
        
            
                
            
        

    
Totally Ruined

“Are you really, totally, 100% sure you want to do this?” Heather asked, looking at me with genuine concern in her beautiful eyes.

I almost just said “yes” on instinct, but then hesitated. I didn’t want to tell her something I would regret later. I looked her up and down, seeing her beautiful, loving, slightly-freckled  face framed by wavy, silky-soft blonde hair; her sculpted torso with D cup tits straining against the bustier I had bought her for tonight; her skinny waist flaring out to sexy, wide hips that had made birthing our 2 beautiful children seem so natural for her; her beautiful, simmering pussy dripping from when I had just gone down on her, barely hidden behind almost-transparent silk panties, obviously matching the bustier; her long, slender legs practically shaking with nerves; her beautiful, feminine feet with their painted toes, tensing and fidgeting as she stood, uncertain, hand on the doorknob, ready to leave the bathroom where we had worked together to get her ready.

She was the most beautiful creature I had ever seen.

She was the love of my life.

Was I crazy?

But then I thought of what waited on the other side of the door; I thought of the lifelong fantasy that was almost within reach; and I looked in her beautiful, watery, baby-blue eyes, swallowed the lump in my throat, and said with as much determination as I could muster: “Yes.”

Heather practically flinched at my answer. She very briefly looked scared, then a little confused, then ever-so-slightly sad. But then she remembered what was waiting for her in the hotel room, and her face flickered through astonishment, joy, and excitement, before landing on the most sultry expression I had ever seen.

“Okay, honey. You want this, you’ll get it. No going back now!” And she firmly, determinedly turned the doorknob and pushed the door open.

***

“About fucking time,” Marcus growled from where he stood near the bed. “Does he always take that long to get you off?” Okay, so at least he had heard me make my wife orgasm!

I started to say something, to come to my own defense, but Heather cut me off. “Well he can’t make me cum with that,” she gestured to my tiny, caged cock, “so I make him spend as long as it takes to get the job done with his tongue. At least he’s good for something!”

Marcus laughed, pleased to hear and see such clear signs of my inferiority. “Oh, baby, you think his dick’s worthless now? Wait ‘til you try letting him fuck you after I’ve really stretched you out…”

I flinched, and Heather visibly flushed, practically panting at the thought. My wife, who had been faithful and concerned only a minute ago, had practically forgotten me in her excitement.

“So… you want to see it?” the towering, 6’5”, sculpted, tattooed black man rumbled. Heather bit her lip and nodded, and I braced myself to be emasculated by seeing the cock that was going to be fucking my wife in front of me tonight. Would it be twice as big as mine? I was nothing special, but at 5” and average girth I wasn’t exactly as useless as she made it sound.

“Okay, slut, but once you see it, you need to come suck it. This cock’s going to own you tonight, going to go down your throat and stretch your pussy and maybe even your ass,” I gulped - we had never even tried anal! “and you’ll beg and beg for more and more orgasms and I’ll give you them until you can’t take any more. Then you’ll beg and beg for my cum, and I’ll fill you when I feel like it. You’ll be worn out, loose, sloppy. Then your pathetic little bitch of a husband can take his turn - but neither of you will even be able to tell he’s in you. Sound good?”

I gaped in fear, but Heather was practically drooling when she immediately nodded, looking hungry at the thought.

“Then come over here and take it out. Worship it like the slut you want to be; like the slut your husband can’t ever bring out of you.” Heather squeezed my hand one last time, then walked to Marcus and dropped to her knees immediately; she didn’t even look at me.

She reached up, undid his belt, then unfastened his button. She started to pull down his zipper when she let out a small yelp. “Oh! Is that…?”

“The base of my cock? Yes it is, slut.”

“That’s… it’s as thick around as my wrist! More!”

“Get it out, then take a look, dumb bitch,” he ordered.

“Hey, man! That was -” I started to protest, defending her honor, but before I could get to my outrage she yanked his pants and boxers down to his knees, revealing his dick going almost that low.

I closed my mouth. I was silent. I was terrified.

Marcus’ cock was at least 12” long, and at least as thick as MY wrist, probably my wife’s forearm! It was the single most intimidating sight I had ever seen. I felt like a little boy going into an NFL locker room - funny enough, since Marcus was a safety for our local team.

“That’s right, bitch,” Marcus snarled, but this time he was talking to me, staring directly at my face while I ogled his cock with my mouth open.

Heather leaned forward, her eyes gigantic, and opened her mouth, ready to try to suck him, but before she could even make the attempt Marcus grabbed her hair and held her back.

“I need him to tell you; to give you permission or whatever,” Marcus stated forcefully.

I balked, unsure of if we were really ready for this. At the same time, Heather whipped her head around, staring at me intensely. “Please, baby! Please tell me to suck him. I want it sooooo bad! And then I want him to fuck me, and use me, any way he wants! I need it, honey, please!”

She looked truly desperate, fully enraptured by the thought of this gargantuan cock splitting her open. I still hesitated, processing a lot of feelings - fear and jealousy being the main ones - and she apparently thought I needed to be convinced.

“I promise I’ll give you anything you want! You can fuck me as soon as he’s done, anywhere you want. You can use my holes, make me your little cum-dump, anything! Just let me have it, PLEEEEEAAAAASSSSSEEEEE!”

I’m not made of stone. The woman I loved was literally begging me for my permission, to make herself feel good, to let him make her feel good. I told myself I said “yes” for her, but really my poor, caged cock was straining so hard against my cage and I needed this for myself, too.

Heather turned and practically dove for the cock of her dreams, but Marcus held her back still. “Not good enough, bitch,” he said directly to me again.

“PLEASE HONEY! TELL HIM WHAT HE WANTS TO HEAR!” Heather begged, her eyes wild and drool pooling out of her mouth. Her panties were visibly drenched, and her nipples poked out from her lingerie like small diamonds.

“I… okay,” I relented. “Marcus, please let my wife suck your cock,” I said, looking him in the face.

“And then what?” the black Adonis demanded, restraining her by the hair as she tried once again to lunge at it.

“Then… fuck her?”

“Oh come on, bitch…”

“HONEY! Tell him! Tell him all the sick shit we talked about! Tell him to fuck me, own me, use me, ruin me. Tell him to destroy my body, stretch out my pussy worse than having your babies did, leave me a wreck of a woman who can’t even feel your tiny cock! PLEASE!” She was almost crying with need, and this was exactly my deepest, darkest fantasy - one I had only told her about last month - so I relented.

Swallowing the puddle of spit in my mouth, I looked him straight in the eyes. “No, bitch, tell me while you look at her…”

I moved my neck to look into my bride’s eyes, the beautiful blue orbs belonging to the mother of my children and the love of my life. “I want you to own her. I want you to fuck her until she’s unrecognizable. I don’t want her to be able to remember her own name, or mine. I want her to cum and cum until she’s destroyed, until her body is useless. And to start, I want you to let her suck your cock… Sir.” She smiled, relieved that I was playing along, being a good little cuck.

“Good boy,” Marcus laughed, and released my wife’s hair. She immediately, urgently, desperately dove forward. It was obvious that she had not stopped trying to get at it, and as soon as her tether was cut she lunged.

I was sure that it was too big to fit in her mouth. Certainly, she wouldn’t be able to swallow him! Oh boy, was I wrong.

Heather immediately, without hesitation, drove her mouth down and around Marcus’ cock, pushing it into her throat and impaling herself to the base on his terrifying, dominating cock.

“Holy shit…” Marcus muttered, caught off-guard by her desire. She stayed down for a few seconds, and I could see the bulge throbbing in her throat, before she was thrown backwards by the force of the gag she had been suppressing.

“AH!” she panted, quivering all over, staring at the cock that had just filled a solid portion of her torso. She was breathing like she had just finished a marathon at full sprint, shuddering, and pouring drool down her chest.

“You… took the whole thing,” Marcus stated, apparently dumbfounded.

“You… you’re beautiful,” Heather gasped, reverence on her face.

“Babe, how did you…” I trailed off. She could suck my whole cock, sure, but… that thing was almost as big as my arm!

“Oh, shut up, honey,” Heather giggled. “You can watch, but I don’t really want to think of our marriage when I’m with Marcus, okay? Can you just observe silently?” My heart broke; she didn’t want to think of me? This was supposed to be an activity we would enjoy together!

“I… you… I guess,” I mumbled sadly, resigning myself to the inevitable. After all, it’s not like I could compete with what was so clearly visible in front of me!

“Good boy!” Heather chirped, smiling with drool all over her lower face. “I think once this thing destroys me, you’ll enjoy the sloppiest of seconds when I let you try to fuck me!” she blew me a kiss, then turned away, looking at Marcus’ cock with all thought of me banished from her head.

“Hey, sorry man, it tends to go like this,” chuckled the black stuff who already seemed to own my wife’s interest. “You can have her back once we’re done…”

My wife pouted at the idea of not belonging to this black stallion any longer. “Awww really?” she asked with big eyes. “You won’t keep me?”

Marcus looked thoughtful, then glanced at me and smirked. “I don’t keep sluts unless they’re carrying my babies,” he told her teasingly, seemingly sure that would be a reality check.

“Oh goody!” she enthused, “I haven’t been taking my pills, since my little bitch husband seems to have used up all of his sperm on the first two!” My stomach plummeted. I didn’t know if this was just fantasy or dirty talk, or if they were both serious.

“Wait, Heather, you -” I started, but was cut off by a powerful slap from her across my face.

“Shut up, bitch!” she shrieked. “I need cock! You don’t have a real one, so if I need to have a black baby to get it, I will!”

I was shattered. This had started as a fun game, but seemingly had awakened something inside of her that made our marriage, our family, worthless in comparison to the cock she seemingly now worshipped.

“Well shit,” Marcus laughed, smiling at my wife, “alright, well then get me nice and wet so I don’t actually tear your pusy apart…”

She beamed, overjoyed at the task ahead of her, and started to fellate him as tenderly as I could imagine possible. This wasn’t bestial, animal sex; she was making love to him with her mouth.

“Shit, she’s good at this,” Marcus sighed. “She ever suck your cock like this?” he asked teasingly, knowing the answer even before I hung my head and shook it despondently.

She sucked him for another few minutes - or was it hours? - never even turning to look at me or acknowledge me in any way. She seemed completely, entirely focused on the task at hand, and she really did excel. In spite of myself, I was becoming hard again in my cage; my wife’s gorgeous! What a sick fuck I must be…

Finally, after Heather’s throat seemed to be able to accommodate him without undue strain, Marcus grabbed her hair in 2 bunches, like handlebars, and started fucking her throat.

“GLUCK GLUCK GLUCK” emanated from her poor, wrecked throat, and he looked down at her with a smile while she stared up with absolute devotion.

“That good, slut?” he asked her.

“Aaaaa uuuu iiii” she moaned around his shaft.

“What’s that, fuck-face?” he taunted, pulling her back.

She gave a mighty gasp for air, then rasped, “I love it!” and tried to dove back on. Marcus’ hands stopped her again, though.

“Nuh-uh,” he admonished, “we gotta involve your hubby some more…”

“Who?” she asked, before realizing I was in the room and seemingly remembering who I was. “Oh… right,” she blushed, embarrassed at her fixation.

“So… can she -” I started,, before Marcus glared at me.

“No.” He forcefully shut down my request. “She ain’t doing shit for you, but I’m going to let you look into your wife’s eyes while she takes my cock in her basically-virgin pussy, so you can see when she forgets you and becomes mine…”

“Ooh yay!” Heather giggled, before turning to me and blushing. “Sorry… honey?” she seemed to ask, maybe unsure if we were still even together?

“Hather, this is -” I began, before she slapped me again.

“No! You don’t talk! You just watch! Remember?” she screamed, furious at my perceived objection to her new owned status.

“Alright, slut,” Marcus admonished. “You ready?”

She lit up, ecstatic at her pending domination by his cock. “YES!” she enthused, before scrambling to all fours and turning to face me. “You ready, hubby?” she teased. “Ready to see how I look with all of him inside of me?”

I just stared at her with tears in my eyes, then slowly nodded. If she was going to be his, I’d still love her. I wanted her to still be our kids’ mom. So if I had to watch this to stay in her life… fine.

“Yippee!” this woman, who I had married and who was such a mature, responsible, caring wife and mother, giggled before wiggling her bare bottom at her new bull and owner. “Take me, PLEASE!” she begged, her eyes frantic.

“Hold on, slut,” Marcus ordered, and she stilled immediately. He smiled at me before running his hand down along her spine, ending at her perky ass. “Your world is about to change, so I think we need to take a second to appreciate this.”

“What do you want me to do?” she asked, seemingly offering up literally anything she had to him.

“Look hubby in the eyes and tell him you love him. Tell him he’s done his best, but that after this, there’s no going back. Your pussy will belong to me.”

“Okay, sure, anything!” she agreed immediately. Then she turned to look at me and frowned slightly. “Babe, I guess I’m sorry. You’re a good dad, and a decent husband, but… how could I ever be satisfied with your little thing ever again?” she asked earnestly. “You get it, right? You see what he has, and what he’s about to do to me? Don’t be mad, please!” She seemed to be realizing the weight of what she was doing, and though she didn’t hesitate, she at least understood the severity.

“I love you, Heather,” I sobbed, broken. “Marcus, Sir…” I addressed him pathetically, “could I… kiss my wife, please Sir?”

“Shit that’s hilarious,” Marcus laughed, while Heather smiled at me. Was she realizing I wasn’t going to hold this against her? That I’d be her cuckold rather than leave? Did that make her happy?

“Okay, bitch, fine, kiss her. But I’m going to enter her while you do…” he threatened. I was so happy! I moved forward, and kissed my wife.

She responded warmly, affectionately. She seemed to emotionally connect with me, even if her kiss lacked all passion. She tasted a little salty… but it was amazing! I loved her.

Then, without warning, she howled into my mouth, “OHHHHHHHH FUCK YES!!!”

I didn’t need to pull back or look up to realize he was splitting her in half. I just kept kissing her, even while she totally ignored me, completely focused on the monster invading her most sacred place.

“Shit you’re tight!” Marcus told her, smiling ear to ear. Then he pulled back and thrust in again, and Heather shattered.

“OH MY FUCKING GOD I’M CUMMING!!!” she shrieked, so loud I’m surprised the glass coffee table in the room didn’t shatter. I pulled back then, to watch her experience what sounded like a life-defining moment of pleasure.

Her eyes were clenched shut, her mouth was wide open, and every muscle in her body was tense. I had seen her give birth twice, and never seen this intense a reaction from her! Wow.

“I… I’m… I’m yours,” she moaned, her entire body writhing while he stuffed her full of cock.

“You’re beautiful, baby,” I told her lovingly, though she didn’t seem to hear.

“Fuck, you’re going to look so fucking hot with my baby in you,” Marcus told her evilly. I flinched picturing it.

“You… you’re not really going to get pregnant, are you baby?” I pleaded, eyes watering. I don’t think she heard me.

“Just fuck me!” She screamed, her eyes huge and her body still quaking. “Just keep fucking me and I’ll give you all the half-black babies you want!” I started bawling.

“Baby! No! Our family!” I tried to remind her of the life we shared, touching her face and trying to make her notice me.

“What?” She finally seemed to pay attention to me, for a second. “Oh, you. Get out!” She ordered, and then promptly launched into another, still-more-intense, screaming orgasm on Marcus’ cock.

“You heard her, dude,” Marcus told me calmly while he rearranged my wife’s internal organs - and our life - with his magnificent cock, “lady said get lost.”

I looked at her beautiful face again, saw the absolute devotion to this god of pleasure etched in every feature, and knew I was finished.

I retreated to the door of the room, looked back wistfully, saw not a trace of recognition for the significance of my departure, and walked into the hall. I slumped against the door, and listened for the next 3 hours to my wife, our marriage, and my whole world being fucked to pieces.

Heather shrieked an orgasm at least every few minutes, Marcus barked orders - “ride me,” “suck it again,” “take my cum,” “doggy” - with cold, commanding authority, and I wept until I was almost dizzy from dehydration. I went to get water, and when I got back they were still going. I ended up crying myself to sleep, only to be awakened in the very early morning by the door I was resting against opening.

***

“Oh, hey bitch,” Marcus said happily. Of course he was happy; he had just fucked my wife into a new person, probably bred her, and gotten himself a new, devoted sex toy, all at my expense!

“Hi, Sir…” I mumbled, not daring to look at his face for fear of the triumph I would see there.

“She’s a fun one! Oh, and she’ll stay married to you. The kids’ll be mine, and I’ll pay child support, but you’ll take care of the house and keep taking care of her and the babies. Deal?”

My heart leapt! I’d still get to be with my wife? “Thank you, Sir!” I stammered, overcome with joy.

“Get in there, dude,” he laughed, “she needs somebody to treat her all tender and shit right now and that’s just not me.” I scrambled to my feet, eager to remind Heather I existed, but Marcus put a hand on my shoulder and told me one more thing, solemnly, before he left: “Oh, and bitch? Any time I want a fuck, or a blowjob, or another baby… she’ll be waiting for me, yeah?” I didn’t even question it, just nodding my acknowledgement of his claim without issue. “Good, well… have fun?” He laughed and strolled down the hall.

I ran into the room and saw… devastation. The bed was soaked, in what seemed to be mostly my wife’s fluids based on the smell. The entire room reeked of pussy and jizz, and there on the bed, panting and squirming in residual pleasure, was my wife.

The love of my life was… ruined. She lay on her side, curled in the fetal position, and I could see everything. Her ass was cherry-red, handprints circled her neck; her hair was tangled in horrible knots; and a FLOOD of cum oozed from her pussy and her gaping ass, and covered her gorgeous face. I looked at her, totally awe-struck, and when the door swung shut she looked up.

“Marcus, baby, I don’t think… oh,” she grimaced at the sight of me. “Hey… sweety?” She asked it with a question, unsure if there was anything left between us. She had chosen him, and whatever remained of our marriage she seemed resigned to.

“Hey, Heather,” I smiled, “you look… beautiful.”

She looked down at herself and smiled before laying back on her bottom and spreading her legs. “You really think so?” she asked sweetly, practically daring me to see the obvious signs of her submission to a superior man and accept it. Her entire body was covered in a sheen of sweat, random bruises, and cum. She still shook, and her face was obviously still dealing with the echoes of the night’s pleasure.

“I do,” I told her firmly, having made up my mind. I couldn’t lose her! “I stayed at the door all night; I heard everything.

She winced a little, maybe remembering her howled narration of her first anal sex, or when she begged and begged to be bred “by a real man,” or any of the countless other, would-be-humiliating moments. “And you…?” she asked, tentatively. With Marcus - or, more likely, Marcus’ cock - not here, she seemed to remember that we had actually had a pretty good marriage and didn’t want it to be lost!

“Was rock-hard in my cage the whole time!” I admitted. “You sounded so sexy! I wish I could do that for you, but… I’m glad you got to experience it,” I told her.

“Well, baby… I don’t think I’m up for sex; my pussy is too wrecked,” I frowned, having been looking forward to sloppy seconds at least! “But with YOUR cock, I don’t think I’d even feel it, much less be too sore!” She seemed to be congratulating me on my insignificance…

“Wait, so…?”

“Marcus dumped like a gallon of black sperm in me, but if you want your little guys to have a chance, you should come put your little dickie in me and see if YOU can feel my wrecked hole!”

I eagerly, desperately moved forward as Heather took the key to my cage off of her ankle. She unlocked me, and all 5” of rock-hard, pent-up arousal burst free, though it looked pathetic even to me in the context of Marcus, and of the gaping maw between my wife’s legs.

As I kissed her - tasting his copious cum on her face - and slid into her, Heather started giggling. She couldn’t stop, so I pulled my face back to look at her in question, even as my pelvis hit hers and I was fully inserted, feeling only damp heat and absolutely no pressure.

My wife looked at me and smiled, before biting her lip and asking me, knowing full well how much this line turned me on in porn and stories, “baby… is it in yet?”
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