
        
            
                
            
        


	



WIFE CUCKS ME WITH A BLACK MAN
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Chapter 1



I don’t know how I ended up here, feeling like a shadow of myself, more defeated than ever. Stripped bare, not just of clothes but of dignity, my body shaved smooth, I’m on my knees, ear pressed against the thin door of my master bedroom. My fingers claw at the wood, desperate to be let in, even if just to watch, to imagine myself in his place. My wife’s high-pitched screams and moans pierce the air as another man claims her, my pleas ignored, drowned out by their ecstasy. Frustration gnaws at me, my hand tugging at the flat cage encasing my pitiful cock, the ache in my balls radiating into my gut.

Please, take it off, my mind screams. “Please, let me out,” I shout, pounding the door. The noises don’t falter; they revel in my desperation, thriving on my humiliation. How did it come to this? They were our friends. She was my wife. Did they plan this all along, sowing seeds years ago that now choke me? Worse, why do I keep coming back to this torment? Why does my body betray me, craving the degradation they push further with every test? My cock throbs for it, dragging me deeper into their game, a slave to scraps of release. It’s not fair.







The doorbell chimed at 5:00 p.m., pulling me from the couch where Emma and I sat, hands intertwined, watching TV. Her face lit up, mirroring my own excitement. We’d been counting down to this moment for weeks. I flicked off the screen and opened the front door to find two radiant figures beaming back at us.

“Hey, girl!” Sophia’s voice rang out, high and vibrant, as she rushed to envelop Emma in a hug. Her black, low-cut dress clung to her curves, her 32G breasts bouncing with each step, barely contained. Emma returned the embrace, their laughter filling the entryway.

“Hey, mate,” Lucas greeted, extending a massive hand. I shook it, feeling the familiar crush of his grip, knowing better than to challenge his strength.

Sophia turned to me, arms raised, her cleavage drawing my eyes before I could stop myself. My pants tightened instantly, and I shifted to hide the reaction. Her hug was warm, her soft curves pressing against me. “Long time, stranger,” she purred, kissing my cheek, her lips igniting forbidden thoughts. Guilt flickered—I shouldn’t think of my friend’s partner like this, but Sophia’s presence always stirred something primal.

Behind us, Lucas and Emma hugged tightly, and my mind wandered. Could she feel him? I held Sophia a moment longer, savoring the forbidden thrill of her body against mine.

Sophia was a vision—curvy, not thin, with raven hair framing her shark-blue eyes, full of danger and allure. Her pouty lips and perfect smile drove my thoughts to places I fought to avoid. Emma, my stunning wife, was no less captivating. At 5’3”, with long blonde hair and hazel eyes framed by black glasses, she had a toned, athletic body from years of rock climbing and hiking. Her 12D breasts and rounded ass turned heads, her pale skin making her pink nipples stand out. I still couldn’t believe she was mine, yet Sophia’s presence always pulled my gaze.

Lucas and Sophia had been together since college, when Lucas and I were roommates. He was 6’3”, muscular, with a chiseled jaw and dark eyes that drew people in. Popular and charismatic, he was my opposite—outgoing where I was reserved, athletic where I was bookish. At 6 feet, I was lean, my shaggy brown hair and pale skin betraying my indoor habits. Emma had drawn me out, sparking a love for hiking, but I’d never match Lucas’s effortless charm.

We’d met Sophia at a frat party, where I’d been smitten by her flirty, bubbly nature. Drunk on liquid courage, I’d planned to ask her out, but she chose Lucas, their chemistry undeniable. That night, her moans echoed through our apartment, shattering my illusions of her innocence and fueling a jealousy that morphed into envy. I’d lie awake, stroking myself to their sounds, guilty yet addicted.

Their openness never faded. Mornings often started with apologies for Sophia’s screams, her flushed face and devious smirk hinting at the night’s passion. I’d mumble, “It’s okay,” avoiding eye contact, torn between shame and arousal. Once, I walked in on them in the kitchen—Lucas taking Sophia from behind, her hands gripping the sink, his massive cock stretching her. Her cries of “Choke me, fuck this slut,” burned into my mind, as did the sight of his size, dwarfing my own. It shattered my confidence, cementing my insecurities.

Now, years later, they stood in our home, as striking as ever. Lucas kicked off his shoes. “Where can we put our stuff?” he asked, wheeling in their suitcases.

“Upstairs,” I said, pointing to the staircase. “Guest room’s on the left before our bedroom. It’s got an ensuite.”

“Sweet!” Lucas grabbed both suitcases and headed up.

“Thank you so much for hosting us,” Sophia gushed, her gratitude warm. “It’s been, what, five years?”
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Best friend and his GF convince my Wife to
Cuck me and submit to a Black man






