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CHAPTER 1




I couldn’t stop staring at it.

Not just because it was big—though that would’ve been reason enough—but because it was beautiful in the filthiest, most breathtaking way imaginable.

It looked like it belonged in a museum of forbidden pleasures: thick, dark, veins wrapping around it like eager fingers, crowned with a smooth, proud dome that gleamed under the harsh bathroom light.

And the most terrifying part? It wasn’t even hard yet.

I was standing next to a masterpiece of raw masculinity, and my own pitiful pencil looked like a worm that had lost its will to live.

The word that kept echoing in my head? Superior.

I was staring at a superior cock.

A laugh snapped me out of my trance.

"Wanna hold it for me, Prof?" Toni’s voice rang out, deep and playful, bouncing off the dingy tiles like a dirty echo.

I almost dropped my own limp noodle in shock. My eyes darted from that monster back to the wall, where someone had scrawled "I ♥️ to Suck Big Cock!" in thick black marker.

The universe had a savage sense of humor.

Toni was young—twenty-one and full of reckless confidence—tall and cut like a sprinter, his skin a shimmering midnight canvas. His face, almost cherubic with big, curious eyes and pouty lips, made him look like a fallen angel who got lost on the way to a frat party.

"S-sorry, didn’t mean to stare," I croaked, feeling my cheeks heat up so fast I was sure they’d combust.

Toni grinned, that devastating, all-knowing grin. "No biggie, man. Your lady’s been doing more than staring, though."

My bladder threatened to shut down completely.

"What did you say?" I wheezed, nearly losing control of my stream mid-piss.

"Your sweet Stella? The one with the wild hair and the curves for days? She’s been giving my package VIP treatment with those big blue eyes since Utah," he said, stretching lazily and letting that obscene thing swing like a grandfather clock.

I nearly choked on my own tongue.

"That’s a disgusting joke," I snapped, feeling my pulse thunder in my temples.

"No joke, Prof." He zipped up, but not before giving it an affectionate pat, like a proud dog owner. "Yesterday morning, I wake up from a nap, morning wood so fierce it was practically punching the air. Open my eyes, and there’s Stella—staring so hard she almost forgot to breathe."

"You take that back right now," I barked, my voice going embarrassingly high at the end.

Toni just laughed, a rich, warm sound that somehow made me feel even smaller.

"Man, why you so uptight? You really think a woman like Stella doesn’t notice when a real man steps into the room? Or into the van, in this case?"

"That’s my wife you’re talking about!" I spat, turning to the sink, trying to hide my trembling hands.

"And this is my dick we’re talking about," Toni shot back without missing a beat, that damned grin plastered across his face.

He washed his hands, moving with a catlike grace that made me want to puke and stare at him at the same time.

"You act like she’s a nun, man. But you know what? Deep down, every woman has that itch. That secret curiosity. That hungry little voice that wonders what it’d feel like to be stretched wide open and filled until she forgets her own name," he murmured, drying his hands slowly.

I nearly lost my footing.

"You’re out of your mind," I hissed, clinging to the sink.

"Am I?" He leaned in so close I could smell his skin—soap, sweat, and something primal that made my stomach do flips. "Or are you just terrified that you can’t compete?"

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

"Tell me," he whispered, his breath hot against my ear. "When was the last time Stella looked at you like she was ready to climb you like a tree and ride you until sunrise?"

I wanted to punch him. I wanted to scream. But my hands felt like jelly, my thoughts splintering into a thousand humiliating fragments.

"Thought so," he chuckled, stepping back and wiping his mouth like he’d just finished a gourmet meal.

"You need to get your shit together," I managed to croak, though I sounded more like a scolded child than a man defending his wife.

He tilted his head, eyes dancing with wicked amusement. "Or maybe... you just need to watch and learn."

My head snapped up.

"What did you just say?" I breathed.

"You heard me, Prof," he purred. "Why don’t you watch? See what happens when a woman is shown what she’s really been missing. You might even learn something. Or, hell, maybe you’ll even like it."

"You’re sick," I spat, but my voice cracked, betraying me completely.

He looked me up and down, smirking as though he could see straight through me, right down to my quivering, dark little fantasies.

"Maybe. Or maybe I’m just honest," he said, slipping past me and heading for the door.

"Don’t walk away from me!" I yelled, but he just gave me a lazy wave, that swagger in his step almost hypnotic.

"Oh, don’t worry, Prof," he called over his shoulder. "I’m not walking away. I’m walking straight toward what your sweet Stella has been begging for in her dreams."

He disappeared out into the sunlight, leaving me trembling in that rank bathroom, my pulse drumming so hard I thought my ribs might crack.

I stared at my reflection, eyes wide, lips parted like a man who’d just witnessed a murder.

He had to be bluffing. Stella wouldn’t. She couldn’t.

Except... except I could already see her eyes in my mind—that dreamy, faraway glimmer when she thought I wasn’t looking. The way she’d giggle too hard at Toni’s jokes, twist her hair around her finger, shift her hips ever so slightly when he walked by shirtless.

I closed my eyes, shaking my head violently, trying to expel the images. But they only grew sharper.

I stumbled out into the morning, lungs burning as though I’d been underwater too long.

There he was—Toni—striding toward the van with that easy, unstoppable confidence, his big hands in his pockets, that mouth-watering bulge swinging proudly.

I felt a sick, crawling heat spread across my skin.

I had to stop him. Or did I?

I felt something inside me shatter—pride, maybe, or denial—and in that space, something else crept in. Something I didn’t want to name.

"Toni! Stop!" I finally shouted, my voice ragged and desperate.

He paused, turned around, and gave me a slow, knowing smile that made my knees buckle.

"Come on, Prof," he called, beckoning with one finger. "Come watch your wife turn into the hungry little slut she’s always wanted to be. You can take notes if it makes you feel better."

I wanted to charge at him. Tackle him. Punch that smug look off his face.

Instead, I stood there, frozen, as he turned again and kept walking.

He vanished into the trees, toward the van where my beautiful Stella waited—unaware, or maybe not so unaware, of the storm about to hit her.

I felt my whole world teeter on the edge.

I told myself I was going to stop him. I was going to protect her.

But as I took a shaky step forward, all I could think about was seeing her face as she finally tasted that forbidden fruit.

And somewhere, deep in my chest, a twisted little thrill sparked to life.


CHAPTER 2




No.

Please God, no.

They were kissing. Stella was kissing him.

Toni was doing this, wasn’t he? This wasn’t a dream or some drunken fantasy. He was there, towering over her, lips pressed into my wife’s delicate mouth.

I lay there on my belly, wedged under my own van like some pathetic scavenger, hoping—praying— that they’d stop at just a kiss. Maybe it was still salvageable. Maybe she would come to her senses.

But then I saw their feet move together, like two dancers in the darkness. A subtle shuffle, a hungry press, a sudden closeness that made my heart freeze.

A rustle of fabric. A gasp.

“Oh my God,” Stella giggled, the sound slicing through me like a blade dipped in acid. “It’s so big… I can’t even get my hand all the way around it…”

I felt bile rise in my throat.

“Jack it off,” Toni’s deep voice commanded, smooth and cold.

Stella let out a shaky laugh. “I think I need two hands for this monster.”

“Then use both, sweet thing,” he purred. “Make it nice and slippery for that pretty mouth.”

The wet, rhythmic sound of her stroking him filled the air, echoing in my skull. It was like hearing the final nails go into my coffin.

“Yeah… that’s it… get it nice and messy,” Toni moaned, his voice vibrating with dark pleasure. “Stroke it like you’re wringing out your last drop of shame.”

Stella let out a low moan. “Oh… does it ever stop growing? Jesus…”

“Believe it, bitch,” Toni snapped.

She froze for a moment—I braced for her to explode. Stella always hated words like “bitch” or “cunt.” But instead of the righteous slap I expected, she giggled, almost giddy.

And then she kept stroking. Faster.

“Can I… can I taste it?” she whimpered, her voice dripping with lust and shame.

My ears burned. My heart nearly burst out of my chest.

“Magic word?” Toni teased.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice so soft it barely reached me under the van.

Toni chuckled darkly. “Good girl.”

I watched, paralyzed, as she dropped to her knees in the dirt. Her pale hands trembled around his thick, throbbing shaft. Then she leaned forward, her lips parting, her eyes wide and shining.

I could hear it. The wet, obscene slurping. The sloppy, hungry noises that seemed to echo through my bones.

“Mmm… yeah… get that throat ready,” Toni growled. “Suck it like you mean it, slut.”

Stella gagged, but she didn’t stop. She pushed further, her blonde hair bouncing, hands twisting at the base of his massive length.

“Deeper. Deeper. I wanna feel those tonsils around my head,” Toni ordered.

She whimpered, trying to obey, eyes watering as her jaw struggled to open wider.

“You hear that?” Toni taunted. “That’s the sound of your wife’s soul leaving her body.”

I nearly vomited.

I had spent eighteen years believing I knew Stella. Loyal, demure, private. The mother of my children. The woman who once told me she’d never even fantasized about another man.

Now she was on her knees in the dirt, gulping down another man’s cock like she hadn’t eaten in weeks.

“Shit… you look like you’ve been training for this your whole life,” Toni jeered, shoving her head further onto his shaft.

She gagged violently, then moaned around his girth, her hands clawing at his thighs.

“Yeah… that’s it… oh, you want that cum, don’t you?” Toni’s voice deepened, primal, raw.

Stella’s head bobbed, faster, more desperate. Her moans turned into pitiful mewls.

Toni yanked her head back. “Look at me.”

Her red, tear-streaked face lifted, her lips swollen, strands of saliva hanging between them.

“Beg for it,” Toni commanded.

Stella panted, eyes wide and glassy. “Please… please give it to me… I need it…”

“Need what?”

“Your cum… please… I want it all… I want to taste it… I want to swallow it… please…”

“Good little cum puppy,” Toni sneered.

He shoved her head back down. She choked, her whole body shuddering. Then he roared—a deep, thunderous sound that vibrated through the van.

I watched as his hips jerked forward and Stella froze, her cheeks hollowing, her eyes rolling back.

He held her there, his fingers buried in her hair, forcing her to drink every drop.

Finally, she sagged forward, gasping, strings of his seed dripping from her lips and chin.

Toni looked down at her, smug. “Clean it up.”

Stella obeyed instantly, licking his shaft, sucking every glistening drop from his skin.

My entire world shattered as I watched my wife lick another man’s cum off her fingers like she was savoring chocolate icing.

When she finished, she looked up at him with wide, expectant eyes.

Toni grinned. “Ready for more?”

She nodded, trembling.

“Get in the van. Strip down. Ass up.”

Stella scurried into the van, peeling off her clothes with frantic energy. She crawled forward on all fours, her pale ass trembling in the moonlight.

Toni climbed in behind her, his massive cock already rising again.

From my vantage, I could see everything—Stella’s pink, twitching entrance, her soaked thighs, her shivering shoulders.

“Please… please fuck me,” she whimpered, wiggling her hips in invitation.

“Where do you want it?” Toni teased, rubbing his thick head against her slit, then up to her tight ring.

“In my ass,” Stella moaned, her voice ragged. “Please… fuck my ass…”

I felt my brain crack. She had always refused that with me. Now she was begging for it.

Toni lined up, slowly pushing the enormous tip inside.

Stella’s body stiffened, her mouth dropping open in a silent scream.

“Oh fuck… oh God… it’s too big… it’s splitting me…”

“Shut up,” Toni hissed. “Take it like the filthy toy you are.”

He pushed deeper, inch by inch. Stella’s hands clawed at the floor, her back arching.

When he bottomed out, she let out a wailing sob that echoed through the woods.

Toni paused, then started thrusting, slow at first.

Stella’s cries turned into animalistic moans. “Yes! Oh fuck yes! More! Harder!”

“You hear that?” Toni growled, glancing over his shoulder like he knew I was there. “That’s your wife becoming my ass whore.”

I choked on a dry sob.

Toni slammed harder. Faster. His hips smacked against her ass, sending loud claps into the night.

“Look at you,” Toni mocked. “All that talk about love and marriage… and here she is, losing her mind on my cock.”

Stella’s arms buckled and her face mashed into the floor, her fingers digging deep.

“Ahhh! Ahhh! I’m… I’m coming! Oh my God!”

Toni grinned, still pounding. “Cum on my cock, bitch. Milk it. Show your husband what a real man feels like.”

She convulsed, a violent orgasm ripping through her. Her cries turned into long, broken sobs of pleasure.

Toni gave one final shove, roaring as he emptied himself into her.

Stella collapsed, her body trembling, her breath coming in desperate gasps.

Toni pulled out, watching his seed leak from her stretched, twitching hole.

He grabbed her shoulder, flipped her over.

“Now I’m going to fuck you properly,” he said, lining up with her soaked pussy.

Stella looked up at him, wide-eyed, her lips quivering. “Please… fill me… I want all of you…”

Toni didn’t wait. He rammed into her, making her whole body jerk violently.

Her scream echoed, a mixture of agony and bliss.

Toni leaned down, grabbed her throat lightly, holding her eyes on him as he fucked her.

“You’re mine now,” he hissed.

“Yes!” she sobbed. “I’m yours! Only yours! Use me… ruin me… oh God!”

His hips snapped faster, each thrust sending shockwaves through her. Her legs wrapped around his waist, heels digging into his back, as if trying to pull him deeper.

Stella’s eyes fluttered, her mouth hung open. “Ohhh! I can’t… I can’t take it… it’s too much… I’m… I’m coming again!”

She came violently, her body locking up, then trembling uncontrollably.

Toni roared again, coming inside her for the third time that night.

When he finally pulled out, Stella lay there—broken, ruined, her thighs soaked, her face blissful.

Toni stood over her, stroking his softening cock.

“Thank me,” he ordered.

“Thank you… thank you so much…” she whispered, licking her lips.

Toni looked back at me—straight into my hidden eyes, though I knew he couldn’t really see me.

“You watching, old man?” he mocked, a cruel grin spreading across his face. “She’s better this way. Now she knows what a real man feels like.”

My entire body went numb.

Toni climbed into the front of the van, naked, and leaned back, laughing softly.

“Get your ass in the driver’s seat,” he barked. “We’re leaving. And your whore wife’s riding back here with me.”

Stella crawled forward, curling up against him, her face still glazed with afterglow.

I stumbled around the van, barely able to see through my tears. I opened the door, slid into the seat.

My hands shook as I started the engine.

I looked up into the rearview mirror—Stella’s legs were wrapped around Toni again, her lips kissing along his jawline.

The van rocked gently as I pressed on the gas.

We rolled out of the campsite, the night swallowing us whole.

In that mirror, I saw the end of my marriage, my manhood, my entire reality.

And worst of all? I couldn’t look away.


CHAPTER 3




I don’t remember how long I drove. The forest blurred into endless shadows, my sweaty hands slipping on the wheel as if even the van wanted to wriggle away from me.

Behind me, I heard Stella’s breathy moans, the squelch of her soaked folds, and Toni’s guttural laughs echoing like thunder in my skull.

“Eyes on the road, old man!” Toni bellowed suddenly. “Or do you want to join us back here?”

I flinched so hard I nearly veered off the dirt track.

“Sorry… sorry…” I mumbled, tears blurring my view.

The van jerked and shuddered as we hit a pothole, Stella’s shriek cutting through the air.

“Oh God! I felt that… it hit so deep!” she wailed, her voice mixing pain with delicious pleasure.

Toni’s laugh boomed again. “Fucking potholes make you squirt? Jesus, you really are a dirty fountain, huh?”

Stella burst into a hysterical giggle, and then another high-pitched moan slipped out of her.

“Please… please… more…” she whimpered.

“Oh, you want more?” Toni teased. “Well, guess what? Daddy brought toys.”

I didn’t dare look back, but I heard the rustling of a bag, the click of lube caps, and Stella’s breath catch in her throat.

“Oh my God… is that… is that a—”

“It’s exactly what you think it is,” Toni interrupted with a wicked glee. “And you’re going to take it like the giggling cum clown you are.”

“Please… please, Toni… use it… make me gush,” she begged, her words slurred with lust.

There was a moment of silence.

Then a long, deep groan from Stella, so low it almost sounded like a growl.

“Ohhh fuck… it’s so big… oh God… I can feel it in my belly…” she gasped.

“That’s right,” Toni purred. “Now push it out. I wanna see a goddamn waterfall back here.”

A sloppy, rapid squelching filled the cabin, so loud it drowned out the whine of the engine. Stella’s moans went high, trembling on the edge of a scream.

“T-Toni… I’m gonna… I’m gonna—”

“DO IT!” he roared.

A sudden loud, wet spray sound exploded, followed by Stella’s shriek echoing like a siren.

“Ohhhhhh fuuuuuck!” she cried, her voice cracking as if her soul had split open.

The van rocked as Toni cheered. “There she goes! Holy shit, that’s a proper flood!”

My eyes stung with tears and sweat. I couldn’t see the road anymore; I drove purely on instinct and dread.

“Look at this mess,” Toni cackled. “You’d think you were washing a goddamn elephant back here!”

Stella’s laughter rang out, bright and delirious. “I can’t stop… oh God… it just keeps coming… I feel so empty and so full at the same time!”

“Don’t worry,” Toni cooed mockingly, “I’ll fill you right back up.”

He yanked her closer, the van echoing with the wet slap of his hips against her trembling ass.

I heard Stella’s breath catch again, and then the repeated rhythmic squelch as he buried himself inside her, fast and brutal.

“Ahhh! Ahhh! Oh, it’s so deep… you’re in my stomach… oh God!” she shrieked.

“Shut up and squirt again,” Toni demanded.

He twisted something—I didn’t dare imagine what—and Stella’s scream rose to a hysterical, broken pitch.

The van shuddered under another powerful squirt, a wet gush hitting the walls and the seats.

“Oh my God! It’s everywhere!” Stella gasped, half-crying, half-laughing.

Toni roared with laughter. “You just baptized the whole goddamn van, woman!”

He pulled her up by her hair, forcing her face against the glass window.

“Look out there,” he growled. “See the world you’re leaving behind. No more polite dinner parties, no more vanilla sex. You’re mine now—a cum-hungry, squirt-fountain freak.”

Stella whimpered, pressing her forehead to the fogged glass. “Yes… yes… I love it… I love being your filthy freak…”

Her reflection in the window looked ghostly—hair matted to her face, eyes glazed, mouth open in a permanent moan.

“Good girl,” Toni snarled, pounding her harder. “You’re going to come again. And again. Until your body gives out.”

“Toni! Toni! I… I can’t… it’s too much!”

“Say it,” he snapped, his hand slapping her ass so hard the sound ricocheted inside the van.

“I’m your property! Your filthy property!” she sobbed.

“Louder!”

“I’M YOUR FILTHY PROPERTY! A USELESS HOUSEWIFE TURNED INTO YOUR SQUIRTING FUCKTOY!”

My heart shattered like glass.

Toni howled with laughter. “There it is! You hear that, old man? Your sweet angel is a public water park now!”

Stella’s legs buckled as she squirted again, another torrent splashing everywhere.

“Oh my God… oh fuck… I’m dying… I’m dying!” she gasped, her voice cracked and hoarse.

“Not yet, sweetheart,” Toni teased, thrusting even harder. “I want you wide awake for every filthy drop.”

They collapsed to the van floor, Stella’s body twitching and writhing, her thighs coated in her own juices. Toni lay beside her, panting, a grin splitting his face.

“Now clean me up,” he commanded, smirking.

She crawled forward, trembling, and licked every inch of him, moaning between mouthfuls.

“Good girl,” he purred. “That tongue was wasted on your husband’s limp noodle all these years.”

Stella giggled, delirious, her eyes rolling. “Toni… please… can I have more?”

“More? You still want more?” he snorted. “What are you, a horny octopus?”

She burst into uncontrollable laughter, wheezing between giggles. “I guess I’m just… insatiable…”

He dragged her to straddle his face, her knees wobbling.

“Sit down,” he ordered.

“Oh my God… are you serious?” she squeaked.

“Shut up and drown me,” he snapped.

With a squeal, she lowered herself. Instantly, a deep groan vibrated out from under her, and she shrieked in pleasure.

“Ohhhh fuck! Oh Toni… your tongue… oh God… oh GOD!”

The van rocked again, her legs flailing as she tried to hold on.

“Don’t run now!” Toni’s muffled voice teased. “I’m not done with my squirt cocktail!”

Stella screamed and shuddered, another torrent spraying out, her whole body convulsing like a fish on land.

I nearly drove off the road again, gripping the wheel so tight my knuckles turned white.

Behind me, Stella collapsed forward, sliding off his face, gasping and sobbing, her body glistening with sweat and squirt.

Toni wiped his face dramatically, flicking droplets at the window like a showman.

“Damn,” he said, laughing breathlessly. “You could put Nestlé out of business with this much water.”

Stella started giggling again, then curled up, covering her face with shaking hands.

“Oh my God… I can’t believe I just did that… I feel like a busted fire hydrant…”

Toni pulled her hands away, forcing her to look at him.

“You did it because you’re mine,” he said softly, almost tenderly—a cruel, mocking tenderness that twisted in my gut.

Stella nodded helplessly, her eyes wide and shining with adoration and exhaustion.

“I’m yours,” she whispered. “Forever.”

“Good girl,” he purred, pulling her into a kiss that looked more like a feeding frenzy.

When they broke apart, she flopped back, her entire body twitching.

Toni leaned forward, smirking at me through the rearview mirror.

“Hope you’ve got a mop at home,” he said, chuckling. “Your wife’s got more liquid than a hurricane tonight.”

I stared straight ahead, my mind numb, my soul hanging by a thread.

As we finally pulled into the driveway, Toni stood up, stretching, his still half-hard cock swaying between his thighs like a beast at rest.

Stella crawled to the back door, pulling it open and flopping onto the grass like a spent animal, giggling and moaning softly.

Toni stepped out after her, grabbed her hair, and yanked her to her feet.

“Inside,” he ordered, smacking her ass.

She stumbled forward, leaving a trail of glistening droplets on the concrete.

I followed them like a ghost, every step heavier than the last.

Inside, Toni threw her onto the kitchen table. She landed with a squeal, her legs splayed open, her soaked folds shining in the dim light.

“You thought we were done?” Toni mocked, stepping closer.

Stella shook her head frantically. “Please… more… use me however you want…”

“Now you’re talking,” he said, grinning.

He pulled out a new toy—a thick, curved wand that pulsed with ominous vibrations.

“Oh no…” Stella gasped. “That one… that one makes me… too much…”

“That’s the point,” Toni said, clicking it on.

He pressed it to her clit, and she shrieked, her body jerking off the table in a violent spasm.

“AHHHH! OH FUCK! IT’S TOO MUCH!”

“Shut up and take it,” he snarled, holding her down with his free hand.

The room filled with her wails and sobs as she convulsed over and over, squirting in short, desperate bursts that soaked the floor and splashed across Toni’s thighs.

“Oh fuck… oh fuck… I’m going to die… I’m going to die…” she sobbed, her voice broken and breathless.

“You’ll die when I say,” he teased, pushing her higher and higher.

Another violent gush erupted, her entire body arching off the table.

“Jesus Christ! She’s gonna flood the whole goddamn kitchen!” Toni laughed, looking around as if he were inspecting water damage.

Stella’s eyes rolled back, her tongue lolling out as she hit a final shuddering climax, her entire body collapsing like a puppet with cut strings.

Toni tossed the toy aside, stepped forward, and plunged into her in one vicious stroke.

“Ohhhh fuck!” Stella wailed, barely conscious.

“Look at you,” he hissed into her ear. “So ruined. So perfect.”

She moaned, her fingers scrabbling uselessly on the slick table.

He pounded her relentlessly, each thrust echoing like a gunshot.

When he finally came, he let out a deep, satisfied growl, collapsing over her trembling body.

They stayed like that for a moment—breathing, sweating, melting into each other.

Finally, Toni stood up, brushing her hair back from her sweaty face.

“Clean yourself up, squirt queen,” he teased. “We’ve got all night to play.”

Stella giggled weakly, her whole body twitching. “Yes, Daddy…”

I stood frozen in the doorway, my entire being hollow, my breath shallow and ragged.

Toni looked at me and winked. “Better get used to it, old man. This is the new normal. She’s all mine now—and you’re just the driver.”

Then he turned to Stella again, his fingers already teasing her soaked folds.

I watched in horror and awe as she bucked into his touch, a fresh giggle-cry already building in her throat.

Outside, the night was silent, but inside our home—my home—there was nothing but wet, shuddering, helpless surrender.

And deep down, despite the agony twisting my heart into a black knot, I felt something darker, deeper, and infinitely more terrifying stirring inside me: I couldn’t look away.


CHAPTER 4




I didn’t know how long I stood in that doorway.
My feet felt like concrete, my hands numb at my sides.

Toni stood there like a triumphant king, Stella sprawled before him on the table—hair tangled, face slick with sweat and tears, her thighs trembling and glistening.

Her eyes flicked to me, wide and wild.
For the first time, I saw something I hadn’t before. Not just lust or submission. Something deeper. Something inviting.

“Come here,” Toni growled, his voice dripping with amusement. “Come get a closer look at your masterpiece.”

I shook my head, my throat dry.
“Come here,” he snapped again, pointing at the floor beside the table.

My feet moved on their own.
Step by step, I approached until I could smell her—the sharp tang of sweat, the musky sweetness of her arousal, and the almost metallic hint of tears.

Toni tilted her chin up, forcing her to look me in the eye.
“You see this slut?” he said. “This is your wife. This is the woman you thought you knew. Look at her now—dripping, delirious, open in every way. Tell me you don’t want her.”

My mouth opened and closed, useless.

“She’s your wife,” Toni continued, a smirk curling across his lips. “Don’t you think it’s time you finally took what’s yours?”

I shook my head again, my chest tight.
“I… I can’t…”

Stella’s eyes flared suddenly.
“Yes… yes, you can,” she whispered, her voice raw and desperate. “Please… please, take me… I need it… I need all of you… even you…”

Even me.
Those words slammed into my skull, cracking something deep inside.

Toni barked a laugh and grabbed my wrist, yanking me forward until I was pressed against the edge of the table.
“Here,” he said, almost gently, wrapping my trembling fingers around the base of my own cock.
I shuddered. It had been so long since I’d even really felt it stir.

But here it was, hardening in my hand, a traitorous, hungry thing.

“Look at her ass,” Toni commanded, spreading Stella’s cheeks wide. Her puckered entrance twitched and glistened, winking like an invitation from some obscene, velvet nightmare.

“Put it in,” Toni ordered.

I hesitated, my mind a warzone.

Stella turned her head, her eyes locking onto mine, her lips parted in a tremulous moan.
“Please… I want to feel you… I want all of you inside me… please…”

Something inside me snapped.
I stepped forward, guided the tip to her tight ring. Stella gasped, her whole body tensing and trembling.

I pressed.
She wailed—a mixture of pain and electric pleasure—and her hands clawed at the table.

“Ohhh fuck!” she cried. “Oh God… yes… more… more!”

I pushed deeper, every inch burning with a savage, forgotten need.
Her heat clenched around me, tighter than I could ever imagine, threatening to swallow my sanity whole.

Toni leaned in beside me, his voice low and giddy. “That’s it. Look at her. Look how she takes you. She’s always wanted this, you know—your weak self was never enough. But now? Now she gets it all.”

I grunted, hips jerking forward as I bottomed out in her. Stella’s scream ripped through the kitchen, echoing off the walls.

“Oh fuck! Oh fuck, it’s so deep… it hurts… it feels so good… oh God… oh God!”

I started to move, slowly at first, feeling her stretch and spasm around me.
Then faster.
Then harder.

Each thrust sent shockwaves through her body; her arms gave out, her face mashed against the table, her mouth open in a soundless, ragged moan.

“Look at you,” I snarled, feeling a sudden surge of primal rage and relief. “Look at you, begging for it… so fucking dirty…”

Her voice came back in shattered syllables. “Yes… yes… I’m your dirty slut… your filthy wife… ruin me… pound my ass… don’t stop!”

I grabbed her hips and rammed forward with a violence I didn’t know I had.
She shrieked, her ass bouncing under my grip, her whole body jolting with each brutal slam.

Toni stood beside us, stroking himself lazily, laughing. “That’s it! The pathetic husband finally grows a spine! Give it to her, old man—break her!”

A spurt of slick wetness erupted from her again, splashing my thighs, soaking the table.
She wasn’t just coming—she was gushing, spraying so hard the table’s edge dripped onto the floor.

“Fuck! You’re squirting again? From your ass? Jesus Christ!” I shouted.

“Yes! Yes! I’m so full… oh God… it’s leaking out… I can’t stop… oh God, oh God!” she cried.

I felt my orgasm building, a wild tidal wave of years of frustration, humiliation, love, hate, and desperate hunger.

Toni leaned closer, his voice like a devil’s whisper. “Don’t you dare pull out,” he hissed. “Fill her up. Make her wear your mark for days. Show her who really owns that ass.”

I roared, slamming forward one last time, my body seizing as hot pulses shot into her.
Stella wailed, arching so high I thought she might snap in half, her final orgasm splattering across the table in another violent gush.

When I finally pulled out, she collapsed in a limp pile, her body trembling uncontrollably.
Her ass gaped open, slick and raw, my cum dribbling out in thick streams.

Toni grabbed her hair, pulled her upright. “Clean him up,” he ordered.

She slid off the table, fell to her knees before me, and took me into her mouth without hesitation.
Her eyes rolled back, tongue swirling around every inch, slurping up the leftover mess.

When she finished, she sat back on her heels, panting, her lips swollen and glistening, cum dripping from her chin.

“Oh fuck… I love you… I love you both… I want more…” she sobbed.

Toni dropped to one knee beside her, pushing his cock against her cheek. “Open wide,” he said.

She obeyed instantly, mouth stretching open as he pushed in, gagging her deep.
I watched, stunned, as she took him all the way, her throat bulging.

“Good girl,” he murmured, thrusting shallowly, making her choke and sputter. “Don’t worry, you’re going to get everything tonight. Every single hole, every single drop.”

She pulled off with a wet gasp, spit cascading down her chest. “Please… more… use me… I don’t care how… I want it all…”

Toni laughed and looked at me. “Ready for round two?”

My head spun. My body felt spent, but my cock twitched at the thought.

He guided her to all fours on the floor, slapped her ass, and lined up behind her. “Watch closely,” he said to me, grinning.

Then he rammed in, burying himself to the hilt. Stella shrieked again, her fingers clawing the tile.

“Oh fuck! Toni… Toni… oh God!”

Her back arched beautifully, her breasts swinging wildly under her.
I couldn’t look away. My hand drifted to my cock again, slowly stroking as I watched them.

Toni set a punishing rhythm, each slap echoing like gunshots. Stella howled, her voice rising higher and higher, a delirious, unstoppable scream.

“Come here,” Toni growled at me.

I moved closer, my breath ragged.
Without breaking rhythm, Toni grabbed Stella’s hair and yanked her face to my cock. “Feed her,” he ordered.

I shoved forward, her hot, slick mouth enveloping me.
She gagged but kept sucking, her eyes tearing up as she looked up at me, completely undone.

Toni kept hammering into her, each thrust pushing her deeper onto me.
She was a ragdoll between us, pinned and used, every nerve screaming.

Finally, Toni let out a feral roar and slammed deep one final time.
I felt her entire body quake as he filled her, his growl vibrating through her throat onto my cock.

I burst again, spilling into her mouth as she moaned around me, her own climax splashing across the floor in another violent gush.

When we pulled away, she collapsed face-down, trembling violently, gasping for air.
She lay there, ass high, cum oozing from every possible place.

Toni stood over her, panting. “Jesus Christ,” he said, laughing breathlessly. “We might’ve actually broken her.”

I stared down at her, my mind blank and full at the same time.
Then, to my shock, she slowly pushed herself up on shaking arms, a wicked, exhausted smile on her face.

“More,” she croaked. “Please… I want more…”

Toni threw his head back and laughed, the sound booming through the kitchen like a victory gong.
He turned to me, eyes wild and gleaming. “You heard her,” he said. “The night is young. We’re not done until she begs us to stop—and even then…”

I looked down at my wife, this creature reborn in sweat, cum, and desperate need.
My heart thundered. My cock twitched again.

In that moment, I realized I was no longer just a witness or a cuckold in the shadows.
I was part of this twisted, unstoppable dance.
She wanted me. She wanted him. She wanted everything.

And tonight, she would get it—every last drop, every last inch, every last shiver of surrender.

As I stepped forward again, Stella looked up at me through a veil of tears and sweat, her mouth already open, waiting.

I felt something deep and dark and beautiful awaken in my bones.

I was hers. She was mine. We were his.

And nothing would ever be the same again.


CHAPTER 5




HOURS LATER…

The air inside the van was so thick with sex you could practically slice it into pieces. The moonlight snuck through the dusty windows, glimmering across Stella’s glistening skin like liquid silver. She was on her hands and knees again, her blonde hair in wild tangles that clung to her sweaty shoulders.

Toni stood behind her, that monstrous black shaft bouncing with each heartbeat. Her husband, shaking and breathless in the corner seat, watched as Stella’s pink, well-used pussy twitched and fluttered in anticipation.

She turned her head to glance at her husband, her blue eyes glassy with lust and some new, dangerous gleam that said: I am no longer yours alone.

“You ready again to get your chance, sweetie?” she cooed at him, voice thick with mock affection. “Come claim your little slice of heaven… while I get pounded by this god of a cock.”

Her husband stumbled forward like a puppy let off its leash, eyes riveted on her ass. Toni merely chuckled, leaning forward to give her a punishing smack that left a perfect, stinging handprint on her pale cheek.

“Get your little white dick in her ass,” Toni barked. “She needs a proper spit roast tonight.”

Her husband’s hands trembled as he lined himself up behind her. Stella laughed, a wild, honeyed laugh that filled the van like music from a wicked fairy tale.

“You heard him, darling,” she moaned, her back arching like a stretching cat. “Come on. Stuff me. Show me what you’ve got… or what little you’ve got left. Fuck my ass again.”

With a shuddering groan, he pushed into her tight back entrance. Stella’s mouth dropped open, eyes wide in shock and ecstasy. It was her second time really taking him there—before, she’d always been so resistant, so prim and proper. But now, Toni had unlocked something deep, dark, and unquenchable inside her.

She let out a strangled scream that turned into a giggle. “Ohhh… God… I’m… I’m stuffed like a Thanksgiving turkey!” she squealed, her words cut off by Toni shoving his thick cock down her throat.

Toni gripped her blonde hair in one massive fist, guiding her lips deeper over his shaft. She gagged, tears spilling down her cheeks, but she didn’t pull away. In fact, her hands curled around his muscular thighs, dragging herself closer, desperate to swallow more.

Behind her, her husband panted, his hips slamming into her ass with frantic, sloppy thrusts. His face twisted in pleasure and torment all at once.

“Oh, you tight little slut,” he moaned. “I can’t believe I’m in your ass again. And still tight after so much dick. Fuck, I can’t believe I’m sharing you…”

Stella tried to answer, but Toni chose that moment to bury himself all the way, his heavy balls slapping her chin. She sputtered and gagged, eyes rolling back in her head. She sounded like she was drowning in ecstasy—and maybe she was.

Toni laughed, deep and rumbling, looking down at her adoringly. “Yeah, that’s it. You love choking on this cock. You want every inch.”

She nodded frantically, drool spilling from the corners of her mouth, dripping down onto her big, bouncing breasts. Her nipples were diamond-hard, flicking against her sweaty thighs as she shuddered.

Suddenly, her whole body convulsed. Her husband, shocked, almost fell back.

“Stella, what—”

She screamed against Toni’s cock, her throat vibrating around him. Her husband felt it first: the gush. Her pussy clenched so violently that a hot, wet spray shot out, splattering across his stomach and dripping down his thighs.

“Oh my god… she’s squirting again!” he gasped, nearly losing control himself.

Toni threw his head back and roared with laughter. “Damn, that’s right! Show him what a real slut looks like!”

She didn’t stop. Another jet of fluid burst out of her, soaking the floor beneath them, drenching her husband’s trembling legs.

He couldn’t hold on anymore. With a final strangled moan, he came inside her ass, shuddering like a dying leaf in a storm.

But Stella wasn’t done. She kept pushing back against him, milking every last drop, while she bobbed her head on Toni’s cock like a starving animal.

Finally, Toni grunted, his hands clamping around her skull. He thrust deep one last time and unloaded. Her throat bulged as he shot rope after rope of thick, hot cum directly down into her belly. Her whole body twitched as she swallowed frantically, eyes rolling, drool and tears mixing into one messy, shining halo.

When Toni finally pulled out, his cock slapped wetly against her lips, leaving her gasping and trembling. She collapsed forward, her face in a puddle of her own spit and Toni’s seed, her ass still stuffed and gaping around her husband.

Her husband slipped out with a groan, collapsing against the wall, sweat dripping from every pore. He looked dazed, empty, a man who had given up the last scraps of his soul.

For a long moment, there was only the sound of their heavy breathing and Stella’s wet, broken giggles echoing inside the van.

She finally rolled over, her hair sticking to her face and chest, her whole body painted in cum. She looked at Toni with a glowing, feral hunger.

“God… I can never get enough of you,” she panted. “I don’t care if I die right now. I just want more of that big, beautiful cock.”

Toni smirked, bending down to run his thumb across her cheek, smearing cum into her hairline.

“You really mean that?” he asked.

She grabbed his wrist with surprising strength and licked his thumb clean like a kitten with cream.

“I mean it. I’m yours. Always,” she moaned. “Fuck me. Break me. Turn me inside out. I’ll never be full unless it’s you.”

Toni’s grin turned feral. He hauled her up, pressing her back against the side of the van. Her legs flew up around his waist as if they had minds of their own. With one brutal thrust, he was inside her again, and she screamed so loud the walls shook.

Her husband sat in the corner, mesmerized and defeated, watching his wife transformed from his mild, sweet partner into an unstoppable, insatiable goddess of filth and pleasure.

She clawed at Toni’s back, leaving bright red streaks, her head thrown back in wild abandon.

“Oh fuck, Toni! Don’t stop! Break me open!” she shrieked, her voice cracking. “Make me dick-drunk.”

Her eyes fluttered as he rammed her again and again, every thrust making her entire body tremble. Her thighs quivered, her toes curled so tight they almost cramped.

Toni didn’t relent. He pounded her with the rhythm of a war drum, sweat flying off his back, his abs flexing like sculpted marble.

“Say it,” he growled into her ear.

“I’ll never get enough!” she wailed, tears streaming down her face. “I’ll never be the same again! You ruined me! I love it! I fucking love it!”

He threw his head back and roared, hammering her so hard the van rocked dangerously. It felt like the entire universe collapsed into those few brutal seconds.

Then she came again—harder than any before. A final, volcanic gush of liquid squirted out, splashing down Toni’s chest and soaking his stomach. She convulsed, her nails digging bloody crescents into his shoulders.

Toni erupted inside her, flooding her with one last devastating torrent of cum. She felt every hot pulse deep in her core, her entire soul dissolving into that singular moment.

They stayed locked together for what felt like an eternity, both shuddering and gasping, until Toni finally pulled out, leaving her gaping and dripping.

Stella collapsed into his arms, her head against his chest, giggling weakly.

Her husband crawled forward, eyes wide with a strange, broken worship. Stella looked at him and giggled again, brushing his cheek with a cum-streaked hand.

“Sorry, honey,” she whispered, voice soft as silk. “Looks like I’ve found my true love… and it’s bigger than both of us combined.”

He just nodded, tears and sweat mixing on his face, as if he understood he was no longer her center—he had been replaced by Toni’s towering, mythic cock.

Toni glanced down at her, grinning, and kissed her forehead with surprising tenderness.

“You’re mine now,” he murmured.

She nodded eagerly. “Forever.”

Outside, the first streaks of dawn began to rise, the pale blue light spilling through the window, illuminating their sweaty, tangled forms like some twisted Renaissance painting.

Stella let out one last little laugh—soft, dark, and full of unstoppable desire.

“Let’s go to L.A.,” she said, her voice dreamy and satisfied. “I want to feel you in every city on the map… and every hole I’ve got.”

Toni chuckled, hoisting her up effortlessly. Her husband wiped his eyes and reached for the steering wheel, as if it was already decided.

As the van started rumbling forward down the highway, Stella nestled into Toni’s lap, already reaching for his softening cock with greedy fingers.

She looked up at him, eyes bright with worship. “I’ll never stop craving you,” she whispered.

And Toni just grinned, the king of her world now—and she, his laughing, dripping, shameless queen.

The highway stretched out before them, endless and gleaming in the sunrise.

And so it was. Stella’s final confession wasn’t just a line in the dark—it was her truth. She would never have enough of Toni’s big black cock. Ever.
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