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Chapter 1 - Nicholas

​I’d have done anything for my girlfriend Sheryl, and I didn’t have the ability to tell her no. She was so far out of my league that it wasn’t funny, and I honestly had no idea why she’d picked me to be her boyfriend.

​It was my sophomore year of college, and I still hadn’t lost my virginity. I was at a party on a Friday night, a rare occasion because I never got invited, and spotted her from across the room. Every guy at the party noticed her, because she was wearing a white tank top and her massive breasts were practically spilling out of it. I didn’t have the guts to approach her, nor would it have made any difference. Girls like her didn’t go for guys like me.

​As the night wore on, I noticed her glancing in my direction. I blew it off at first, assuming it was a mistake, or that she was just making fun of me. It kept happening, to the point that I felt my entire body turning warm in response. I kept my eyes down, terrified of interacting with women in general, let alone the hottest girl at my college.

​She harbored no such lack of confidence, and strode directly across the floor in my direction, her cowboy boots clicking with every step. My heart pounded in my chest, and I slowly raised my eyes to hers, drinking in the sight of her long, tanned legs, adorned by a short pair of jean shorts that left little to the imagination.

​“Hi there. I’m Sheryl.” she said, eyes wide and full of kindness.

​“Nick, erm, I mean Nicholas. I’m Nicholas.” I said, extending my hand in her direction. She smiled, looked down at my hand, and shook her head.

​“This isn’t a job interview, baby. It’s a party.” she said, stepping forward and opening her arms. Before I realized what was happening, her soft breasts were pressed up against my chest, and we were hugging. “Nice to meet you, Nicky.”

​“You too. Oh, it’s Nicholas by the way. My name, I mean.” I said, my brain full of fog because I couldn’t get over the fact that she willingly touched me. Her presence was an overload for my visual cortex, and I couldn’t stop glancing down at her cleavage.

​“I know, silly. I’m going to call you Nicky anyway, it suits you.”

​“Oh. Alright.”

​“I haven’t seen you around before. Do you go here?” she asked.

​“Yeah, I’m in marketing. Second year.” I said.

​“Very cool. I need a partner for beer pong. You’re it.” she said, smiling and peering directly into my eyes.

​“Yes. Okay.” I said. My mouth went completely dry talking to her, and I was glad to have a chance at something to drink. She led me over to the beer pong table, and I could feel the eyes of the other male party goers angrily looking me over. I couldn’t blame them, as I didn’t get it either.

​I was so nervous, and had never played beer pong before in my life. I didn’t drink, and I didn’t usually go to parties. Luckily, Sheryl was an ace, and made pretty much every shot. It took a couple of rounds for me to get the hang of it, but I was able to pick it up, and somehow, keep up with the conversation. It helped that she stood on the other end of the table, and that our chat revolved entirely around the game. Still, I felt like a king.

​We won several games, and I was able to loosen up because she was so disarming and engaging. After we finally lost, she laced her fingers in mine, and led me around the party. She knew a lot of people there, and completely blindsided me by introducing me as her “new boyfriend”. It was surreal, she was flirting with me, touching me, and being way too nice. A part of me felt suspicious because that sort of thing simply didn’t happen to me.

​“Do you wanna feel them?” she asked, nudging me with her elbow.

​“What do you mean?” I asked, feeling my face flush red.

​“You keep looking at them. Go ahead.” she said, grabbing both of my wrists, and thrusting them onto her breasts. My eyes damn near popped out of my skull, and it was incredible how fast I got hard in my shorts. “What do you think?”

​“Erm, super good.” I said, my overmatched brain misfiring again. She held my hands on her chest, squeezing over top of my hands so mine did the same. It was embarrassing and hot at the same time, and I’m just glad I didn’t cum in my pants. After several seconds of groping, I realized my mouth was agape and she was laughing.

​“Super good? Oh, Nicky. You’re hilarious.” she said, letting go of my hands. I left them on her chest, still stunned at the act of finally touching a boob.

​“Sorry.” I said, instinctively pulling them away and apologizing.

​“Don’t be sorry, babes. I let you.” she said, lifting my chin and again looking into my eyes. It felt like the world stopped, and she flashed the most angelic smile.

​“Yeah, you’re right. I’m sorry.” I said, letting the words slip out for a second time.

​“Stop apologizing.” she said, shaking her head. A lot of people told me that, and it was just a habit I couldn’t seem to break.

​“Sorry. I mean, erm, you know what I mean.” I said, feeling like a complete idiot. Three times? I was falling apart, and wiped my sweaty palms on the side of my shorts.

​“Oh, Nicky. I’m gonna have so much fun with you.” she said. Sheryl put my number in her phone, promising she’d be in touch after casually mentioning that I should take her out on a date. When she left, I had to pinch myself to make sure I wasn’t dreaming. Once she was gone, I had no business at the party, and walked back to my dorm in a low grade state of shock.

My friend and roommate Jeffrey was already asleep when I got home, so there was no one to brag about my escapades with. I still had a light buzz from drinking beer, and plopped down on my bed to replay the night’s festivities in my mind. I could still vividly picture her face, and I didn’t even need to watch porn because I was still so turned on.

As far as I was concerned, it was a one time thing. I didn’t think she’d reach out to me, but I still felt lucky for having had the opportunity to converse with her. Being in her presence was a treat, and I was grateful we breathed the same air. It was the first time I’d ever touched a pair of boobs in my life, and no one could take that away from me.

Chapter 2 - Sheryl

​When Kaylee pointed him out to me, I couldn’t help chuckling to myself. She had a class with him, and said that he drove a nice car and always seemed to have money. I was broke as a joke, and kept meeting the worst guys. It’s like I was drawn to them, or vice versa, and I wanted to break the cycle.

​He may have been awkward, socially impaired, and a nerd, but at least he was earnest and sweet. The way he stammered and clammed up around me was kind of a turn on. I was used to guys falling all over me, but I wasn’t used to that level of admiration. Honestly, I was fairly certain he’d already fallen in love with me just because I let him feel my boobs. Hilarious.

​I kind of forgot about him after that night, but it wasn’t long before I met another guy who gave me the douche chills so bad I wanted to vomit.

​“That’s it. I’m texting Nicky.” I said, fed up with frat boy types who only wanted one thing. I wanted to have sex too, but they were all so desperate and lame. At least Nicky was too nervous to be overt, and I figured that he had to be a virgin. I needed something new, so I reached out to him.

​Nicky was as easy as I expected him to be, and rolled out the red carpet on our first date, picking me up in his Porsche, and taking me across town to the nicest steakhouse I’d ever been to. Major points for pulling out all the stops, even if we didn’t really connect. I wanted so badly to be attracted to him, but it simply wasn’t there.

​We kept going out because I liked being treated like a princess, and because he was so harmless. There was no threat at all with him, and I wondered if maybe he’d finally loosen up around me.

​Things progressed from going on dates here and there to us spending most of our free time together. It felt more like a friendship than a romantic relationship, largely because he never made a move. I decided it was time to make him my boyfriend, as I enjoyed his company and thought he deserved it. Having a boyfriend was a great deterrent for douches of the frat variety, as I could simply reject them on that basis alone.

​Like I said, Nicky seemed almost asexual. Even after making him my boyfriend, the farthest he seemed willing to go was touching my breasts or ass, and only when I physically put his hands there. That’s why it came as such a surprise when I stumbled across a folder on his computer labeled ‘fantasy’. It was a folder full of porn, and every single video involved cuckolding.

​“What in the world?” I asked, clicking on one of the thumbnails. My stomach dropped as I skipped through the video, and saw how intense the action was. The actress in the video was there with her “boyfriend”, and she verbally berated him while a large, muscular man with a much larger penis penetrated her.

​The ending really threw me off, as the boyfriend crawled between her legs and cleaned the other man’s cum from inside her with his tongue. I clicked out of the video, and selected another. And then another. Words can’t describe the morbid curiosity the videos inspired. They were hardcore, with the cuckold being treated horribly throughout each video, even going as far as sucking the other man’s penis while his girlfriend made fun of him.

​Knowing what he was into made certain other aspects of our relationship make sense. He was obviously very locked up when it came to his desires, and I wondered what was the driving force behind his cuckolding kink. Was it the fact that he was a virgin? Did he have a small penis? Inferiority complex? I had no idea, but I needed to know. We’d been dating for a month when I found his secret, and it made me feel like I didn’t really know him at all.

​I’ve never been one to beat around the bush, so I told him I found the folder, and asked him outright to explain it to me. He turned red like I’d never seen before, and his mannerisms went from calm to panicked as soon as I brought it up.

​“Erm, you know. It’s just porn.”

​“I know, baby. I’m not mad, I just want to see inside your head a little.”

​“I don’t know what to say, it’s what I jerk off to.” he said.

​“Is it something you’d want to act out in real life?” I asked, following him as he paced around the dorm.

​“I dunno, Sheryl. I don’t know if I could do it in person.”

​“That’s fine, some things are better left as fantasies.” I said, trying to be supportive and make him feel comfortable. His eyes darted around, and he palmed the back of his neck.

​“That’s not what I mean. Like, erm, just not in person. At first.”

​“Okay. What does that mean?” I asked. It’s not something I’d ever even thought about before, but since I didn’t feel any desire to sleep with him, it kind of made sense that it could be enjoyable, so long as I was in charge of selecting my own partners.

​“Like, you know how cuckolds will watch? I wouldn’t want to be in the room, I’d want like, maybe a video, or to hear you talk about it afterwards but I couldn’t be there. At first, erm, I think I could work up to it.” he said.

​“Oh, wow. Okay. So you would like to do this for real?” I asked. His visible nervousness subsided, and he started grinning.

​“If you’re down, yeah. I’d love to.” he said.

​“Is this why you, like, don’t try to have sex with me?” I asked, still trying to wrap my head around it. Going from thinking your boyfriend has no sexual desire to realizing he wants to see or hear about you fucking other dudes was kind of a loop thrower.

​“Erm, kinda. I mean, not really, like, I’m a virgin, so I just don’t even know how.” he said.

​“Do you think you could only get turned on by seeing me with someone else? Or by being cucked?” I asked. We sat down on the couch, and I took a deep breath.

​“No, you turn me on. You’re the most beautiful girl, but I feel like you deserve better. And bigger, like in the penis department.” he said.

​“I’m not worried about size, Nicky. It’s just that we haven’t had sex, and now I found this folder, and I’m a little confused. I’m trying to understand.” I said.

​“I appreciate that. Like I said, I’m a virgin, and honestly, sex kind of scares me. Like, actually doing it. I’d rather jerk off and watch, that’s just what I’m used to.” he said.

​“Are you interested in losing your virginity?” I asked.

​“Yeah, but I wanna take things slow. I think I’d rather watch someone with more experience go first, maybe just jack off, or watch videos of you so I can kind of learn through watching, and once I can relax more, then maybe I’d be down.” he said.

​“You don’t think you could relax if you and I did it? Like if I gave you a blowjob, or let you have sex with me?” I asked. I could understand that he had a cuckolding kink, but I didn’t get why he seemed so repulsed by having sex himself. It was the polar opposite attitude of every guy I’d ever met.

​“Maybe, yeah. I just like thinking about you doing it to someone else’s cock, I’m not sure, but that’s the hottest thing I can imagine.” he said.

​“Alright, Nicky. So you want me to go fuck some other guy, record it, and let you watch? Instead of you just fucking me and gaining experience?” I asked, slightly raising my voice. Something about it felt almost like rejection, as I’d never had to work so hard to make a guy acknowledge that he’d like to have sex with me.

​“I’m sorry, erm, I meant like-”

​“Stop apologizing, Nicholas. For the love of Christ, just answer the question.” I said. It made me mad, and frustrated with him for being such a pushover.

​“Okay, sorry. I mean, my bad. I’d really like it if you did.”

​“If I did what?” I asked, my exasperation level made my head feel like a boiling teapot.

​“If you cucked me.”

​“Loud and clear.” I said, raising up from the couch and going to the kitchen for a glass of water.

​“I’m sorry.” he said, unwilling or unable to break the annoying habit. It was like everything came crashing down, and any ounce of attraction I had for him was crushed into rubble. Never had I met a man so lacking in masculinity. He had no backbone, refused to stand up for himself, or stop apologizing, and would literally rather another man handle my sexual needs in lieu of manning the fuck up and doing it himself.

​“You really are Nicholas. You really are.” I said. I had to get out of there, as I couldn’t stand to be in the same room as him and I needed to cool off. I went for a walk, and sent him a text message stating that I needed a little space so I could think about our conversation, and what it meant for us.

​The next couple of days allowed me to think things through. His rejection hurt, but I reminded myself that it wasn’t really rejection of me. It was a rejection of his own responsibilities, like handling the sexual needs of his girlfriend. I didn’t want to lose our friendship, or the perks of being spoiled, and I was in desperate need of sex. It had been well over a month, and I knew it was time to take things into my own hands.

Chapter 3 - Nicholas

​I could tell she was angry, but it felt good to finally tell another soul about my deepest fantasy. I’m not sure how it started exactly, but it felt so fitting when I watched cuckold porn. Maybe it was from being invisible to women, and feeling like I didn’t deserve to be with a beautiful woman, but I couldn’t get away from the idea of enlisting a bull as a way to offload my sexual responsibilities. It seemed easier, and less humiliating than what would surely happen if I tried to do it myself.

​At the same time, I beat myself up over not taking her up on her offer. A blowjob sounded magical, and sex would have been off the charts, but I clammed up and couldn’t assert myself out of fear that she’d actually follow through with it.

​The next couple days were brutal, as I thought I’d finally done something stupid enough to lose her. She wasn’t going to cuck me, she was going to break up with me. When she returned to hang out at my dorm, there was something different about her. She seemed less engaging, and refused to look me directly in the eyes.

​“Sheryl, I just wanted to say that I’m sorry about how you discovered that. I should have been more up front, and well, erm, you know. I’m sorry.” I said, trying to get us back on the same page. Her eyes glazed over, and she nodded.

​“It’s fine. Don’t worry, I’ll find my own bull.”

​“Really? Babe, that’s amazing. You’re serious?” I asked. The excitement took over my body, and she finally smiled at me.

​“Yep. I’ve been extra horny lately, and I think it’s time I find myself a real man who wants to fuck me.” she said. Hearing her talk like that was jarring, and I felt my dick growing hard in response.

​“God that’s hot. He’ll be so superior to me, baby. I promise.”

​“Oh, I’m aware. Just so you know, honestly, I think cuckolds are kind of pathetic.” she said.

​“Yes we are. I am. You deserve a real bull, the type of guy who can fulfill your needs in ways I never could.” I said. It felt freeing, finally getting what I’d always wanted.

​There was a new and developing tension between us, but it didn’t bother me that she looked down on me. It was simply a matter of time before she figured it out, and the truth is that I was beneath her. Losing her respect was a hard pill to swallow, but it was like Viagra. My dick was so hard thinking about the possibilities, knowing that at any moment, she could be out there being railed, receiving pleasure far beyond my capabilities.

​Sheryl was the ultimate prize of a hotwife, and I knew that as soon as she put herself out there, it was going to happen. No man in their right mind would turn her down sexually, and I couldn’t wait to be put in my place. We didn’t hang out as much in the following days, and I jerked off regularly while thinking about what she might be doing, or having done to her.

​The fantasy was nothing compared to the reality of being a cuckold. It was such an elusive fantasy for me, and Sheryl taking me up on it was completely surreal. I found myself scrolling through pictures of big juicy dicks, and imagining the pleasure she’d receive from them.

​A big part of my fantasies involved being a part of the action, but only in a submissive way. The idea of a bull making me clean up his creampie after he’d finished was one of my favorite aspects of the lifestyle, and I knew that I’d be his little bitch as soon as he said the word. I’d even suck his dick if my hotwife wasn’t in the mood, and would subject myself to anything my superiors requested of me.

​Sheryl didn’t make me wait long. Most of my arousal in the beginning was the not knowing, the exhilaration of knowing she was out there interacting with other guys, and harboring zero intentions of being faithful. It put me in a better mood, as there was no longer the lingering pressure of eventually having to attempt to satisfy her. Then it happened.

​She hadn’t mentioned much about it after alerting me that she was going to go through with it, and telling me that she’d find her own bull. I guess I kind of thought it might be further away than it was in actuality, and I was shocked when a video message arrived on my phone.

​“No way.” I said, heading straight for the restroom since Jeffery was in the living room. I turned on the fan, and put the water on a slow trickle to disguise what I was doing. My heart pounded in my chest, and I was shaking as I clicked on the video.

​It was Sherly, topless and on her knees in front of the thickest, most aesthetically perfect dick I’d ever seen. It was gorgeous, filling me with envy and a massive spike in arousal.

​“You like sucking that big dick?” he asked, his voice deep and guttural as she impaled herself on his length.

​“Yes, daddy. I needed a big hard bull to satisfy me. My pathetic boyfriend certainly wasn’t going to do it.” she said, laughing and slapping his shaft against her tongue.

​“Tell him I said thanks for letting me borrow his girlfriend,” he said, his face still out of frame. My eyes fixated on his erection, studying the details of the veiny monstrosity. He appeared to be twice my size, with heavy hanging balls that swung rhythmically as he began fucking her face.

​“Mmm…mmm…”

​“Good girl, show that little bitch how eager you are to suck off a real dick.” he said, seeming to take joy in belittling me. His voice sounded familiar, and his fist tightened around a handful of her hair. Sheryl was unhinged, slobbering and letting him use her mouth like it was a fuck toy.

​“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!”

​“There you go, such a good little slut. I might just have to make you my every night thing.” he said. She looked beautiful, saliva dripping from her chin as she worshiped his dick. I slid my pants down and sat on the toilet, my cock so hard that it was throbbing.

“Yes, daddy. I’ll obey your every command.” she said, looking up at him while slurping his hairy balls. I couldn’t have been more turned on, and wished that I was there to witness it in person. I wanted to hold him by the base of his girth, and assist her in servicing his phallus. I was hyper fixated on what was happening, and applied a couple shots of lotion to the tip of my dick.

“Do you want that cum? Open your mouth.”

“Yes sir.” she said, opening wide and sticking out her tongue. I started stroking, and I don’t think my penis has ever felt that fucking sensitive before. It was a level of arousal that felt almost impossible, and I was only a few strokes in when I realized that it was already too late. I was going to cum.

Right as the sensation of orgasm arrived, the man’s face came into full view. I froze, holding my dick in my hand as cum spurted errantly onto my shorts and underwear. The reason his voice was familiar was because I knew him. It was Brock. He went to my high school, and he bullied me relentlessly, taking every opportunity to cut me down and make me feel lesser.

“Ughn, fuck.” I grunted, staring at his oversized cock as my own inadequacy went limp in my hand. He painted her face with cum, spraying rope after rope of his thick, viscous seed onto her while she giggled and let it shoot into her waiting mouth.

The transition was sudden and immediate. My stomach felt sick, and a wave of shame washed over me. Sheryl made me a cuckold, but she did it with the one person I never would have agreed to. I hated him, and was shocked that he’d somehow found another way to torment me.

The shame was sickening, and the image of his thick penis pulsing was burned into my mind. Of course he had a massive dick, because he was a massive dick. The disdain made it burn, and I quickly washed my hands and shoved my phone into my pocket. What had I done? I’d given my sweet angel over to the most horrible person I’d ever met, and now he was once again taking pleasure at my expense .

“Fucking piece of shit, asshole. Fuck.” I grunted under my breath, slipping into my shows and going for a walk to relieve the overwhelming anxiety it induced. Of all the male students on campus, why did it have to be Brock? How was it even possible?

Chapter 4 - Nicholas

​I couldn’t get over it, but I also couldn’t admit that her new bull was my personal bully from high school. It was too humiliating. After sending her a text message thanking her for the video, I turned off my phone and went to the park to cry.

​Unfortunately, when I turned the phone back on that night, there were more videos. Videos of Brock bending her over what appeared to be the couch in his dorm room. Then spreading her legs, and splitting her in half with his cock. As much as it pained me, I watched every second. I watched her stomach bulging as he pushed it in, and knew without a shadow of a doubt that I could never fuck her myself after what he did to her.

​Sheryl squealed and moaned, throwing her ass back against him when he took it from behind. I’d always been into the humiliation aspect of cuckolding, and they really leaned into it. Their talk was dirty, and completely without inhibition, or even a shred of respect for my dignity.

​“Say I love you. I want him to hear you say it.” he said, barking orders while she came all over his cock.

​“Yes, daddy. I love you. You’re so much better than him.”

​“Good girl. Say it again.”

​“I love you, daddy. Please don’t stop. I need it, baby. I need it.” she said, begging and pleading with him to continue, to do it even harder. He was so well endowed that I couldn’t believe she was taking it all, and no cuckold video or fantasy could have possibly prepared me for the way she screamed for him.

​It was everything from her obvious submissiveness towards him, to the eager, depraved way she worshiped him. Sheryl did everything she was told, and just as I would have expected, he wasn’t anymore of a nice guy inside the bedroom as he was out of it. Much like a trainwreck, I couldn’t look away, and I had no control of my body’s natural reaction of getting hard while I watched him abuse her.

​Their sex was full of passion, and went far beyond what I’d expect between a first time hotwife and her new bull. He laid down and lifted his legs, making her lick his asshole while he jerked off. He spit into her mouth, and made her say demeaning things about me. I didn’t want him to know that the man he was cucking was me, because I didn’t want him to have the satisfaction.

​Sheryl invited me to hang out at her dorm the next day, and my plan was to pretend that I didn’t know Brock. I hoped that it was a one time thing, and that she’d move onto another bull and that would be the end of it. Despite it being him, I still found the experience very arousing. It was the most action I’d ever gotten, as lame as that sounds.

​“Hey Nicky. What’s up?” she asked, opening the door and letting me inside.

​“Not much.” I said, stepping inside. “How do you feel? Things got pretty rough with that guy.”

​“Yeah, it was amazing. He’s definitely our bull.”

​“Oh. You think you’re gonna keep seeing him?” I asked. My knees felt weak, and my mouth was dry.

​“Definitely. No one’s ever fucked me like that before, it was mind blowing.” she said, smiling like she was reliving it. I gulped, unsure of how to respond. “Speaking of which, I kind of wanted you to meet him.”

​“That’s okay. That won’t be necessary.” I said, gripped with panic. Sheryl’s face twisted with concern, and the sound of the toilet flushing caught my attention.

​“He’s already here.” she said.

​“Brock?” I asked, my voice cracking as I said his name.

​“Yeah. How’d you know his name?” she asked, narrowing her eyes. The bathroom door swung open, and there he was. If my bladder was full, I probably would have emptied it. We locked eyes, and a sadistic smile spread across his face.

​“Sup cuck?” he asked, laughing out loud and closing the distance between us. He was six inches taller than me, and heavily muscled with tons of tattoos.

​“Hey.” I squeaked, looking over at my girlfriend, who still hadn’t quite pieced together what was happening. Without missing a beat, Brock threw me in a headlock, and started giving me a noogie. It was like high school all over again.

​“This has got to be fate or something, like destiny.” he said, tightening his grip.

​“Get off, dude. Please.” I said, my voice weak because he was cutting off my airflow. He only laughed, digging his knuckles harder into my scalp.

​“What’s going on?” she asked, watching our interaction with a look of confusion.

​“This is my little bitch boy, I used to fucking terrorize him in high school. So much fun.” he said, relinquishing his hold.

​“Oh, okay. You know each other?” she asked.

​“Yep. You could say we’re old friends.” he said, giving me a punch on the shoulder.

​“Ouch.” I said, grabbing my arm and stepping away. I wanted to run for the door, but I couldn’t embarrass myself any further.

​“That’s crazy. What are the chances?” she asked, walking over to him. He wrapped his arm around her, planting a big kiss right on her lips just to spite me. The smile on his face when he looked over at me said it all. He was right back to being my bully, and there was nothing I could do about it.

​“Yeah. Pretty crazy.” I muttered, putting my head down. I naturally shut down around Brock, it was like my mind just went totally blank.

​“Don’t sit on the couch, dude. That’s my couch now.” he said, grabbing my arm and stopping me from taking a seat.

​“Where should I sit?” I asked.

​“Like I give a fuck. Find a cuck chair, and put it in the corner.” he said. Sheryl didn’t come to my defense, or stand up to me at all. It almost felt like she kind of enjoyed it. I did as I was told, grabbing a folding chair and moving it to the corner of the room.

​My cuckold fantasy had turned into a cuckold nightmare, and I was forced to watch as he aggressively made out with her, groping and pushing his tongue into her mouth. His eyes kept looking over at me, smiling as he defiled my one and only girlfriend.

​“Get down on your knees, baby. I want him to see how a bull gets treated.” he said, pressing down on the top of her head as she lowered herself obediently. I couldn’t look away, and she unbuttoned the front of his jeans, rubbing over top of his insane bulge before tugging his pants and underwear down.

​“Look at it Nicky, isn’t it huge?” she asked, playfully wagging it back and forth and staring at it like it was the greatest thing.

​“Yeah, little Nicky. Isn’t it huge?” he asked, chuckling. I glanced down at it, and felt my erection kicking in. I nodded my head without saying a word, watching helplessly as she stroked and kissed his cock, lubing it with spit and hungrily sucking his balls.

​“Mmm…”

​“God I love the way you suck. Such a perfect little whore.” he said, gathering her hair up into a ponytail and using it as a handle. He was so direct and aggressive, so fully in control. It was yet another reason for me to hate him, to feel jealous of his superiority over me.

​“Yes, daddy. I just want to please you.” she said. It hurt worse knowing it could have been me, if only I’d have had the guts to admit that I wanted a blowjob. Instead, I was hiding my erection and praying I didn’t cum in my pants.

​“Choke yourself on it, don’t you dare hold back on me.”

​“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!” her throat squished as saliva dripped from her chin. I reached into my pants, gently touching my dick while he degraded my girlfriend. It felt like she was lost to me, at least sexually.

​“I’m ready to cum. I want you to sit on it, and milk it out with your tight little cunt.” he said, using his hair handle to lift her from her knees. Sheryl stripped down like it was a time trial, hopping into his lap and kissing him deeply as she grinded until his oversized cock found the hole. My view was directly behind her, on the chair against the wall. The pressure in my cock was unbearable, begging for stimulation but unable to handle it.

​“It’s so big, daddy.”

​“That’s right. You better fucking cum for that cock.” he said, gripping her neck and slipping his fingers into her mouth. She only rode harder, seemingly turned on by his aggressive treatment. I stared at her plump ass, jiggling as she bounced. There was no way to avoid his throbbing member, as it was splitting her in half, his swollen balls bouncing in rhythm with her hungry hips.

​“Oh, fuck! Don’t stop!” she called out, spurring the most jealous, possessive feeling I’d ever experienced, coupled with an equal level of arousal. There wasn’t a damn thing I could do about it, I could only accept my position as a cuck, admitting that watching in the corner was as good as it was ever going to get for me.

​“Do it! Make me cum.” he said, slapping her ass with both hands and digging into two handfuls, spreading her cheeks and showcasing her tight little asshole as he pushed it deeper, thrusting from the bottom as he arrived. Sheryl lost it, tossing back her head and letting him finish inside her.

​“Nnn…” I moaned in near silence, too scared to make a noise because I didn’t want to anger him. The cum dribbled out, running over my hand as I seized in place, wishing I could feel what Brock was experiencing.

​The awkwardness skyrocketed for me after I came, as clarity and shame came rushing in to replace my horniness. It was clear who the winner and loser were in the situation, as I held my shrinking cock in my hand, he held her tits and made heavy eye contact. I guess the act of sex could be very bonding, because they were entirely unconcerned with me, and only with each other. It was like they were in love, at least temporarily.

​I used the opportunity to try and sneak off, because I needed to clean myself up. Brock never missed a chance to rub it in, and made no exception even after fucking my girlfriend right in front of me.

​“Hey Nicholas, where are you going?” he asked, causing me to pause.

​“To the bathroom to clean up.” I said, feeling extremely vulnerable with my pants down, especially with his dick fully hard and still on display.

​“You should clean him up first. Bulls go first, cuckolds get sloppy seconds.” Sheryl said, finally turning her head to look at me. “Isn’t that what all your videos are? Cucks cleaning up the creampie? Come here, lick it up.”

​“Oh, erm, yeah, you’re right. Sorry.” I reluctantly approached them, lowering myself as she opened her legs for me. Her lips were swollen, wet and leaking cum. “Okay. Here I go.”

​“Thanks for hooking me up with your girl, dude. I never realized you could be so cool.” Brock said, pushing my face into her cunt. I lapped away, trying to get used to the taste of a semen filled pussy.

​“You’re welcome. No problem.” I said, slurping his slimy cum out of her while she giggled. It was an act of pure humiliation, but my arousal system reacted anyway. I kept going, becoming erect even though I’d just ejaculated.

​“Clean him up too. There’s still cum on his cock.” she said. It felt like she was feeding off his energy, becoming a vulture as well. Still, I felt compelled to obey her, to follow through with my side of the agreement.

​“You’re such a bitch, dude.” he said, holding himself by the base as I leaned in slowly. My mind went blank, and I wanted to do it. I hated Brock, but couldn’t deny the perfection of his hard, veiny dick. I wanted it in my mouth, and I parted my lips to swallow the tip.

​“Holy shit. This is crazy.” Sheryl said, reacting to the oddity of the situation.

​“That’s not bad, actually.” he laughed, pulling Sheryl in for a kiss while I gave his cock and balls a tongue bath. I gave into the submission, the shame, and humiliation. I gave into the pleasure, stroking myself to completion while sucking his big bully dick for the first time. It felt like where I belonged, on my knees and sucking balls, cumming alone while he enjoyed what could have been mine.

​“Mmm…” I moaned, shifting their attention over to me. I felt dizzy, like I was cock drunk or something.

​“Alright, dude. That’s enough, go clean up, and leave us the fuck alone unless we need you to make pizza rolls or some shit.” he said, pushing my head away. It snapped me back to reality, because I was so lost in blowing him.

​“Yes sir.” I said, scurrying out of the room and into the bathroom. There were so many thoughts running through my head, and I took a shower so they could enjoy their privacy. I’d let things go too far, I was becoming addicted. It felt almost vindicating, finally getting a form of sexual gratification. If I had to be a cuck in order to get it, then so be it. I wanted to be their cuckold, the one on the receiving end of their meanness and hedonistic pleasures.

Chapter 5 - Sheryl

There was an addicting quality to being a hotwife, and things only escalated. Brock was an incredible lover, and I grew accustomed to his size and prowess. Any chance I had of being attracted to Nicky was long gone by the time I was repeatedly fucked into oblivion and beyond.

It started making sense, how Nicky and I were actually a compatible pair, just as long as our agreement stayed in place. For him, getting to see my sexual side while letting other men perform for him was fulfilling. There was no question he enjoyed it.

As for me, I had sexual freedom and a loving partner. He was supportive, waited on me hand and foot, and was by and large completely submissive to my desires. It took a while for my annoyance to wear off with him, as I’d been worn out by his over apologetic nature and lack of decision making. Luckily, Brock fucked the tension out of me until there wasn’t a hint of worry or stress in my entire body.

That’s when I warmed back up to him, realizing how different he was from the awful guys I’d been dating. Even with Brock, he was great in bed, but I couldn’t see myself being serious with him. He served a clear purpose in my life, and it was a mutually beneficial exchange. Same with Nicholas, except he was my actual partner.

Brock was a bit of a flake, and wouldn’t always show up when we were supposed to have a session. He eventually violated his probation, and had to go to jail for six months. Nicky and I had learned to mesh by that point, and I simply found another bull right away. It wasn’t hard, and I didn’t even have to leave the dorm to do it. I didn’t consider him a replacement, more of a short term stand in while Brock did his time.

His name was Jeffery, and he happened to be Nicky’s friend and roommate. When it came to our cuckolding agreement, the rules were simple. I chose my own bull, and no one was off limits. As the hotwife, it was my own responsibility to fulfill my sexual needs, and it didn’t make sense for me to have to listen to anyone else telling me who I could and couldn’t have sex with. It was like a seperate relationship, and I had permission to fill that role however I saw fit.

Jeffery was similar to Nicholas in a lot of ways, except that he wasn’t as socially awkward, and he didn’t have the annoying habit of apologizing for breathing wrong. There was something more upbeat about him, something charming and naive. They got along great, and we often hung out as a trio when Brock wasn’t around.

I started feeling the attraction as soon as Brock went away. Suddenly, Jeffery was the strongest man that I spent time with, and I began wondering what type of lover he might be. He was single, and I could tell by the way he looked at me that he secretly wanted me. I started dressing in my most provocative attire, bending over in front of him, and giving him plenty of chances to undress me with his eyes.

It was a friday night and we were supposed to watch a movie, so I sent Nicholas out to get snacks and refreshments. The moment he left, I crawled into Jeffery’s lap, mounting him on the couch and looking into his eyes.

“You know that Nicholas is a cuckold, right?” I asked.

“No. I had no idea.” he said. Jeffery was single and didn’t get a lot of girls, but at least he wasn’t a virgin.

“Well, he is. I’ve been thinking about it a lot, and I’d like you to be my bull for a while. I think it would be really fun if we were like friends with benefits.” I said.

“Wow. That’s really flattering, but are you sure Nicholas is okay with this?” he asked. He didn’t make me get off of his lap, but he seemed nervous about doing the wrong thing.

“I have full permission to choose my own partners. He likes it. It turns him on.” I said, knowing it was true. He’d already lived through watching his high school tormenter become his bull, so I knew he could handle watching the same thing happen with his roommate. Besides, we’d already discussed it. It wasn’t his responsibility or right as the cuckold to tell his hotwife what to do.

“Holy shit, this is crazy. You’re so hot.”

“So you’ll do it?” I asked, having gone several weeks without sex because of Brock’s failed drug test. After getting it multiple times a day, it was kind of like being forced to detox on the spot, and I was practically starved for intimate touch.

“Fucking right I will.” he said, a wide smile forming across his face. It was the first time we’d really touched each other, and sitting on him, and being so close got me in the mood. I knew Nicholas would be home soon, and I wanted him to walk in on us.

I took off my shirt, and his eyes went wide. By the time I unclasped my bra, his face was buried between my tits. There was a huge rush of excitement, the jolt of adrenaline from knowing I was about to experience a new lover. It was easier with Jeffery than it had been with Brock, at least that first time, because we’d already developed a rapport and comfortability together.

“I need it, baby. Take it out. Let me have it.” I said, climbing down from his lap, and lowering myself between his legs. Jeffery didn’t hesitate to pull his dick out, and I showed him my appreciation right away.

“Oh my God, Sheryl. This is so hot.” he said, moaning as I wrapped my lips around his throbbing erection. He wasn’t excessively hung like Brock, but he was perfectly adequate, especially in my state of need.

“Yes, baby. I know. I’ve wanted to fuck you for weeks, I can’t stop thinking about it.” I said, making a popping sound as I sucked on his testicles. I loved seeing how hard he got for me, and hearing his reactive moans as I showed him all of the skills I’d developed while playing with my other bull.

Nicky’s Porsche had a distinctive sound, and I knew exactly when he pulled into the driveway. I was enjoying showing off for Jeffery, but I wanted him to be inside me when Nicky returned. I wanted him to see me taking his roommate’s cock.

Chapter 6 - Nicholas

I was in a chipper mood, as my favorite nights were the ones where we stayed in, hung out, and enjoyed ourselves without the presence of Brock. Don’t get me wrong, I loved watching them together, but there was something special about our time alone. With Brock locked away, I thought I had plenty of time to bond with her, and I thought, maybe I’d even lose my virginity before he got out.

It was difficult to get my key into the door, because I was carrying three bags of all of her favorite snacks. There was a six pack of soda, bags of chips, popcorn, sour candies, chocolates, and even cookies.

The door swung open, and I struggled inside. The sound of flesh slapping together caught my attention, and when I looked up, Jeffrey was naked except for his t-shirt, standing on his tippy toes behind Sheryl, who was bent over the armrest of the couch being pounded.

“Oh, fuck! Harder, baby. Harder!” she exclaimed, turning her devious smile in my direction. She looked gorgeous, and no words came out of my mouth when I tried to open it.

“I’m trying, baby, but it’s so tight. I’m gonna cum.”

“Yes, baby. Fill me. I want your cum.” she said, turning her head to look back at him. Jeffrey held onto her lower back, thrusting fervently so that her bare breasts swayed from the pressure. My cock moved to full attention, and I pulled it out after dropping the bags on the floor.

“Oh my God, fuck. I’m gonna…I’m gonna fucking cum!” Jeffrey seized in place, throwing his head back as he arrived, still power humping his way through his orgasm. Sheryl loved his reaction, twerking on his cock and letting him erupt inside her. I spit onto my cock, furiously stroking because I knew it was my only opportunity.

“Ughn…” I groaned, easily bringing myself to completion. I’d tried nudging things in that direction with her, but she didn’t like being touched at night, hated cuddling, and didn’t consider my sexual needs her responsibility. They were mine, and that was a cross I willingly bore.

I didn’t necessarily love that she chose him as her next bull, because it shut down any possibility of me getting laid. It was probably a pipe dream anyway, I told myself, and decided to be supportive. At least my friend was getting laid.

I struggled internally, watching them go through their little honeymoon phase of love making. Typically we went to her place, but once she started fucking Jeffrey, that stopped. It was my dorm every night, and she couldn’t seem to get enough of his cock.

The months went by, and I became fully immersed in the lifestyle of cuckolding. The jealousy went away, along with the feelings of resentment and jealousy. I lived for their sexual escapades, as I lived vicariously through them. They were mine as well.

I fell deeper and deeper in love with my hotwife, and it wasn’t long before she fell pregnant. That’s when the depth of our commitment for each other came to the forefront, and she told me that I had to make a choice. I could sign the birth certificate, and take full responsibility as the father of the child, or we could break up and she would determine which of the bulls was the biological dad and go from there.

After thinking about it for a couple days, the answer was clear for me. I couldn’t lose her, and wouldn’t dream of giving up such a perfect hotwife. We made our agreement, and that’s exactly what we did. And finally, after the baby was born, she took my virginity. It was the most epic moment of my life, and she lets me have sex with her once every couple of months now. I’m the happiest and luckiest man in the world.
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Gullible Hotwife

Chad and Lily are happily married, but can't seem to connect in the bedroom. He suspects the problem stems from their twenty five year age gap, and a lack of physical attraction on her end.

He can't stop thinking about pleasing her, but knows he can't do it himself.

Chad confesses his longest held fantasy, cuckolding, and suggests they try it out to spice things up. Lily is lukewarm on the idea, but heats up around quickly after being tempted with the most eligible bachelors from his circle of wealthy friends.
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Stolen by a Nerd - Hotwife Pregnancy

Brock is the university's star quarterback, and has a three month rule when it comes to dating. He's breaking it for Lilly, a cheerleader, because he still hasn't convinced her to indulge his ultimate fantasy with one of his buddies from the team.

Lilly has a 4.0 GPA, and takes her future very seriously. While she likes the idea of becoming a hotwife, she isn't sure if she can step that far outside of her comfort zone. Brock keeps badgering her, until one night, on a whim, she suggests that she try hooking up with Gilby, his math nerd tutor and roommate. After all, he's quite harmless, and she feels comfortable with him.

Brock scoffs at the idea, because he's a nerd and there's no way he could satisfy her. They make a friendly wager, and she goes over to sit down with him. Gilby is hesitant at first, but gets into it as soon as Brock says it's okay. When Lilly pulls it out, they can only stare in awe at the biggest dick either of them has ever seen, and Brock feels instant regret at his decision.

Stolen by a nerd involves unconventional relationships, and an improbable romance.
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Perfect Temptation

Keri wants to spice things up in the bedroom with her husband Joseph, and has been conditioning him with the idea of being with another woman. She doesn't know why, but the idea of seeing him with someone else turns her on to no end.

They go for a weekend vacation, and she invites the new girl from the office, a gorgeous, twenty something blonde who is fully on board with Keri's naughty plan.

Joseph is hesitant, and doesn't want to cause a rift in their wonderful marriage, but that's only before he's faced with the perfect temptation.
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Hotwife Unhinged 

Gray knows Haley married him for his money, and feels too old to keep up with her. He's tired of leaving her unsatisfied, as it's starting to take a toll on her. 

For his birthday, he asks that she cater to his longest held fantasy. He might not be able to do it himself, but he knows someone who can. 

Haley has never considered something like this before, but wants to please her husband. When she finds out about the Bull he has in mind, she can't help getting a little unhinged. 
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Hotwife Agreement 

Kynzie is new to the world of modeling and online influencing, and her boyfriend Ryan doesn't like it one bit. The only reason he doesn't say anything is because he's not working, and she pays all the bills. 

After a long weekend photo shoot, she comes home to discover that he's been cheating, and spending what little money he has on purchasing content from other girls. She's livid, and kicks him out of the apartment so she can process how to move forward. Her new friend Morgan comes over right away, and they devise a plan for dealing with Ryan. 

Kynzie tells Ryan he can sleep on the couch, because he has nowhere else to go, but he's forbidden from entering the bedroom. Morgan brings her boyfriend, and a fellow influencer named Theo. 

It's a double date at the apartment, and Ryan can only watch in horror as their flirtation escalates past the point of no return, and all of his deepest fears are realized before his very eyes. 
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Behind Closed Doors 

Jared is dating Katie and it's going nowhere. She's very religious, and far more conservative than he is. Her mother is always around, guarding her and ensuring they never get a chance to be alone. 

Karen pulls him aside during Bible study at their house, explaining that she knows he has needs, but that he must suppress them around Katie. She takes him to her bedroom, and shuts the large wooden double doors behind them. 

This is a story about what happens once they’re closed. 
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