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When most people see me and my wife standing together, they immediately assume I come from money. Their minds can't wrap around the notion that a woman who looks like Sydney would be with a man who looks like me. They think that the only way a regular-looking guy like me—plain face, affable smile, receding hairline already creeping in at twenty-eight, belly that never quite flattened no matter how many times I half-heartedly joined a gym—could ever land a woman like Sydney is by showering her with expensive gifts, presumably to make up for my many deficiencies as a man.  

And you know what? 

They're absolutely correct. 

Sydney is a blonde bombshell, she deserves to be treated like a queen. 

On top of her intelligence and kind heart, she was blessed with a perfect hourglass body: wide, fertile hips, a big round ass that jiggles with every step, heavy plump tits (which she refers to as the ladies, or simply the girls) that strain against any top she wears, and a surprisingly flat stomach that only makes her curves look more obscene. Her face is pure heart-shaped ivory perfection—cute button nose, dimpled cheeks, and those big, depthless light blue eyes that can melt you or mock you depending on her mood. Pale skin so soft it feels like silk under your fingers, the kind that flushes pink at the slightest touch.

Probably she could have made millions in Hollywood. At least, that's what everyone in our small town tells Sydney.

My own mother took one look at her and said, “That girl is built for babies.” She meant it as a compliment, but even then I felt a strange twist in my gut. Sydney was a walking fertility idol—5’6" of bouncy, plush femininity, every slope and swell of her body screaming to be bred, filled, claimed. And for a while, she was all mine.

We had history.

We’d gone to the same expensive prep school, though she was a queen of the popular crowd and I was the invisible scrub in the corner. But Sydney's life at home changed dramatically. After her parents’ ugly divorce she was forced to finish at the public school, fading from my glamorous and gifted world. Then one humid early summer day, I came home from Georgetown on summer break, and I spotted her behind the sunglasses counter at the local mall, looking defeated, a little smaller, but still devastatingly beautiful. I couldn't help but notice that the ladies seemed plumper, fuller, more womanly.

Standing in the middle of the mall, drawing attention from every set of male eyes in a four mile radius, Sydney told me she was grinding through community college, hoping to transfer somewhere real. We didn't talk about money, but I could tell that it was the only thing she concentrated on now that she didn't have any. I offered her a ride in my new lime-green Toyota Supra. (My parents spoiled me and I'm not ashamed to admit I loved every moment!) 

She accepted. 

From that night on we were inseparable. 

I loved parading her in front of my buddies, watching their jaws drop. A few of them were crude enough to joke that I’d only found her on the “bargain shelf.” I laughed it off. I was in love. Obsessed, really, with the way her thick ass swayed when she walked around our bedroom in nothing but a thong, heavy tits (which my buddies called Sydney's heavies) bouncing freely, pale cheeks glowing under the low lights.

By the end of summer Sydney still hadn’t gotten into a proper four-year school. And still, she made it abundantly clear she wasn’t following any “boyfriend” across state lines. Message received. Using dad's credit card, I bought her a ring that exceeded most people’s annual salaries. (I could eventually pay everything off after I entered the work force.) We rushed the wedding so it happened right before my classes started back up. That was important to Sydney. I still couldn't believe that she was my wife now. I’d successfully pried her away from the sunglass kiosk and its free Sbarro drinks. And I’m sure I ruined the summer for at least two dozen horny mall rats who’d been circling her.

As a gift, my parents bought us a luxury condo near my college campus—doorman, tennis courts, infinity pool, soaring two-story windows overlooking the glittering city. 

Sydney moved in like she was born for it. Natural born royalty. 

Those first nights she’d greet me at the door wearing barely-there lingerie, wicked smile on her angelic face, pale skin flushed with anticipation. We fucked like animals. Animals. Pure raunchiness. Every room, every surface. I’d bend her over the marble kitchen island, watch her fat college-girl ass ripple while we consummated our marriage vows. Sometimes she’d ride me on the leather couch by those huge windows, the ladies bouncing hypnotically as the city lights sparkled behind her. 

We were like feral primates. 

In those early heady days, we marked the place with sweat and juices and laughter. No slouch in the brains department, my new wife also took night classes but still managed to keep house— and I lived in a constant state of horny gratitude.

Things only improved. 

Later, after I graduated with a BS in Business Administration, and stepped into the VP role at my father’s construction company, we upgraded—hard. 

Sydney helped pick out the gorgeous mini-mansion right on the lake—private boat dock, rolling lawns, even stables for the horses we dreamed about buying someday. Life felt perfect. I had the girl everyone wanted, the house, the future. She still looked at me with those sparkling blue eyes and let me bury my face between her soft mounds of flesh every night.

Obviously, I had no idea how badly I was about to lose everything.

I didn’t know a real man was coming for her—for us. A man who would expose every weakness in me, rewrite the rules of our marriage, and turn my perfect blonde wife Sydney into something unrecognizable. Something primal. Something black-owned.

That fucking asshole.
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We were still christening every inch of that big lakeside house like it was our personal Pleasure Palace. The money, the youth, the endless rooms—it all felt like the perfect setup for starting our legacy. But when the time finally came to actually put a baby in Sydney’s belly, my body betrayed me in the worst way possible... (I'm only mentioning this because of the anonymity of the Internet.) But honestly, sadly, I couldn’t stay, um, well, excited.

At first it was mortifying. 

Beyond mortifying.

What was wrong with me?

I’d get her worked up, her pale skin flushed pink, those heavy tits heaving, nipples diamond hard, her thickly toned thighs spread wide, only for my little soldier to wilt the second I tried to push inside her. I’d fumble with my slightly undersized equipment, mumbling apologies while she lay there trying to hide her disappointment. Later, the humiliation didn’t sting quite as sharply because we both started expecting it. Failure to launch became the new normal.

“It’s just stress from the job,” I’d tell her, my voice cracking. “All those people under me now, the youngest VP in the company’s history...”

“I know, dear,” Sydney would say, her deep blue eyes soft with that polite, pitying look that made my stomach twist. The light in them was dimming, replaced by something distant. "It's fine, dear, I'm not upset. Or disappointed."

"You're not?"

"Not really, no. It’s fine."

One night I snapped at her about the pressure, going on about the Sword of Damocles hanging over my head. It was one of my usual speeches. Sydney was growing distant. She just stared at me for a long moment.

“What are you thinking?” I asked.

“Nothing,” she said quietly. “Do you want to try that thing with your hand again?”

“You mean you get on all fours and I... finish... myself?”

“Yes, dear.”

It worked.

Too well.

And sadly, we fell into that pattern. 

Real intimacy slowly died, replaced by something colder and more humiliating. 

Instead of regular sex, like regular people, she’d kneel on the bed in that perfect doggystyle pose—her big pale ass raised high, back arched, fertile hips swaying slightly—while I took care of myself, standing behind her, staring at the gorgeous pale curves that I couldn’t properly claim. But at least this way I didn't feel the pressure of satisfying such a womanly woman. At least, that's what I told myself. Meanwhile, some unspoken power was shifting between us, deep beneath the surface. I could feel it. She could feel it too. Our brand-new marriage was already changing. Dynamics were shifting–and not to my benefit. 

And Sydney knew it. 

That early spring evening I came home early after closing a big deal. The guys at the office were finally starting to show me a sliver of respect. I pulled the Mercedes coupe (a recent birthday present from mom and dad!) into our long driveway, buzzing with rare masculine confidence.

Sydney wasn’t expecting me. 

She was out in the garden, earbuds in, listening to some Christian podcast, wearing a too-short floral sundress. The last rays of sun lit her up like a painting. She bent over a flowerbed, and the hem rode up, exposing the soft, plump undersides of her ass cheeks. That big, pale, heart-shaped booty—my booty—barely contained by tiny panties.

I couldn’t help myself. I snuck up, grabbed those wide hips, and slammed her thick ass back against my groin, dry-humping her like a desperate teenager.

“Stop it! Bad boy!” she laughed, smacking my hands away, but her voice had that husky edge.

“You love it,” I grinned.

“I do love it,” she purred, pressing back against me for a second. Then her eyes sparkled with something wicked. “Baby... you know tonight is one of my nights, right? One of my baby-making nights.”

The words hit me like ice water. My dick twitched and immediately started softening.

“I wish you hadn’t said that.”

She noticed. Of course she noticed. “Okay, pretend I didn’t tell you.”

We ate dinner, showered, climbed into bed. When I reached for her panties later, my little guy was soft as melting ice cream again—nothing but a pink, shrunken nub. It felt smaller every time.

In the dark, both of us frustrated, I whispered, “Is it... shrinking?”

Sydney didn’t even hesitate. “Probably not that much.”

The casual way she
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