik stepped forward, eyes scanning me like I was already his. “Damn,” he growled. “Jason said you were nasty, but I didn’t expect a face this sweet on a throat that swallows dick like that.”

I felt heat rush through me. Dirty. Filthy. Seen.

“What do you say, babe?” I asked, glancing at my husband. “Can I have another taste?”

He didn’t speak—just nodded. That was all the permission I needed.

HUSBAND POV:

I don’t know what the hell was happening to my marriage.

Maybe I should’ve been outraged. Enraged. Jealous.

But as I stood there watching my wife step forward, her robe slipping off her shoulders like melted chocolate, I felt something else.

Something darker. Something hotter.

Curiosity. Lust. Obsession.

Jason had already had her. I watched him cum in her mouth last time. But Malik? Malik was massive. Towering. I could see the imprint of his cock down his thigh, and I knew—Taylor had never taken anything that big.

And yet, she licked her lips like she couldn’t wait.

“This your first time with a big Black cock, sweetheart?” Malik asked her, stepping forward, cupping her jaw with one rough, beautiful hand.

She nodded slowly, eyes glassy with anticipation.

“Good,” he said. “Then we’re gonna fuck the shit outta you tonight.”

TAYLOR POV:

The moment Malik pulled down his sweatpants, I knew I was in trouble.

It was beautiful. Veined, heavy, thick—twelve inches of trouble, and I was desperate to take every inch. My throat tightened just looking at it, but my cunt… God, my cunt was already dripping.

I dropped to my knees without a word, spitting into my hand and stroking him like I’d done it a thousand times.

“Fuuuuck,” Jason muttered behind me. “She’s so ready. Told you she was a freak.”

Malik grinned, looking down at me. “Open wide, baby.”

I did.

He fed me the tip first—thick and smooth, with a salty taste that made my tongue flick eagerly. Then deeper… and deeper…

My eyes watered as he fed me more. Gagging. Spitting. Swallowing around him.

“Yeah,” he groaned, his hands gripping the back of my head. “Choke on that dick, bitch. Show your man how much of a cum-hungry little whore you are.”

I moaned. I loved it. I needed it.

And behind me, I could feel Jason spreading my cheeks, tongue licking up my dripping slit.

I was being worshipped. Used. Filmed by my husband who still hadn’t said a word—but I could hear his breathing. Heavy. Unsteady.

He was loving it too.

HUSBAND POV:

I’d never seen her like this.

Face-fucked by a stranger. On her knees, taking him like she was born to. Her spit slicked down her chin. Her ass in the air as Jason licked her like a man starving.

And in her ass… I saw the glint of the anal pump she’d begged me to use weeks ago. I’d never gotten around to it. Too nervous. Too unsure.

But Jason?

He grabbed the bulb and gave it a tight squeeze.

Phhhssst.

Taylor jerked and screamed around Malik’s cock, her ass inflating slightly, her moans growing louder, filthier, hornier.

“Jesus,” I whispered.

Malik looked at me, smirking. “Your wife’s about to get her first real stretch, man. You better hold onto her.”

TAYLOR POV:

They pulled me onto the couch—my body trembling, lips red and swollen, ass gently pumped and tingling.

Malik stood behind me now, cock in hand, rubbing it against my soaked slit.

“You ready for this, slut?” he growled.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Please… I want to feel you fucking me with that fucking big dick.”

He didn’t wait.

With one powerful thrust, he split me open.

I screamed—high and raw—as inch after inch pushed into me. My pussy stretched like never before. It burned. It ached. It made me cum instantly.

“Fuck!” I gasped. “Yes, yes, oh my god—yes!”

Jason took my mouth again, forcing me to taste his fingers coated in my own juices. Malik pounded me from behind, slapping my ass, fingering the pump in my ass and making it hiss and swell with every thrust.

“I’m gonna break this pussy in half,” Malik grunted, sweat pouring down his chest.

And I wanted that.

I wanted to be wrecked.

HUSBAND POV:

I watched her squirt for the first time.

Not from my touch.

Not from my cock.

But from Malik—who had her bent in half, pumping her pussy while Jason fingered her throat.

I was hard as fuck. Jealous. But also mesmerized.

Was this what she needed?

Was this who she really was?

Taylor looked at me between gags and grunts, eyes locked onto mine.

“This is for you, baby,” she said hoarsely. “I’m your filthy wife. Let them fuck me. Let me take it all.”

And I let them.

TAYLOR POV:

I didn’t know I could take so much cock.

Malik wasn’t just big—he was relentless. Every thrust punched the air from my lungs, made my toes curl, made my eyes roll back as his thick, veiny shaft destroyed my insides in the best way. The ache was delicious. I was on fire—split open, dripping, and craving more.

“Bounce that slutty little pussy on it,” he grunted, gripping my hips and pulling me down onto him harder. “Yeah, just like that. Fucking filthy girl. You were made for Black cock.”

I gasped, drool sliding down my chin as Jason slapped my tits and flicked my nipples.

“She’s addicted,” Jason laughed, rubbing his cock in circles over my lips. “Look at her. Fucking addicted.”

He wasn’t wrong. My body was beyond its limits, but I didn’t want it to stop.

“Please,” I whimpered. “More. Don’t stop. Don’t ever fucking stop.”

Jason shoved his cock back into my throat, and I gagged around it as Malik pumped air into my ass with the anal pump, swelling it again until I cried out.

“Y’all see this?” Malik said to my husband, glancing over. “Your wife’s ass is pulsing, begging for it. I might just have to stretch her little star next.”

I moaned louder—humiliated, aroused, drenched.

“Do it,” I cried. “Pump my ass. Stretch me. Fill my pussy and make me your cum dumpster.”

I was gone.

HUSBAND POV:

I was hard enough to break glass.

Watching Taylor—my sweet, sexy wife—get spit-roasted between two her first black man and Jason, her ass puffed from the pump, her mouth full of cock, her pussy dripping on the floor—I didn’t know whether to cry or cum.

But I knew one thing: I’d never seen her happier.

She was born for this. She didn’t just take Malik’s monster dick—she worshipped it. She didn’t just swallow Jason’s cock—she begged for it down her throat. And I stood there stroking myself like a desperate voyeur, wondering how we’d ever go back to normal life after this.

And the way she looked at me?

There was no shame in her eyes. Only hunger.

“Babe,” she moaned between strokes, “watch them break me.”

And I did.

***

TAYLOR POV:

I came again—harder this time.

Malik hit something deep inside me—my g-spot, my cervix, my soul—who the fuck knew, but the orgasm ripped through me like lightning.

I squirted over his cock, soaking his abs, the couch, the floor.

Jason laughed, pulling his cock out and spitting on my face. “God damn, you’re a fucking mess.”

I nodded, tongue out.

“More,” I whispered. “Please…”

Malik pulled out, jerking his massive cock over my ass, still pumping my hole full of air.

Jason stood beside him, stroking himself too.

“On the pizza,” Malik growled. “Let’s give her a meal she’ll never forget.”

Jason grabbed the untouched box from the counter and flipped it open—still warm, still greasy.

And then, like a filthy, depraved dream, both men grunted and unleashed their loads.

HUSBAND POV:

I thought I’d seen it all.

But watching two strangers cum all over my wife’s pizza? That was another level of depravity.

Jason’s cum splattered across the pepperoni and crust, thick and white. Malik’s was even more intense—rope after rope spilling onto the slices, sticky and hot, dripping into the cheese.

They handed it to her.

She didn’t hesitate.

TAYLOR POV:

I took a slice like it was the finest dish ever made—licked the tip, let the cum smear across my lips, then slowly chewed, savoring the salt and filth.

“Good little slut,” Malik purred.

“Yeah, clean our mess, cum whore,” Jason added.

I took another bite, cum sticking to my chin. “Mmm. You taste better than the sausage.”

They all laughed—including my husband.

And I smiled with my mouth full—because this wasn’t just a kink.

This was me.

Unleashed. Reborn. Worshipped.

And I never wanted it to end.


CHAPTER 3




TAYLOR POV:

I was still licking cum off my lips when Malik grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked me back onto my knees like I was a toy made for his pleasure. The cold tile against my knees, the thick, sweaty scent of two men's cum coating my mouth, the ache between my legs from being pounded into oblivion—I was drowning in it, soaking in the filth, thriving.

"You still hungry, cum dumpster?" Jason growled, slapping his cock against my cheek.

I smiled, tongue out, like the nasty slut they wanted me to be. "Feed me, daddy."

Jason laughed. "She really is gone. Look at her."

Malik nodded. "Bitch needs to be put down like the animal she is."

I moaned at that. My pussy clenched, my ass still full of air from the pump. I felt used, ruined, and yet I never felt more alive.

Malik didn’t wait. He shoved me forward and bent me over the back of the couch, ass in the air, pussy already dripping. Jason grabbed the lube and coated his cock with a generous slather before stepping behind me.

"Ever been double-stuffed before, little whore?"

I whimpered. "No... please... do it. Ruin me."

Jason and Malik shared a filthy grin.

"You heard her," Jason said, grabbing my waist. "Let’s split this bitch wide open."

Malik pressed his fat cock against my pussy while Jason nudged his slippery tip against my stretched, pumped asshole. They counted down, and then—

"FUCK!"

They pushed in at once. My mouth dropped open in a silent scream. My pussy stretched to accommodate Malik’s monster, my ass sucking in Jason’s cock like it was made for it.

I was shaking, eyes rolled back, tears leaking from the corners of my eyes. But I didn’t tell them to stop.

I begged them to go harder.

"Please... break me... use me..."

"This slut’s got no shame," Malik growled, pounding into me.

"She’s fucking addicted," Jason added, slapping my ass as he rammed deeper.

And through the fog of filth, I saw him—my husband, sitting in the chair, cock in hand, jerking to the sight of me being destroyed.

Our eyes met.

And that’s when I said it.

"Baby... I need to tell you something."

The room paused. Malik and Jason kept pumping slowly, waiting.

"What is it?" my husband said, chest rising and falling.

I bit my lip, body trembling from the assault.

"This isn’t the first time I’ve done this."

His hand stopped.

"What?"

"I’ve been craving it for years. Black cock. Big cock. Strangers. I’ve done it before. While you were at work. In our bed. I needed it. I wanted it."

He blinked. But instead of rage, I saw his cock twitch.

He was harder.

"How many?" he asked.

"Seven. Maybe more. I lost count."

"You filthy fucking slut," Jason hissed, pounding harder.

"You nasty bitch," Malik added, stretching my pussy open so wide I thought I’d break.

And I loved every second of it.

I wasn’t just his wife anymore.

I was their toy.

Husband’s POV:

I should’ve been furious.

Hell, I wanted to be furious. My wife—my sweet, blue-eyed angel—was bent over our goddamn couch, screaming while two hung bastards took turns destroying her holes. But when she turned those cum-glazed eyes on me… and whispered that this wasn’t her first time?

My cock pulsed like I’d been shot with adrenaline.

She confessed she'd craved this. Black cock. Big cock. Behind my back. Seven men—maybe more—fucking my wife like she was a common whore, and I never knew. All that time, I thought I had this picture-perfect little wife baking muffins, folding laundry, sipping wine with her book club…

Turns out, she was probably still sore from the last bull she’d taken raw.

I stood up slowly, dick raging hard in my fist as I walked closer.

Malik grabbed her face and slapped it—not hard, but just enough to make her eyes flutter.

“You hear that, white boy?” he said, never slowing the way he pounded her soaked pussy. “She’s been a nasty little cum pig for years.”

“She never told me,” I whispered, more to myself than anyone.

Jason leaned in over her back, still balls-deep in her ass. “You think this the first time she swallowed a load while wearing your wedding ring, bro? Shiiiit. She’s a pro.”

And Taylor… God… she smiled through it.

Her face was red, smeared with spit and sweat and leftover seed. But she looked so fucking proud of how low she’d sunk.

“I didn’t tell you,” she whimpered, biting her lip, “because I didn’t want to stop. I knew you’d love it. You need to see me like this.”

My hand found her chin. I tilted her face up. “You really are a dirty fucking whore, aren’t you?”

She nodded slowly, tears mixing with drool.

“Say it.”

“I’m… your filthy slut wife. Your cheating, cum-licking, big-black-cock-obsessed whore.”

Jason and Malik both growled like animals. They picked up their pace, hips slamming in tandem, stuffing her holes so full I could hear the sloppy, wet suction with each thrust.

“You want more?” Malik taunted.

“Yes!”

“You want us to fill you up at the same time? Flood this pretty little cheater body?”

“Yes! Please... fill me... fuck me full... make me forget my husband’s name…”

Jesus.

I should’ve been broken by that.

Instead, I kneeled in front of her. Jason reached over, shoved her face down onto my lap, and Taylor—without hesitation—opened wide and started sucking me between gags.

“Fucking hell…” I gasped, stroking her head. “How did I not know this was inside you?”

She looked up through tears and spit. “Because you married a liar, daddy. And now I need to be punished.”

Malik grabbed her hips harder, fingers bruising her pale skin. “She’s gonna get punished alright…”

They both started grunting. I knew that sound. It was coming.

Taylor sucked me harder.

Malik pulled out first, groaning as a tsunami of hot cum spurted across her lower back and ass. Thick, ropy strands painted her cheeks.

Jason yanked from her ass seconds later, his dick throbbing before he unleashed a second wave across her face. Some hit her lips. Some hit mine.

She didn’t flinch.

Instead, she opened her mouth, caught as much as she could, then swallowed it—eyes locked on me as she did.

“You married a slut, baby,” she purred, licking her lips.

I exploded in her mouth with a strangled moan.

She sucked every last drop like it was her job.

***

TAYLOR POV:

I was shaking from the aftershocks, body limp, holes gaping, cum leaking from every used orifice. And yet... I didn’t want it to end.

Jason leaned close. “What now, cum rag?”

I looked at my husband. He was still hard.

“Let’s show him what a real dinner looks like,” I whispered.

Malik’s eyes lit up.

A few minutes later, they brought over the lukewarm pepperoni pizza from the counter.

Jason opened the box. “Last chance. You sure, slut?”

I smirked, bent forward on my knees, still naked, ass shiny with lube and leftover seed.

“Feed me.”

Malik stroked himself slowly, standing over the box. Jason did the same on the other side. Their thick, black shafts glistened with lube, Taylor-spit, and pre-cum. I opened wide and stroked their shafts, coaxing them into that final round.

They didn’t need long.

One by one, they groaned and pumped their loads all over the pizza—across the greasy slices, over the pepperoni, stringy trails clinging to the cheese like spider webs.

Jason held out a slice.

“You want cum with that?”

I took it with both hands, smiled sweetly, and bit in.

The mix of spicy meat and hot cum was disgusting. But the filth of it turned me on even more.

I looked up at my husband, licking my fingers.

“I’m your wife, and I’ll never be clean again.”


CHAPTER 4




Husband’s POV:

I still couldn’t believe I had agreed to this again. A week had passed since I watched Taylor break every good-girl rule she ever claimed to follow. One week since that 12-inch monster rearranged her insides while I stood there—hard as hell and too turned on to stop it.

Tonight, we weren’t home. This wasn’t spontaneous. This was planned—our first real step into whatever this new version of marriage was.

The hotel was sleek, upscale, and far from discreet. Floor-to-ceiling windows gleamed in the lobby, reflecting every curve of my wife as she walked past the check-in desk wearing heels and a little black dress that looked spray-painted onto her ass.

She looked like sin—red lipstick, gold hoops, hair pinned back just enough to show her long neck. No panties. I knew because I had watched her slide them off in the car before we stepped out.

“I want him to see everything,” she had whispered, running her nails over my thigh. “I want to walk in already dripping.”

The man she referred to—her next bull—was already upstairs.

He wasn’t just another pizza boy. This guy was handpicked from a swinger message board, vetted by both of us. His name was Romeo. Six-foot-five. Muscles like stone. Black. Handsome. Hung like a damn myth.

And Taylor had been sexting him all week.

She wasn’t nervous.

She was hungry.

And the moment the elevator doors closed behind us, I saw it in her eyes—my wife was about to become something even nastier than before.

***

Taylor’s POV:

I was soaked before we even got to the twelfth floor.

Not figuratively. Literally. I felt every step of my thighs gliding together as my heels clicked against the marble floors of the hallway.

Romeo was in Room 1203. He’d been texting me all day, telling me what he’d do when he got his hands on me. He wasn’t shy. He called me his white slut more than once. Told me I was his for the night. And you know what?

He was right.

My husband fumbled with the keycard, hands shaking. Poor baby. He still got flustered watching me about to get split open by another man. But I saw that tent in his pants. He loved this. Even if he wouldn’t say it out loud, even if he squirmed while I called myself his “hotwife,” I knew he was obsessed with watching me be ruined by Black cock.

The door clicked open.

And there he was.

Romeo.

He wore nothing but sweatpants. No shirt. Tattoos climbed over his dark chest and down his arms like vines. His jawline looked carved from granite, and the outline in his pants?

Massive.

I felt my breath catch.

“Damn,” I whispered, licking my lips.

He grinned and stepped forward, voice deep and unhurried.

“You must be Taylor.”

His eyes trailed down my body, lingering between my legs. “You’re even sluttier than you sounded on the phone.”

I melted.

Husband’s POV:

I’d never felt more conflicted—and turned on—in my life.

Romeo shook my hand, casual like he was meeting a coworker. Meanwhile, my wife was squirming beside me, biting her lip, hips shifting like she couldn’t wait another second.

“She told me all week how tight she was,” Romeo said, smirking. “I’m gonna find out just how true that is.”

Taylor moaned like she’d been touched, even though no one had touched her yet.

Then she turned to me, and what she said next shocked the hell out of me.

“I want you to sit down and watch. And don’t touch yourself until I say so.”

My cock twitched painfully behind my zipper.

I sat. Slowly. Silently.

And watched my wife get on her knees in front of him.

Taylor’s POV:

God, he smelled good.

He stood in front of me like he owned me, and the second I pulled his waistband down, my jaw dropped.

Thirteen inches I think, thick, veiny, uncut. I didn’t even wait—I spit on the tip and licked it like it was dessert.

Romeo growled.

“That’s it. Open wide, white girl. You know what to do.”

I loved the way he said it. Like he knew I’d obey without question.

And I did.

I sucked him deep, letting spit pour out over my lips and down my chin as I gagged on his cock over and over. He gripped my hair and throat-fucked me without mercy, and I let him.

Because I wanted this. I needed this.

I glanced up through my lashes and saw my husband shifting on the edge of the chair, panting, desperate to touch himself.

“No,” I said, gasping between strokes. “Not yet.”

Romeo chuckled. “Damn, she really trained you.”

Then he picked me up like I weighed nothing.

Tossed me on the bed.

And spread my legs.

Husband’s POV:

Watching Romeo mount my wife was like witnessing a possession.

She reached down between her legs and guided him into her. No resistance. No hesitation.

“God, yes—FILL ME,” she screamed.

He pounded into her like a machine. The sound of skin slapping filled the room, and my wife’s moans got louder, filthier.

“Stretch me,” she begged. “Ruin me. Show my husband what a real man feels like!”

I was throbbing. My hand hovered over my bulge, but I remembered her rule.

Not until she said so.

So I watched. I watched as Romeo flipped her over, pulled a toy from the nightstand—a pink anal pump—and stuffed it into her ass while still fucking her from behind.

She screamed.

“I’m double-stuffed,” she sobbed. “Oh god, I’m your nasty cumdump. Use me. BOTH of you.”

***

Taylor’s POV:

I felt like an animal. No, not an animal—a thing. A toy for their pleasure. And I loved every second.

Romeo was relentless, his cock buried inside my pussy while the pump inside my ass was slowly inflated with every stroke.

The pressure.

The stretch.

The filth.

My legs were trembling, drool slipping from my lips onto the pillow as I wailed.

Then I looked at my husband. And the confession poured out.

“I’ve done this before,” I said breathlessly.

He blinked.

“What?”

I moaned louder, clenching around Romeo’s cock.

“This isn’t my first time getting fucked in a hotel by a big fucking cock… I just never told you.”

Romeo laughed.

“Damn. Your wife’s a certified slut, bro.”

I saw the shock in my husband’s face. Then—arousal.

I’d never seen him harder.

Husband’s POV:

I didn’t know what to say. But my cock answered for me, twitching in my pants so painfully it made me groan.

“You like that?” Taylor taunted. “Knowing your wife’s always been a nasty, lying little cum rag?”

“Touch yourself,” she commanded. “NOW.”

I obeyed instantly.

Romeo pulled out. His cock was soaked. Taylor rolled over, breasts bouncing, and begged.

“Cum on me. Both of you. Cover your slut.”

Romeo jerked himself over her tits. I joined him, standing beside the bed, both of us stroking fast, furious, filthy.

She stuck out her tongue.

“Feed me your filth.”

Romeo grunted and exploded, ropes of cum landing across her chest and lips. I followed, groaning, painting her stomach with my release.

She rubbed it in.

Licked her fingers.

Then smiled at me.

“Ready for the next one?”

***

Taylor’s POV:

I didn’t think I could take more.

Romeo had drained me, stretched me, pumped me full of pleasure so wild I thought I’d faint. But the moment I collapsed on those cool hotel sheets, breathless and drenched, the knock came.

Three slow taps.

My husband looked at me, confused. Romeo just smirked and walked to the door like he’d planned it all along.

Then the door swung open.

And there they were—Malik and Jason.

Malik, tall and chiseled, with ink down both arms and the kind of confidence that made me instantly clench. Jason, leaner but cocky, his grin boyish but eyes dark with hunger. Both Black. Both clearly ready for one thing.

Me.

“Room service,” Jason said, walking in like he owned the place.

My mouth went dry.

I looked at my husband—his eyes wide, his knuckles white around the chair he’d never left. But beneath the shock was arousal.

“Babe,” I breathed, “can I please show them how good a wife can serve?”

He didn’t answer with words.

He just nodded.

And I smiled, already on my knees.

***

Taylor’s POV:

Malik shut the door behind him like he belonged in our room. Jason dropped his overnight duffle on the couch like this was their second home. I was still naked on the bed—legs spread, lips swollen, skin glistening with sweat from the first round with Romeo—when they both turned their attention to me.

Malik licked his bottom lip. “Damn, she looks even better than I remember.”

Jason gave a low whistle. “Our little housewife's really made herself comfortable.”

I didn’t flinch. I posed. My knees slid open wider as I arched my back on the bed, offering them everything.

“She’s been practicing,” my husband said softly from his corner, his eyes locked on me like I was a rare work of art being appraised again. “And she’s still hungry.”

That was all the invitation they needed.

Malik peeled off his shirt, every muscle tight and cut, tattoos like roadmaps to danger and desire. Jason unzipped his jeans and let them fall, already half-hard and growing by the second.

I sat up on the edge of the bed, lowering my eyes submissively as I knelt between them both.

“You remember how to say thank you?” Jason asked, voice smooth.

I answered by kissing the head of his cock, then Malik’s. Slow, worshipful, like I wasn’t just their plaything—but honored to be.

Their scents. Their size. Their power—it overwhelmed me.

One hand gripped each shaft, stroking with purpose as I traded kisses between the two, tongue flicking, lips parting. They groaned above me, and the sound made my core ache.

Behind me, I heard my husband shift on the couch. I didn’t even have to look to know his hand was moving under his waistband.

Watching his wife being fed like this?

It made him wild.

And I fed off that.

***

Husband’s POV:

I told myself I’d draw the line somewhere.

I thought watching one man take my wife was enough. But now? Now I saw her between two—both towering Black bulls, muscles gleaming, cocks thick and shiny from her tongue—and I couldn’t move.

She looked... radiant.

Like she was made for this.

Taylor wasn’t just a slut. She was a queen of sin. And in that moment, I didn’t feel betrayed—I felt lucky.

Malik grabbed her hair, twisting it into a fist as he guided her deeper. Jason smirked and slapped her face lightly with the head of his cock.

“Open wider, pretty girl. You’re not full yet.”

And she did.

God, she took both. Mouth full, cheeks hollowed, spit dripping as she tried to satisfy them both with one mouth, one tongue, her hands pumping in rhythm.

I saw her eyes flick to me. There was love there—behind the mascara-smeared filth. She wasn’t just doing this for them.

She was doing this for us.

Taylor’s POV:

By the time they pulled me up from the floor, I was dripping. My thighs trembled, my lips were raw, my voice ragged from moaning into their cocks. But I wanted more.

They tossed me onto the bed like a rag doll.

Malik climbed on behind me, gripping my hips. Jason sat at the headboard, cock in hand, waiting for my lips.

“Ready to be the hotel’s main event?” Malik growled.

“Please,” I moaned, “wreck me.”

And they did.

Jason fed me slowly at first, letting me set the pace, letting me feel every ridge of his shaft as my lips kissed the base. Malik wasted no time, lining up behind me and slamming into my slick folds with a punishing rhythm that sent stars across my vision.

It was perfect chaos—my body used like a living toy, every hole filled, my moans swallowed by one cock while another owned my body completely.

And still, I looked for my husband.

He stood now, stroking himself slowly, watching every thrust, every gag, every tear rolling down my cheek.

He wasn’t jealous.

He was proud.

***

Husband’s POV:

She was gone.

Whatever “good girl” Taylor had once been—she had drowned her. What knelt on that bed now was something new: a woman unashamed, unfiltered, and fully in her element. And I loved her more for it.

I couldn’t take it anymore. I walked over and leaned in, brushing the sweat-matted hair from her face.

“You okay, baby?” I asked, low in her ear.

She opened her eyes—red, raw, still full of devotion.

“I want more,” she whispered. “Please, can I... have all of you?”

Jason pulled out of her mouth, slapping his cock on her cheek like a promise.

Malik growled behind her, “Then flip over, slut. We’re just getting started.”

And with that, they repositioned her. Legs wide, mouth open, eyes begging.

Taylor’s POV:

I didn’t even hear the knock.

My world was already noise—Malik’s deep grunts behind me, Jason’s cock against my lips, my husband’s whispered encouragement in my ear like a wicked lullaby. Every hole was claimed. Every moan earned.

Then it came again.

Knock. Knock. Knock.

Malik froze inside me, cock twitching. Jason’s eyes flicked to the door. My husband looked half-drunk from the overload of arousal, but his brow furrowed.

And then, with the wildest smirk I’ve ever seen, Jason stood up, stroking himself casually as he walked across the room.

He didn’t ask if he should answer it.

He just did.

And standing there in the hallway, wearing nothing but a hotel robe, was a stranger. Older than the others. Salt-and-pepper beard, maybe in his early fifties. But it was the look in his eyes that made me flinch.

He knew.

He heard everything.

“I thought I’d come see what all the noise was about,” the man said, stepping over the threshold like he belonged there.

Jason raised an eyebrow. “You here to complain?”

The stranger smirked. “Quite the opposite.”

He let his robe slip off his shoulders.

And just like that, he was naked.

And hard.

Husband’s POV:

I should’ve said something. Stood up. Objected. But I didn’t. I watched it happen, frozen with lust and disbelief.

My wife, glowing with sweat and cum, turned her head on the pillow to look at the newcomer.

“Who... are you?” she asked, voice breathless.

“Name’s Carter,” he said, walking to the foot of the bed. “Room next door. Heard you moaning like your soul was leaving your body.”

He looked at me.

“She yours?”

I nodded.

He smirked. “Mind if I borrow her?”

It was a joke. But I wasn’t laughing.

I looked down at Taylor.

She met my gaze, panting, lips parted, body spent but greedy.

“Please,” she whispered. “Say yes.”

And just like that, I did.

***

Taylor’s POV:

I don’t know what came over me.

Maybe it was the way Carter looked at me—like a man who’d seen things, lived longer, and still wanted to ruin me. Maybe it was knowing my husband watched every second, harder than I’d ever seen him. Maybe I was just ready to see how far I could fall... and still be caught.

Malik pulled out and stepped aside, wiping his brow and giving Carter the floor.

“You sure you can handle her?” Jason teased.

Carter smiled like a devil. “She looks like she’s just getting started.”

He climbed onto the bed, rough hands parting my thighs like he was opening a sacred book. His mouth went straight to work—tongue like fire, beard scratching my inner thighs, sucking me until I was clawing the sheets.

And when he slid inside me—slow, deliberate, thick—I cried out.

It was different.

It was deeper.

He moved with control, not brute force. Like he was savoring me. Memorizing me.

“Oh my God,” I whimpered.

He leaned in. “No, sweetheart. Just Carter.”

And I laughed.

Even as I was being owned.

Husband’s POV:

I stood by the mirror, watching it all unfold. Taylor's eyes were glassy with bliss, her lips slack with pleasure. Carter moved like a man with nothing to prove—and still proved everything.

I thought I'd feel jealous.

But instead, I felt...

Peaceful.

Like this was what she needed. What we needed.

She was coming alive in front of me. And even as Carter filled her, even as she begged him not to stop, her eyes never left mine.

This was ours, even if we were sharing it.

And then, something wild happened.

Taylor’s POV:

I gasped. “Wait... wait, wait—I need to say something.”

Everyone froze.

Carter hovered above me, deep inside. Jason, Romeo, and Malik stood on either side of the bed. My husband looked up, startled.

“I have a confession,” I said, my voice trembling. “It’s not just about sex anymore.”

I looked at my husband.

“I want this to be our life.”

He blinked. “What do you mean?”

I swallowed.

“I want to explore this forever. With you. With others. I want us to find every edge of my body and yours. Not just as a kink. Not just as a thrill. But as who we are.”

Tears filled my eyes, but I smiled.

“I love you more now than ever. And I don’t want to hide. I want to live.”

There was silence.

Then my husband walked forward and kissed me—hard.

And I knew everything had changed.

Later That Night…

The room smelled of sweat, musk, and pleasure.

I lay in the center of the bed, bruised in all the best places, sore in every inch, completely worshipped.

Carter and Romeo was gone. Malik and Jason had passed out. My husband lay beside me, tracing circles on my belly.

“So,” he whispered, “was that everything you wanted?”

I turned to him.

“It was everything I didn’t know I needed.”

He smiled.

“I never imagined I’d fall deeper for you like this,” he said. “But watching you be so free... it’s addictive.”

I kissed his chest.

“Let’s keep going.”

“Tomorrow?”

“No,” I whispered. “Forever.”

And in that hotel bed, under dim lights and tangled sheets, we wrote a new chapter of our marriage. One of trust, honesty, lust, and freedom.

And the wildest part?

It was just the beginning.
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