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Chapter 1



My wife, Emma, is a vision at 37—blonde hair cascading over her shoulders, brown eyes that smolder with secrets, and an ass that turns heads wherever she goes. She’s what you’d call a hot milf, and I’m not the only one who thinks so. Before we got together, she had her wild days, a string of lovers she’d recount with a sly smile that never failed to make my cock twitch. Those stories of her slutty past always got me going, a private thrill I kept tucked away.

We’ve been married for 18 years, and for most of that time, Emma’s been the picture of devotion. But life has a way of dulling the edges of passion. Work, bills, responsibilities—they’ve sapped our fire. Our sex life, once electric, dwindled to rare, perfunctory encounters. While Emma’s been busy with her career, I’ve turned to the internet, sinking deeper into porn—hotwife fantasies, gangbangs, women with strap-ons, and, lately, trans girl videos. It’s a rabbit hole I never expected to fall into, but it’s where I’ve been hiding my desires.

Emma’s pussy is a work of art—puffy lips, a prominent clit that begs to be worshipped. She loves it when I lick her, her dirty talk spilling out as she begs for my thick seven-inch cock. She’s got a thing for big dicks, ever since we watched that John Holmes documentary. My cock, thick with a bulbous head, satisfies her—or so I thought. But I’ve seen the way her eyes linger on the screen, craving something more, something bigger. And lately, her perfect, neglected pussy has been ignored while I’ve chased my kinks online.

Money’s been tight. Inflation’s a bitch, and our debts are piling up. We’ve tossed around ideas for side gigs, but nothing’s stuck. That is, until one evening when Emma came home from work, dressed differently than usual. Instead of her standard dress slacks and blouse, she wore a tight skirt that hugged her curves. She sat at the kitchen table, crossing her legs, the hem riding up just enough to tease the edge of her dark blonde landing strip, barely hidden from view.

“I’ve been thinking,” she said, her voice casual but edged with something new. “What if I got a part-time job to help pay off our debt?”

I leaned against the counter, curious. “What kind of job?”

She didn’t hesitate. “I should start an OnlyFans page.”

I laughed, thinking she was joking. “Those guys are kinky as hell. You’d have to do some wild stuff.”

She uncrossed her legs, the motion deliberate, her thighs parting just enough to make my pulse quicken. “I could work from home,” she said, her eyes locking onto mine.

I didn’t know how to respond. Was she serious? Emma, my vanilla wife, dipping into that world? I kissed her forehead, a nervous gesture, and excused myself to the bathroom. Under the hot spray of the shower, my cock was rock hard, straining at the thought. An OnlyFans page. Emma, exposed to countless men, their DMs flooding her inbox, dick pics piling up. She’d be surrounded by cocks—big ones, the kind she craved. The idea made my head spin and my dick ache.

I toweled off and returned to the kitchen. Emma was still there, scrolling on her phone, her expression unreadable. “I’m okay with your new part-time job,” I said, testing the waters.

She looked up, a small smile playing on her lips. “It would be nice to have the extra money.”

That was the start of it. Emma launched her OnlyFans, posting teasing shots in panties—leopard print ones I picked out. I took the photos, angling the camera to capture her thick pussy lips straining against the fabric, her smile aimed at the lens, at all the men who’d see her. I couldn’t resist sharing one of her pics on Reddit, in gooning and jerkbud threads, and her subscribers started trickling in. I told her to charge a dollar per DM, to engage with her fans as much as possible. It was just business, I told myself, but my cock had other ideas.

Over the next few weeks, Emma was glued to her phone, messaging constantly. One night, I woke to find her naked on the couch, legs spread, her shaved pussy glistening as she typed furiously. “Work never ends,” she said with a coy smile. Packages started arriving—lingerie, crotchless panties, vibrators, dildos. “How are you paying for all this?” I asked.

“My fans buy it for me,” she replied, her smile suggestive, daring me to push further.

She transformed the guest bedroom into a studio, complete with floor and ceiling mirrors, ring lights, and a high-quality laptop camera. She stopped asking me to take her photos, stopped asking for my input altogether. She started sleeping in the guest room, the door closed, her world separate from mine. At work, she traded slacks for short skirts, her confidence radiating in a way I hadn’t seen in years.

One Thursday night, while she was out for drinks with a work friend, curiosity got the better of me. I subscribed to her OnlyFans, needing to see what she’d been hiding. What I found stopped me cold.

Emma’s page was a revelation. Gone were the tame panty shots. She was fully nude, her pubic hair trimmed into a sexy upside-down triangle, like a porn star from the golden age—Belladonna, Asia Carrera. Her posts were brazen, encouraging fans to DM her pictures of their “big hard cocks.” One recent post announced a contest: $20 entry, send a cock pic, and the biggest wins a date with her. A date. My heart pounded. Another post promised a video of the winner’s “performance.” My cock strained against my jeans, betraying my shock.

The latest post was a livestream, $50 to watch, happening right now. The title read: “Watch me tease men on the bar dance floor with a slutty skirt, no panties, and a plug in.” My mind reeled. A plug? My good-girl wife, out in public, exposing herself? I had to see it. I entered my credit card details and clicked play.

The video flickered to life. Emma was at a local dive bar, the kind college kids frequented. She was dancing with a young guy, her work friend filming on a phone. His hands roamed her ass, lifting her skirt to reveal a jeweled plug sparkling in her tight hole. The crowd watched, some cheering, as another guy—a big, athletic type—took over. He grabbed her like he owned her, pulling her skirt higher, exposing her bare pussy, the neat triangle of pubic hair framing her swollen clit and puffy lips. She ground against him, her ass pressed into his crotch, her hands working behind her back.

Then I saw it. She’d freed his cock—thick, uncut, massive—and was stroking it right there on the dance floor. She dropped to her knees, taking him into her mouth, deep-throating with a hunger I’d never seen. Her ass was up, plug glinting, pussy exposed. Another guy, tall and black, slid two fingers into her wet cunt. A circle formed around her, onlookers staring as she moaned around the cock in her mouth.

I couldn’t look away. My wife, my Emma, was a slut—a size queen, obsessed with big cocks. A third guy, shorter, Hispanic, joined in, and she stroked his cock while the black guy behind her pulled out his own—a monster, longer and thicker than anything I’d seen. Without warning, he thrust it into her pussy, filling her completely. Her mouth opened in shock around the cock she was sucking, her eyes wide with pain and pleasure.

I was betrayed, furious, but my cock was harder than ever, leaking pre-cum. I freed it from my jeans, stroking as I watched the black guy pound her relentlessly, his balls slapping her clit. He came hard, filling her, cum dripping from her stretched pussy. The Hispanic guy shot across her face, and the white guy unloaded down her throat. Emma smiled at the camera, cum dripping from her mouth, her pussy, her face, kneeling on that filthy bar floor.

My own orgasm hit, a thick rope of cum splattering across my chest, nearly to my chin. I sat there, panting, staring at the frozen image of my wife—my slutty, transformed wife—basking in her depravity.
























Chapter 2



The image of Emma on her knees, cum dripping from her face and pussy, burned into my mind as I sat in the dark, the livestream ended. My chest was sticky with my own release, my cock still twitching from the intensity. I felt everything at once—arousal, betrayal, anger, sadness, and a twisted thrill I couldn’t shake. Just a month ago, Emma had been my vanilla wife, suggesting an OnlyFans page to help with our debts. Now she was a slut, a size queen, reveling in strange cocks on a public dance floor. And my body’s reaction? It shamed me as much as it excited me.

I grabbed a bottle of Wild Turkey 101 from the cabinet, poured a tall glass, and downed it in three burning gulps. Then another. The bourbon dulled the edges but couldn’t erase the image of Emma’s puffy pussy stretched around a massive black cock, her lips wrapped around another, her eyes alight with ecstasy. I poured a third glass, my head spinning. How could I confront her? Could I? My cock stirred again at the thought of her depravity, demanding to be stroked. I was a mess, torn between fury and lust.

I stumbled to bed, naked, the bourbon pulling me into a hazy sleep. Emma wasn’t home. I don’t know how long I was out before a warm, wet sensation woke me. I looked down—Emma was there, her mouth engulfing my cock, deep-throating me with a skill she’d never shown before. The bedroom TV glowed, mirroring her phone, replaying the bar livestream. Her tongue swirled under my cockhead, and I gasped as a slick finger pressed against my asshole. Instinctively, I spread my legs, letting her slide it in, rubbing my prostate. A second finger joined, sending a tingling wave through my body, like an orgasm brewing everywhere at once.

“Babe, I have something to show you,” she murmured, her mouth full of my cock. The TV showed her dancing, her skirt lifted, her plugged ass and swollen pussy on display. She sucked harder, her fingers working my prostate as the screen replayed her taking that thick white cock in her mouth, then the massive black one. She glanced at the TV, watching herself, her eyes gleaming with pride.

“You’re not mad, are you?” she asked, her fingers relentless inside me.

My cock throbbed against her throat, my body buzzing. I couldn’t be mad—not now, not like this. “I wanted to tell you,” she said, briefly pulling my cock from her mouth, “but I didn’t know it would go this far.”

“You should’ve asked me,” I managed between moans.

She looked up, her brown eyes locking onto mine, a third finger slipping into my ass, pumping my prostate. “I’m asking now,” she said. “I saw your porn history, Mark. The hotwife stuff, gangbangs, pegging, cucking, prostate play, even trans porn. You’re kinkier than I ever was.” Her fingers moved expertly, my body trembling. “You hadn’t fucked me in forever. I figured you’d be okay with it.”

“I’m gonna cum,” I gasped, my cock untouched, my prostate pulsing.

She laughed softly. “Look at you, cumming without your cock touched. See the screen? That huge cock in my pussy, filling your wife’s slutty cunt?” She pointed to the TV, where the black cock pounded her, cum spilling out. “Look at my pussy lips wrapped around it. He’s about to creampie me.”

My body convulsed, cum leaking from my cock, splattering my chest. On the screen, Emma’s face lit up as cum filled her pussy, then her mouth, then her face. She pulled her fingers from my ass, laughing. “I knew you’d love it. Such a good husband. We’re gonna have so much fun now. No more hiding your kinks.” She kissed my forehead, tossing me a towel. “Clean up, you dirty boy. You’ve got cum on your chin.”

She lay beside me, exhausted, murmuring, “What a fulfilling day.” I lay there, hungover, guilty, my mind racing. What the hell had just happened?
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