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Chapter 1



November 24–30, 2025

“Don’t forget my snow boots, and that lilac sweater Marcus loves. Oh, and pack Marcus’s jackets—it might get chilly up there, but I’m sure we’ll find ways to stay warm!” Vanessa called from the bedroom, her voice dripping with a teasing lilt. The room, once ours, now belonged to her and her lover, Marcus.

“Yes, dear,” I mumbled, knowing their Christmas getaway was still weeks away. It was only November 24th, and they were first headed to Vanessa’s friend Clara’s house for Thanksgiving week, followed by a lavish two-week cruise and a romantic ski trip. My role? Pack for every leg of their journey, keeping each trip’s gear meticulously separated. Clothes, ski equipment, and accessories were strewn across the garage, where I’d set up a triage area for their trips. To make space, I’d dragged my cot and the plastic bin holding my meager belongings outside. Happy fucking holidays, I thought bitterly.

I’ve always despised the holiday season. As an adopted kid, I got the short end of the stick—crappy birthday gifts, hand-me-down Christmas presents, while my “real” siblings got the best of everything. My adoptive parents treated me like a paycheck from the state, forcing me to sleep on a lumpy mattress in a backyard shed with a burlap sack for a pillow and a tattered blanket. Meals were whatever scraps they remembered to toss my way. Failure to complete “my” chores—often my siblings’ cast-offs—meant harsh punishments, leaving me bruised and broken.

That upbringing forged my timid, submissive nature. In high school, jocks and gearheads preyed on my beta personality, bullying me relentlessly. Girls used me as a doormat, making me do their homework or cover for them while they sneaked off with their “real” boyfriends, claiming they were with me at the library. I’d lie to their parents without question.

After graduation, I escaped, got an apartment, worked tirelessly, and invested smartly. By thirty, my investments secured enough passive income to last a lifetime. I kept working, though—it gave me purpose. But I was missing one thing: a woman. That’s when I met Vanessa.

I’d always been drawn to fuller-figured women, and Vanessa was a vision—a BBW with wild auburn curls, plump lips, sharp cheekbones, thick thighs, and an ass that stopped me in my tracks. Her 44DD breasts, braless, strained against her tight tops, nipples poking through, sending my pulse racing. With heavy makeup, long fake lashes, and glossy nails, she was a goddess. She worked at a sports agency in the office next to mine, and I’d watch her strut in each morning, her curves hugged by leggings that left little to the imagination. The athletes who visited her office were overly familiar, their hands grazing her back or hips as they chatted. One day, at a coffee shop, I summoned the courage to ask her out. To my shock, she said yes.

We dated for months, and Vanessa, a master manipulator, teased me to get her way. I confessed my inexperience with women and sex, admitting I was a virgin. She found it amusing, especially given my wealth. “Don’t worry, darling,” she purred. “I’ll teach you everything.” Her lessons began with kissing her feet, then her thighs, and soon her pussy, where she guided me in the art of cunnilingus with precise instructions. She introduced me to rimming, too, dictating when to lick her ass—sometimes before, sometimes after her pussy.

The first time she saw me naked, she burst out laughing. “Oh, sweetie, that’s a baby dick—the tiniest I’ve ever seen!” Instead of shame, her mockery made me hard. She measured me with a ruler, chuckling, “Almost three inches, but not quite!” Tossing the ruler aside, she spread her legs, ordering me to lick her to orgasm. When I begged to fuck her, she waved me off. “Honey, I’d never feel that little thing. And you’d probably cum in ten seconds.” Desperate, I pleaded, and she relented—partially. She rubbed my cock against her pussy lips, and I exploded instantly, shuddering.

“See? Quick shooter,” she teased. “But don’t worry, we’ll find other ways to get you off. Now, clean me up.” When I moved to grab a washcloth, she stopped me. “No, darling. Use your tongue. You need to learn to clean your messes—and maybe someone else’s, too.” I’d never tasted cum, but I obeyed, lapping my own release from her skin. It became our ritual: I’d buy her lingerie, she’d model it, tease me, let me lick her to multiple orgasms, then allow me to jerk off briefly and cum on her tits, always finishing with me licking it off. Vanessa became my guide, my sexual mentor.

Our relationship deepened, and I proposed. She accepted. With no family or friends of my own, the wedding guest list was all hers—colleagues and friends. In her white gown and thigh-high stockings, her pale skin contrasting with her dark hair, she was breathtaking. I’m no dancer, so at the reception, I sat alone at the head table while Vanessa danced with her friends. One man stood out: Marcus, a towering, muscular ex-basketball player with ebony skin. She flirted with him openly, their slow dance looking more like a lovers’ embrace than a casual spin. My throat tightened as they approached, his arm around my bride.

“Sweetie, this is Marcus, a friend from work,” Vanessa said, her tone syrupy. “Marcus, meet my little hubby.” The phrase little hubby burned my cheeks. I stood, offering my hand. At 6’6”, Marcus dwarfed me, his grip crushing my fingers until tears stung my eyes. They both laughed.

“Baby, Marcus and I are stepping out for some air—it’s so stuffy in here,” Vanessa said. “Can you load the gifts into the car? Thanks, love!” Before I could respond, they were gone.

“Yes, dear,” I whispered to their retreating backs.

As I hauled the presents to the car, I scanned the lot for them but saw nothing. Later, in our bridal suite, I noticed the bed was disheveled. When I mentioned complaining, Vanessa brushed it off, saying she’d rested there earlier due to a headache. In a half-drunken haze, she dimmed the lights, her makeup smudged, hair mussed, and dress slipping to reveal her curves. “Ready to consummate our marriage, lover?” she purred, dropping her gown to show her naked body, save for the stockings. She sprawled on the bed, spreading her pussy lips. I dove in, licking frantically. Her pussy was wetter, saltier than usual, but her moans spurred me on. She gripped my bald head, grinding against my face, drunk and wild. I licked her pussy and ass for over an hour, bringing her to countless orgasms until she pushed me away and passed out, snoring. I peeled off her stockings, inhaling their scent, and came in my pants from the act.

At breakfast, as Vanessa nursed a mimosa and coffee to soothe her hangover, I asked if she’d enjoyed my efforts. “Honestly, it’s a blur,” she said. “I remember taking off my dress, then nothing.” I recounted the night, admitting I’d cum from her stockings. “That’s so hot, baby,” she cooed. “While we’re on the topic of sex, I want to discuss something.” Her tone shifted, authoritative, like a teacher addressing a wayward student.

“You know the saying, ‘man cannot live by bread alone’? Well, women need a big, hard cock to fuck them properly. Your baby dick can’t do that. You’re amazing at cooking, cleaning, and pleasing me orally, but you’re lacking in that department. We could pretend you’re hung, and I could fake orgasms, but I don’t want to lie, and you don’t want that either. So, I propose we bring in someone to fulfill that need—like hiring a plumber for a job you can’t do. It’s not cheating if we’re open about it.”

“You mean hire someone to… sleep with you?” I asked, stunned.

“Not hire, silly! I already know someone. Remember Marcus from last night? We dated before you, and he’s huge.” She held her fingers nine inches apart. “That’s soft. I don’t want to cheat, and you don’t want that either. This way, everyone’s happy, and you know your place.”

My head spun, my cock throbbing despite the shock. “That’s… a lot to process. I guess it’s like hiring a plumber. But how would it work?”

“No guessing,” she snapped. “You’re either in or out. It’s simple: when I want to be fucked, I call Marcus, and he comes over. At our house. And yes, you’ll be there—to clean up after and use that tongue of yours.”

I swallowed hard, realizing I’d get to witness her pleasure, even if not with me. “Okay,” I said. “Let’s do it.”






































Chapter 2


December 1–7, 2025

Thanksgiving week was a blur of servitude. Initially, only Vanessa and Marcus were invited to Clara’s for the holiday dinner, but since our marriage had solidified into a cuckold arrangement, Clara decided I should join them. She hoped to convince her husband, Ethan, to adopt a similar dynamic. I spent the days leading up to the trip baking pies and desserts, preparing everything while Vanessa and Marcus lounged on the couch, scrolling through their phones or watching movies. Marcus had practically moved into our house, his presence a constant reminder of my role. On Thanksgiving morning, I packed the car with their luggage, as they were heading straight to the airport for their cruise after the dinner. I’d be staying home, working and maintaining the house, footing the bill for their luxurious balcony suite.

At Clara’s, I carried my baked goods into the kitchen, setting them on the counter. No one greeted me except Ethan, who was washing dishes in an apron, his face etched with resignation. I served drinks—whiskey for Marcus, a margarita for Vanessa—while the other guests chatted and drank. They included Vanessa’s mother, Lila, a brassy, voluptuous blonde who always thought Vanessa could do better than me; Clara’s parents; and her older sister, Beatrice. As the women laughed and the men postured, Ethan and I slaved over the dinner preparations, handling all the grunt work.

Right before we served the meal, Vanessa summoned me to the living room. Standing before everyone, with Marcus’s arm slung around her, I felt the familiar sting of exposure. The room quieted as Vanessa spoke, her voice commanding attention. “Okay, everyone, hush! The other day, Marcus and I passed the mall, and they had a Thanksgiving sale at a furniture store. Two guys were out front in turkey costumes, waving signs. Marcus thought it’d be hilarious if Ethan and my sweet hubby wore them and waved to passersby, shouting ‘Happy Thanksgiving’ while we eat.”

My face burned crimson. Ethan retreated to the kitchen, muttering under his breath. I stood frozen, hoping it was a joke, but Marcus handed me two boxes with a grin. “Go put these on and show us,” he said. The room erupted in laughter. I slipped into the kitchen, where Ethan was fuming.

“Are they fucking insane?” he hissed, loud enough to risk being overheard.

“Shh, keep it down,” I urged. “It’s probably just a prank to see if we’ll do it. Let’s humor them. If they make us go outside, it’s Thanksgiving—no one’s around. It’ll be a laugh.”

“I don’t know what kind of marriage you’ve got with Vanessa,” Ethan said, “but Clara keeps hinting she wants ours to be like yours. If this is what that means, I’m out. And that guy Marcus? He was all over your wife at your wedding. You need to watch yourself.”

I handed him a turkey costume and pulled mine
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