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Some cuckolds are born. Some are made. I guess that I was a bit of both.

There are many places for cuckolded husbands to hang around the internet and discuss matters of mutual interest with like-minded men – usually while our wives are out of the house, fulfilling our greatest fantasies – and I’ve learned that guys like me share exactly one thing in common with one another. We can all recall the moment a switch was flipped inside our minds, the instant we realized that something society deems unacceptable was actually supremely erotic and intensely thrilling. That’s the moment when the cuckold fetish first creeps into your life and sinks its fangs into your flesh. We all experience it differently.

I talk with a lot of guys online about our wants, needs, loves, and lives. Some of them might be talking total BS for all I know – it is the internet, after all; everything should be taken with a generous fistful of salt – but a lot of the stories seem to match up. Some guys fell into the fetish through outside interference and without being aware of it until much later. These guys usually discovered a wife or girlfriend cheating on them and chose to embrace the unique and deeply intoxicating mixture of shame, humiliation, inadequacy, and jealous excitement that such an experience leaves on them. I’ve talked to a lot of guys who discovered that they were cuckolds long before there were communities for men like us to meet and talk about it openly and honestly. These guys have gone through the wringer and come out the other side with a whole new take on relationships.

There are other guys who realized that they prefer watching to taking part. The explosive rise of internet pornography has had a huge impact in this area. So many guys watch porn almost every day, slowly falling under its spell. Soon they can only get off to the absurdly graphic images and visuals porn provides – the feeling isn’t as exciting as the sight. This has a strange new effect on the way they view porn, too. They begin to imagine their wives, girlfriends, childhood sweethearts, office crushes, even vacation romances in the faces of those beautiful starlets. Before they’re even aware of what’s happening, the image of their own loved one being railed by a big, thick cock is the only thought that makes them climax. It’s a small step from there to finding a way to make the fantasy become reality.

Other guys are like me. They experienced a profoundly erotic experience at a key point in their sexual development, an experience that fundamentally altered their perception of women; of sexual prowess; and the kind of man they wanted to be. These stories can be more straightforward, but no less interesting – one guy I know has an early childhood memory of walking in on his mom and dad having sex, only to be pushed out of the room. This made him grow up under the impression that sex was something that only happens to other people, not him. I know another guy who recalls hiding in his high school crush’s closet at a party and watching the girl he adored make out with another man. That image was so intense and profound that it completely changed everything he thought he knew about his own sex drive.

We’re all very lucky men to have found women that go along with our fantasies like this. There are plenty of women in the world who would find it gross or unpleasant to be shared with other guys; women who scoff at the idea of an open relationship; women for whom marriage is an everlasting bon between two people, no matter what. I understand where those women are coming from, but I feel deeply sorry for them. They will never understand the utter pleasure of sheer sexual freedom or the bliss that comes with never having to apologize or worry about what their husband might think. I know my wife sure doesn’t.

So today – while my wife is out on a date with someone she met over Tinder – I want to tell you my story. This is not how I became a cuckold, but the story of how that fetish first bared its fangs and trapped me in its grip. Any man could become a cuckold, given the chance – how many tens of thousands of men already are cuckolds, but have no idea? How many of those men would embrace this liberating lifestyle if they knew about it?

My story is like so many others I’ve read online from other blissfully happy cuckolded husbands. Even though I’m pushing fifty now, I can vividly recall my first experience in the world of cuckolding with crystal clarity. Even thinking about it now, decades after it first happened, I’m getting excited. But my wife has locked my cock away and taken the key on her date. It’s our way of keeping me honest while she lives dishonestly. When she gets home, she will humiliate me over and over while I thank her for every second of it. I will beg to clean her cheating holes and I will listen in rapturous, agonized delight while she explains in graphic detail how much better a lover her date was compared to me. Maybe – if I’m lucky – she will even show me some pictures or videos of the things they did together behind my back.

Many people would probably be appalled to have a husband like that. But not my wife. She understands my needs and embraces them. I’ve always been like this, as far back as I can remember. This is the story of how I became the man I am today.

 

****

 

I was fresh out of high school. Clean-faced and on the cutting edge of cool – or as cool as any high school kid could be over thirty years ago. It was the summer before my group of friends splintered off and went to colleges across the country or took jobs in our hometown while they figured out what they wanted to do with their lives. We knew this was going to the last real summer together and wanted to make it count, so we did what any other group of barely-adult men would do. We went to Europe for a week.

The week was a total blast. The drinking age in Europe was lower than back home, and we made the most of it. If we weren’t drinking, we were partying all over town. Some of my friends slept with multiple women on the trip. I was still a virgin at the time, but even I managed to get to second base with a couple of different girls. And European women were so much hotter than the girls I knew back home. Pretty, leggy, beautiful, and always down to party. The beers were stupidly cheap, and the parties never seemed to stop. I think I slept a grand total of one or two hours each night of the trip. We got home at seven each morning and started fresh again from eight the next morning. It was one of the best times of my life.

Up until the fourth night, I was convinced that my virginity would be history by the end of the vacation. It was the law of averages – the more time I spent in the company of drunk girls, the higher the odds of eventually getting laid. At least, that was my way of thinking until that fourth night. That was when everything changed for me. Forever.

It was close to midnight. We were in a nightclub, the music pounding, the floor vibrating, the bass notes ringing in my ears. The floor was sticky with spilled drinks and the atmosphere was thick with pleasure. People were starting to pair off and make out. Men and women were grinding their bodies together, practically dry-humping in the middle of the room, surrounding by eager witnesses. Lust hung heavy in the air.

But I wasn’t part of it. I was stood to the side of the dancefloor with yet another drink in my hand, watching the night unfold. My buddy TJ was with me, nodding his head in time with the music.

‘See anyone you like?’ he said, almost yelling into my ear to be heard over the steady thump-thump-thump of the music.

I shrugged. Sure, there were plenty of girls who looked good, but they were either already with someone, or dancing with their friends.

‘Yeah, same,’ TJ said. ‘You wanna blow this place and go somewhere else?’

I nodded. Downed the rest of my drink. Waved goodnight to our friends. Followed TJ through the heaving club, down the crowded stairs, and outside into the warm night air.

‘Where did you have in mind?’ I asked, thinking he wanted to go to one of the other clubs in the area.

‘There’s a place I’ve seen,’ he said, with a mischievous smirk, ‘that we haven’t been yet.’

He gestured off toward a side road heading away from the main streets, into the darker, more seedy side of town. I remember feeling a hint of trepidation about what he had in mind. The back roads were probably dangerous places for two young, half-drunk tourists to be late at night. I almost tried to convince him not to go. I’m glad as all hell now that I didn’t. Who knows what my life would have become if he hadn’t taken me down that shadowy back street?

I followed him down the uneven cobble-stone streets, trying not to stumble over dips and crevices that I couldn’t see. Once or twice I asked him if really knew the way. TJ always answered in the same way.

‘Yeah, I’ve seen it before down here. I know it’s this way.’

Eventually I stopped asking and simply trusted that he knew what he was doing. I had no idea that my friend had explored this part of the town before, but I guess we’d all wandered around after stumbling out of the clubs and trying to find cab rides back to the hotel. The sound of urban nightlife slowly faded away behind us. After a while, all I could hear was our own footsteps clapping against the cobbles.

Finally, TJ spoke up. ‘This is the place.’ He was excited.

I looked around but couldn’t see a club. I couldn’t hear any music or dancing people. If this was the right place, it wasn’t what I expected. I asked TJ what kind of club he had taken us to.

‘I never said it was a club,’ he said, again with that smirk. ‘No, we’re gonna have a party.’

Ahead of us was a dark building that looked the same as all the others. Dim lights glowed from behind heavy drapes across two floors. A single doorway stood open, a red light glowing inside. There was a blue neon sign mounted on the wall that promised the treasures lying within:

GIRLS.

That was about the time I realized the kind of place that TJ wanted to party. I think I laughed in disbelief. But he was deadly serious.

‘Why not?’ he said. ‘We’re young, we’re clean, nobody’s ever gonna know. What’s the harm?’

I tried to argue for a moment or two, dancing around the elephant in the dark alleyway. But TJ countered every one of my feeble arguments. What did it matter how late it was, or how much we’d had to drink? He flat-out laughed at my suggestion that going to a brothel was somehow wrong or unseemly. He beat down every single objection I raised, until I finally had to admit the real reason for my discomfort – I didn’t want to lose my virginity to a hooker.

I expected him to laugh at me or make some stupid joke. After all, TJ had lost his virginity before we even came on this trip and had already hooked up with two other girls in the past few days. But he didn’t. Instead, my friend’s face turned serious.

‘That’s more reason to go in,’ he said. ‘Think of it like this – do you want your first time to be awkward and fumbling and embarrassing, like mine was, or do you want it to be really memorable? You could fuck some girl who barely knows what to do, or you could spend some quality time with a real pro and learn a thing or two about pleasing women.’

I couldn’t argue with that. His logic was sound. But he persisted anyway.

‘Besides,’ he said, ‘think of it as a practice run. This way, you’ll be so much better when the real first time comes along. How cool will it be to tell a girl that it’s your first time and then fuck her brains out?’

‘Pretty cool,’ I mumbled.

‘Right? So don’t think of it as losing your virginity to a hooker. Instead, look at it as learning from the best. Plus…’ his smirk returned, ‘these chicks are Asian. You ever been with an Asian girl?’

I shook my head.

‘Me neither. It’s on my bucket list. So, you in or you out?’

I stood there for a moment in the dark alley, looking at the dim red light softly glowing from inside the open doorway. I remember trying to weigh up the options, but my mind was already decided. He had sold me on the promise of good sex with a skilful woman and this thoughtful introspection was all for show. I let him wait for a few seconds in silence, then I made the decision that changed my life forever.

‘Okay,’ I said. ‘Let’s go.’

TJ grinned and slapped me on the back. We walked to the open doorway and stepped inside.

 

****

 

I’ve been in three different brothels – or whorehouses, massage parlours, whatever you want to call them – in my life, but you never forget your first. The other two joints were both totally different to that first one. The massage parlour pretended to be a real, legitimate business, with a woman who rubbed oil into her hands and attempted to give me a really shitty back massage before asking pointedly if there was anything else she could do for me. The other place was dark, drab, and smelled like cleaning products. The brothel that TJ and I entered that night so many years ago was a curious place. It exuded sex and lust from every lick of dark paint and smoothly waxed floorboard, yet it felt like a legitimate place rather than a seedy dive.

The lights inside were dim and red. We walked through the door and approached a single counter than reminded me of a hotel lobby, but without the spit and polish. A sharp-faced Asian woman somewhere in her fifties sat behind the desk, wearing a Japanese-style kimono that glowed bright red under the lights. She offered us a smile that did not reach her eyes. Something told me not to fuck with this woman. She might be a lot older than me, but I got the sense that she could kick my ass before I blinked. You don’t run a brothel in a tourist trap town without knowing how to break a few bones. There were no obvious security guards around, so she had to be able to look after herself.

‘You here for party?’ she said in broken English, instinctively knowing our native tongue just by looking at us. ‘You want good time?’

‘Yes, we are,’ TJ said, taking over the role of negotiator. ‘My friend here has never been with a woman before. Do you have a special girl for him?’

‘Oh!’ The woman’s eyes widened a little and her smile grew a fraction warmer. ‘A cherry boy, huh?’

TJ laughed and slapped me on the shoulder. I laughed, too.

‘Yeah,’ TJ said. ‘He’s a cherry boy. Do you have a cherry girl for him?’

The woman nodded. ‘I have many girl. You like tall, small, fat, thin, black, white – I have all. I am Madam Yao. You come for good time, cherry boy?’

I nodded. ‘Yeah, I want a good time.’

‘I give you special girl for cherry.’ Madam Yao nodded, already satisfied with herself. Then she turned her attention to TJ. ‘What about you? Not cherry boy?’

‘No.’ TJ shook his head. ‘But I’ve never been with an Asian girl…’

Madam Yao stood up, repeating our order as though this was a restaurant and not a house of sin. ‘Cherry girl for cherry boy and Asian girl for you. You want bath after?’

TJ looked at me, then answered for the both of us. ‘Yeah, that would be great.’

Madam Yao crossed her arms, looking at each of us in turn. Then she declared the price. ‘Two hundred fifty each.’

I almost laughed. Two hundred and fifty of the local currency was about fifteen bucks. I was going to lose my virginity to a beautiful Asian girl for less than the cost of a tank of gas. It was too good to be true. I would soon learn that it was absolutely too damn good to be true.

We handed over our money. Madam Yao snatched the bills away and tucked them into a pocket somewhere on her robe. She nodded and stepped around the desk and gestured for us to follow her to a door at the back of the room. TJ grinned at me like a guy who just won the lottery. He was enjoying this. His enthusiasm even started to rub off on me. It was surreal, yet totally amazing. I was nervous, but excited. All the drink seemed to have flushed out of my system now. I wasn’t sober, but I felt clear-headed and able to think. My mind was filled with all kinds of crazy ideas about what kind of girl was about to have sex with me. She’d be beautiful, with full lips and big breasts, and an ass that could make me explode just looking at it. The perfect kind of woman for my practice run.

Madam Yao opened the door and we followed her into a hallway. Aside from the soft orange lighting and deep shadows, it was like any hallway in any hotel in the world. There were no pictures on the walls or furniture stands carrying flowers. Through the walls, I could hear the muffled sounds of feminine moans and squeaking bedframes. My cock liked the sound of that.

We stopped in front of a door on the left of the hallway. Madam Yao unlocked it with a key and gestured for TJ to enter.

‘You go in,’ she said. ‘Get undressed. Wait.’

TJ shot me a final grin and a wink, then disappeared inside. Madam Yao closed the door behind him and walked up the hallway a few steps, then stopped again by the next room. She unlocked the door and pushed it open with a smile.

‘Cherry boy,’ she said, almost teasing me with her tone. ‘You undress and wait. I send special girl.’

I walked past her into the room, feeling her eyes raking up and down my back. The door clicked shut behind me, muffling all the noise. The only sound was that of my footsteps on the floor. The room was a little bigger than my bedroom at home but missing all the comforts. There was a bed against the far wall, under a blacked-out window. In the middle of the room was a sturdy-looking massage table. On the left wall – the wall I shared with TJ – was a large mirror, perfect for watching yourself in action. It was lit from above by a fake chandelier throwing soft mood lighting around. This room was basic but functional, just straddling the line between seedy and sexual. It was the perfect space for a nervous tourist to pop his cherry.

A moment or two passed as I looked around at the room. Then I started to take my clothes off, as instructed. I kicked off my shoes and pants and socks and shirt, until I stood there in just my shorts. That was when I hesitated. Was I supposed to be naked when the girl came in? Would she expect to find me naked and waiting for her?

In the end, I didn’t take off my shorts. I sat on the edge of the massage table, looking at my reflection, wondering if I would somehow look different after this experience. A few quiet minutes passed. Then I heard muffled sounds through the wall next door – TJ’s voice, and the voice of a woman. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but the fact that he had gotten started already made my pulse quicken. My life was going to change any second now. Any second now. Any second.

The door opened and I jumped to attention, standing on the wood floorboards in my bare feet and staring at the woman who would change my life. My jaw dropped open as she walked through the door and looked us both in the room together. She was better than any woman I could have imagined. She looked about my age. Flawless porcelain skin. Jet black hair that reached her shoulders, swept back behind her ears. Deep, dark eyes. A pretty smile. Full lips. Firm breasts. Slender waist. Seductive hips. Smooth, soft legs. She wore a kimono like the Madam, only this one was tied loosely at the waist, allowing a generous slash of bare skin to shine through at her shoulders and thighs. She was barefoot, her toes painted a deep red color. She was the absolute image of a seductive foreign beauty.

My jaw hung open. I probably looked like a drooling idiot. She giggled. The sound was like wind chimes. Everything about her was perfect. She stood a few feet away from me, toying with the edge of her sleeves in shyness.

‘I am Fumiko,’ she said, her English better than the Madam’s, but still fragmented. I didn’t care. It sounded adorable coming out of her mouth. ‘I am cherry girl. This my first time.’

It was totally implausible that a girl like her, working in a place like this, could ever be a virgin. But she made it seem believable through her fractured English and shy demeanour. I looked her up and down several times, hardly able to believe that this beautiful, exquisite flower of a girl could be mine for a while.

‘I’m cherry boy,’ I said, my brain utterly empty.

She giggled and slowly turned on the spot, the kimono flaring out slightly at the base. She rotated once, showing me everything she had to offer.

‘You like?’ she said.

I nodded. Couldn’t really do anything else. There I was, standing in my pants, while the most beautiful woman I had ever seen before asked if she was good enough for me. It was utterly surreal. She walked a little closer to me, smiling brightly.

‘You want me to touch you?’ She batted her eyelashes at me, as though there was even the remotest possibility that I would say no. ‘I help you relax first, okay?’

I nodded. She gestured for me to lie down on the massage table. I climbed up and rolled onto my front, my face in the little hole. She stepped up close. Through my tiny circle of vision, I could see her elegant legs as she stood over me. There was a moment of silence. Then she placed her small hands on my back and I damn near melted into the table.

She wasn’t just a good masseuse, she was gifted. It felt like an angel was gliding across my skin. Her hands were small and warm, strong and firm. To this day, I have never had anyone touch me like she did. I was in heaven.

Fumiko gently moved around my body. She started at my shoulders and walked around the table, massaging different parts of me as she went. It was sensational. She ran down my legs, my feet, even my arms. As she ran her hands over me, all the resistance flowed out of my body. She could have done anything to me in that moment and would have even thought about stopping her.

Finally, she finished her slow, methodical lap of my body and asked me to roll over. I did, with a big, goofy smile on my face. This was it. She was going to make me a man. She loosened the knot on her kimono, letting the fabric part a little wider. I could see her flat, perfect stomach and the hint of her breasts and the dark thatch of hair at her cleft.

‘I heard American men are big,’ she said, with a shy bite of her bottom lip. ‘You be gentle with me?’

I nodded. I couldn’t imagine hurting such a precious creature as her. It would be like painting a moustache on the Mona Lisa.

She climbed onto the massage table and straddled me. This was the closest I had ever been to a girl before. Second base was one thing, but having a willing, sexy woman sitting on top of me was totally different. She leaned forward and kissed me on the cheek. She slid down my body, her dark hair trailing over my bare chest. I was awash with erotic tingles and blissful pleasure. I desperately wanted to be inside this woman, to give her my virginity.

But, alas, fate had other plans for me.

Fumiko moved down my body, until she was sitting on my thighs, her hands resting on my shorts. I had to fight not to tremble. I was nervous, excited, embarrassed, and barely holding it all together. She was a goddess descending from Mount Olympus and I was a mere mortal.

She gently slid her fingertips into the elastic of my shorts and slowly eased them down. My body tensed. I gripped the massage bed tight. She smiled at me, reassuring me, as the shorts came down. I felt my manhood spring free. Her gaze shifted from my face, eyes swinging south.

I will never forget what happened next.

The smile on her face froze for a moment. Her eyes widened. She frowned. She looked back up at me. Then down at my erection. For a brief second, I thought she was going to make that stereotypical, exaggerated porno reaction. You know the one – Oh, mister, you’re so big!

But she didn’t.

My perfect goddess looked down at my full, thick, throbbing manhood in disbelief. She turned her head this way and that, assessing it from every angle. Then she looked into my eyes and said, ‘Where is rest of it?’

‘Huh?’

‘American men are big,’ she said. ‘You not big. Where is big dick?’

I hemmed and hawed and felt my stomach sinking and my heart breaking. Was she really saying this? Was I really that small? She was the first woman to ever see my naked penis and she didn’t look pleased or impressed.

‘How can I take cherry when you so small?’ she said.

I felt like the world was opening underneath me and I was falling into a deep, deep pit of despair. It was like all the worst-case scenarios and nightmares were coming true at the same time.

‘I am big,’ I said, looking down myself. I couldn’t see what the problem was. It was my dick, I’d known it all my life. I had no idea there was anything wrong with it.

‘No, you small.’

Fumiko climbed off me. She pulled the sash tighter around her waist, closing the kimono again. She padded across the room and opened the door. I sat up; dumbfounded; crushed; humiliated. What had just happened? I was so close to something wonderful and it had shattered in my hands.

The door opened again, and Fumiko returned, Madam Yao behind her. The older woman’s face was dark and clouded by anger. They were bickering in a language I couldn’t understand. But I could understand the gesture Fumiko was making – holding up one hand, finger and thumb close together. I climbed off the massage table, clutching my underwear, trying to preserve a fragment of my shrinking dignity. Madam Yao glared at me. She snapped her fingers. Pointed at my shorts. Pointed to the floor. I swallowed and dropped my underwear and stood in front of the two women totally naked, penis quickly deflating in shame.

Madam Yao’s eyebrows raised. The anger faded from her face.

‘Cherry boy,’ she said. ‘That why.’

I couldn’t understand what was happening. Tears stabbed my eyes. My cheeks flushed. I wanted to curl into a ball and cry myself to sleep. This couldn’t be real. This was beyond a nightmare.

Madam Yao said something in her native tongue and Fumiko left the room, closing the door as she went. It was just me and the older woman now. All I wanted to do was leave. In the silence that hung between us, I could hear the muffled sounds of sexual pleasure from the room next door. Whatever was happening to TJ, it wasn’t anything like this.

She strode across the room and clamped a hand around the back of my neck, as though I was a naughty child. She laughed as I struggled to break free of her iron grip.

‘Cherry boy,’ she said, in a cruel, mocking tone. ‘So small!’

‘I’m not small!’ I said, my voice almost shrill with embarrassment. ‘I’m normal!’

Madam Yao laughed and dragged me over to the mirror. She pointed at my reflection with her other hand, forcing me to look at my naked self. I didn’t see anything wrong with it. It was my body, I always looked like that. Maybe not with an elderly Asian woman strong-arming me though.

‘Small,’ she said. She reached under the mirror and flicked a switch. Suddenly our reflections faded and the mirror became almost transparent. Now I was looking through a window into the room next door. I was looking at my friend TJ and the girl he was with. They were both on the massage table, him underneath, her riding him so hard that the able was in danger of breaking. But the thing I couldn’t help but see was how goddamn huge his dick was. My friend was packing at least eight inches of pure, solid meat – almost as thick as a goddamn baseball bat. He was easily twice my size in every way. That was the first time I ever saw another man’s hard cock. I stared at them together for a long, terrible moment, the image of his length entering the anonymous girl’s tight Asian slit burning into my brain. I still see it in my dreams sometimes.

‘See?’ Madam Yao’s voice was still cruel and taunting. ‘You small.’

She flicked the switch again. The mirror turned solid again and all I could see was my own pathetic, shrunken manhood. For the first time in my life, I felt totally pathetic and inadequate. I was not a man. I was less than a man.

I thought for a moment that she was going to throw me out of her establishment. But Madam Yao’s voice turned soft for the first time.

‘You kneel, cherry boy,’ she said, releasing her grip on my neck.

I sank to my knees on the floor, naked and ashamed before her. She untied the kimono, chuckling to herself, the wrinkles in her face making her look more amused than she was. She tossed her robe onto the table. She was now wearing a simple black one-piece that looked like a bathing suit. I looked her up and down. Was this how I would lose my virginity? Was this my punishment for upsetting Fumiko?

Madam Yao pointed at her feet. For the first time, I noticed that she wore sandals.

‘Lick,’ she said.

I stared up at her in shock. Before I even knew what was happening, she reached out and slapped my cheek so hard that stars exploded across my vision. She grabbed my hair and pushed my face down into her feet.

‘Lick,’ she said again.

There was no other choice. I opened my mouth and licked her feet. She laughed at me and let go of my head. I didn’t dare to stop or try to pull away. She could easily break a boy like me.

‘Cherry boy good tongue,’ she said. ‘No pussy for you.’

I moaned in embarrassment, but carried on licking, making sure to spend time on each foot. She slipped one foot out of the sandal and shoved her toes into my mouth. I sucked like a good boy. She laughed. I had never been aroused by feet, or even considered them as sexy before this moment. But a lot of things were changing for – and fast.

It’s impossible to describe the shame I felt in that moment. It was excruciating. Not only had two women seen my penis and laughed at it, but I was now forced to kneel and like and much older woman’s feet while she laughed at me. It was probably the most awful moment of my life. But what made it even more shameful was the fact that I felt my cock getting hard again. It was wrong and weird, and I felt like a freak for getting turned on by it.

Madam Yao knew what she was doing to me. She taunted me the entire time I licked her feet, calling me a small cherry boy and telling how big my friend was. What made it even worse was the fact that I could hear TJ fucking his girl in the room next door – she was making so much noise that I wouldn’t believe it was real. But I had seen the size of his cock. I knew those moans weren’t fake.

After several long, excruciating minutes, Madam Yao placed her foot under my chin and tilted me back onto my knees. She looked down at my stiff little cock and laughed again.

‘You like, little boy?’ she said.

I shook my head.

‘You lie.’

She placed her foot on my shoulder and pushed me backward. I fell onto the floor, splayed out naked, my erection slapping me loudly. She stood over me and kicked off her other sandal.

‘No pussy for small boy,’ she said, delighting in my discomfort. ‘Small boy no come.’

She stretched out her leg and began to knead and tease my balls with her foot. That was the first time any woman had ever touched my penis, and it was an older Asian woman’s foot. I could have cried from shame. She teased my balls, stopping every now and then to nudge my stiff manhood with her toes and giggle at my reaction. I didn’t move or stop her or say anything. I let her torment me. Years from that moment, I would beg women to tease me half as good as she did. It was the best and worst feeling in the world.

At the time, though, it was downright awful. She kept teasing me, sometimes applying just enough pressure to my balls to force a gasp, but never letting my cock get soft. I have no idea how long I lay on the floor like that, but my groans of shame soon evolved into moans of humiliated delight.

She saw the change in me, saw that I was beginning to enjoy myself, and abruptly switched tactics. She ordered me to lie on the bed. I almost hurled myself across the room, I couldn’t move fast enough. I lay down on my back, listening as the moans and squeals of passion next door reached a crescendo, and watched Madam Yao approach the bed. She climbed on top and sat on face, facing down my body. She didn’t pull her outfit to the side or anything like that. She just sat on my face, forcing me to smell her without being able to taste. It was torment beyond words. Every now and then she leaned forward and slapped my erection, like a cat playing with a mouse. She wasn’t gentle, either.

Once I tried to touch her legs. She quickly put in my place with a series of quick slaps across my body and genitals. I gasped in pain but couldn’t breathe. She controlled it all. I had never felt so powerless and humiliated and worthless and broken. My cock throbbed harder than ever before.

I thought maybe she wanted me to pleasure her and tried to lick through her outfit. She felt my tongue moving and laughed at me again. I didn’t hear what she said, but she lifted off my face and sat on the edge of the bed. Before I could ask what she wanted me to do, she grabbed my hair and yanked me roughly across her knees, bare ass in the air.

Madam Yao spanked me. There’s no other way to describe what happened. She spanked my ass like I was a naughty child. Each impact hurt more than the one before, some bringing tears to my eyes. Every time I squealed or struggled, she made it hurt more. Eventually I learned to stop resisting and let her spank me. It hurt so much but I loved it. She had my hard little cock trapped between her legs and kept spanking my bare ass until I couldn’t feel my legs anymore. I hated it. I loved it. I almost cried when she stopped.

‘Your friend finished now,’ she said, shoving me off her lap. I crumpled to the floor on my hands and knees. The door opened and I looked up to see another beautiful young woman – not quite as spectacular as Fumiko, but pretty damn close – enter the room. She was naked. Her skin glistened with sweat. I knew in an instant that this was the woman I had seen getting fucked by my friend.

‘Give her a kiss,’ Madam Yao said.

I got to my feet, knees trembling, ass screaming in pain, and approached the pretty young girl. A voice in my head tried to rationalize what was happening, that kissing this girl was my reward for going through with Madam Yao’s torment.

It was not.

As soon as I pressed my lips to hers, I heard the Madam’s wicked cackle and realized that there was a strange taste on my tongue. Thick. Bitter. Salty. I knew what it was without being told. It was come. Not just any come, either. It was TJ’s load; hot and fresh and only just pumped into this pretty girl’s willing mouth. Now she was pushing it into mine.

I struggled, but it was useless. As soon as I knew what was happening, she pulled away, her mouth clean and empty. I gagged and heaved. Madam Yao grabbed my head and clamped her hand over my mouth.

‘Swallow, boy,’ she said. ‘You swallow.’

What choice did I have? It was the cherry on top of this night of bittersweet humiliation. Laughed at, mocked, teased, abused, spanked – and now forced to swallow my friend’s come. It’s no wonder I became a cuckold in my later life.

‘Now you tip.’ Madam Yao released my head with a chuckle.

I spun toward her suddenly, burning hot with anger and shame, fists clenched at my sides. But once again she knew exactly how to stop me dead in my tracks. She grabbed my balls and squeezed hard. I gasped and squealed and struggled. She laughed in my face, enjoying my pain.

‘You tip,’ she said again. ‘You tip good for good time, little cherry boy.’

I nodded, tears in my eyes. She let me go. I grabbed my clothes and pulled out my wallet and gave her another fifty. She stared at me. I added another hundred. She smiled and nodded.

‘Good cherry boy,’ she said. ‘You come back now, okay?’

She left the room, taking the other girl with her. I dressed quickly and wiped the tears out of my eyes and walked out of there. I walked back to the hotel with TJ, listening to him recount how good the sex had been with his girl. He asked me if I had a good time. I said it was perfect. Never told him the truth. It took a while before I understood what had happened to me in that brothel, but now I truly appreciate what those girls did to me. They put me in my place. They showed me what kind of man I was supposed to be.

I never went back like Madam Yao said, but I wish to God now that I had. Who knows what else she would have done to me?

 

****

 

Madam Yao opened a door in my soul that I didn’t know existed. She showed me that I was an inferior man, a pathetic man. She taught me that I love being mocked and taunted and humiliated. My story might be a little be shocking or extreme than most cuckolds experience, but I’m glad it happened this way. If Fumiko hadn’t ran out of the room like that, I might have believed that my tiny cock was good enough to please women. She showed me the truth about love and relationships – that some men are born to please and others were made to serve. I am in the latter camp – and I wouldn’t change it for anything. I love to please my goddess wife and she loves sleeping with as many men as she likes, any time, any place. We have the perfect arrangement.

Thank you, Madam Yao, for making me the man I am today.

 

###
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The Cuckold’s Tale:

Cash, Grass, or Ass

 

‘The three things a trucker wants from hitchers like you,’ he says, ‘are cash, grass, or ass.’

 

Sam and Kirsten have been dating for eighteen months but things aren’t going so well. In a last-ditch effort to get back on track, Sam has persuaded Kirsten to take a road trip with him, where he hopes to rekindle their earlier romance.

 

During their trip, their car breaks down. Stranded and out of options, the two accept a ride from a passer trucker, who explains to them the rules of the road and how he expects to be paid back for giving them a ride…

 

‘What do you mean?’ I say.

‘You know exactly what I mean,’ Dayton says. ‘You gotta give up something. You don’t got money and you don’t got any smokes… that leaves your body.’

‘Me?’ I say, horrified.

Dayton laughs, ‘No, not you, dipshit! I’m talking about your girl here.’

Now Kirsten reacts. She turns to face the big trucker. All I can see is the back of her head, but he looks at her face and he smiles at what he sees.

‘How about it?’ he says. ‘I been with plenty of pretty hitchers like you in my time.’

‘Kirsten!’ I say. ‘We can’t! I mean, you can’t!’

Now she turns to me. Her face is set. Determined. Stony.

‘We wouldn’t be in this mess if you’d just stuck to the main road,’ she says.

‘What?’ I say, feeling a fist slamming into my gut. ‘You’re not seriously even thinking about this, right?’

She looks at me with a glare so sharp it almost cuts my face.

‘What choice do we have?’ she says.

My jaw drops open. That cannonball of worry in my gut grows into a bowling ball of dread. My beautiful girlfriend is seriously considering doing something – anything – sexual with this total goddamn stranger.

‘We have money!’ I say, leaning around to yell at the man in the driver’s seat. ‘We can give you gas money!’

‘When?’ he says. ‘Now?’

‘No,’ I say. ‘But if there’s an ATM at this town, then…’

Dayton laughs again. This time there’s a hint of mockery to the sound. You stupid, useless college boy, that laugh says.

‘There ain’t no ATMs where we’re going,’ he says. ‘You either got cash on you – right now – or you need to make a choice.’

Kirsten looks at me again with piercing eyes filled with accusation. You should have listened to me, she is saying. This is all your fault.

I meet her eyes, heart sinking in my chest. The bowling ball in my gut crushes me down into the seat. I glance through the window, thinking maybe we could run for it, but the dusty road whips beneath too fast for heroics or stunt dives.

‘Tell you what,’ Dayton says, ‘I’m a gentleman, I’ll make it real easy for you.’

He eases the brakes and slowly brings the truck to a stop. I look around at the deep, dark forest, a picturesque image now painted with shadows and gloom. The sky is now a shade of deep crimson-purple.

‘Here ya go,’ Dayton says. ‘You can either get out and walk, or we can make a deal. What’s it gonna be?’ I look from the road to Kirsten’s face and back again. She says nothing. ‘But I gotta warn ya, it’s at least twenty miles back to your car, and forty to the town. You ain’t getting nowhere safe before nightfall.’

‘Bears,’ Kirsten says in a timid voice.

‘And bears,’ Dayton says, nodding. ‘It don’t bother me what you do, but I’d hate to stay up late tonight worrying about the two of you.’

He falls silent, letting us think. My mind whirrs, but can’t get into gear. I feel like the clogged engine of my car – chug-chug-chug. No ideas come to mind. We have no cash. We have no grass. The only thing we have that he’s willing to trade this ride for is my girlfriend.

‘Alright,’ Kirsten says.
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The Cuckold’s Tale:

Cucksitting

 

‘Your wife told me to have fun with you,’ Ava says. ‘But she didn’t say how…’

 

Perry and his wife Dawn are exploring the boundaries of their new arrangement – she has a lover on the side, and he gets to enjoy all the pleasure she receives. Tonight, they’re trying something new: Dawn is going out with her lover, leaving Perry at home.

 

But he isn’t going to be alone tonight. Dawn’s friend Ava is coming over to cucksit. She knows all about their arrangement and she intends to get her own pleasure from this hapless, willing cuckold…

 

‘How is that a threat?’ I say.

She laughs, the sound like that of cruel wind chimes. ‘Because I have a very active imagination…’ She holds up her hand, thumb and finger extended to show me a tiny distance. ‘I can make you even more pathetic that you really are. And I’ll tell everyone you know. They’ll all think you’re the smallest, most pathetic man in the world. Either you show me what you’ve got, or you’ll fucking wish you had. Your choice.’

She takes a big mouthful of wine and swirls the glass in her hand, liquid swishing in a red tornado. I stay where I am for a second, standing to attention in front of her, trying to decide what to do. Then my hands move to the button on my pants. Ava smiles.

I unbutton my pants and pull down the zipper. I push my pants to the floor and stand in front of her, underwear tenting from my earlier excitement. She giggles at the sight. I slip my thumbs into my waistband and pause for a moment, heart hammering in my chest. Is this the right choice? Would Dawn be okay with me doing this?

‘Don’t be shy,’ Ava says, in a teasing tone. ‘Show me what you got. I promise, I’ll only laugh a little.’

I drop my shorts and Ava squeals in delight at the sight of my half-erect manhood. Heat floods my cheeks. Shame burns my entire face. She laughs at my reaction and beckons me closer with one curled finger. I step toward the couch, my underwhelming cock close to her face.

‘God,’ she says, still laughing to herself, ‘no wonder your wife needs a little something on the side…’

Her words sting like a whip to the chest, but my cock jumps a little. She sees that and her smile widens.

‘Maybe you should have let me use my imagination,’ she says, holding up her thumb and finger again, about an inch apart. ‘I would have more generous than the reality.’

My cock jumps again, getting hard at her cruel taunts. The knowledge that her mocking jibes excite me only makes the feeling more humiliating – which, in turn, makes my cock harder. I can feel it thickening and filling out, my blood running south as she watches.

‘Is that it?’ she says, looking up at me. ‘Is that all there is? Please don’t tell me this is you.’

I look down at myself, at my fully erect cock, and nod, cheeks burning. She roars with laughter. My cock pulses and throbs now.

‘Jesus Christ!’ She wipes a tear from her eye. ‘Well, at least you have a good tongue. Dawn always says you’re good at licking her pussy. Do you like tasting her after she’s been fucked?’

I swallow. ‘He uses a condom,’ I say. ‘I don’t… I’m not into that.’

‘Not yet.’ Her eyes sparkle with cruelty and humor. ‘Not yet.’
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The Cuckold’s Tale:

I Dare You

 

The tall, muscular black man smiles at my wife. I already know what he’s thinking, but I’m powerless to stop him…

 

Darren and Brittany are enjoying their vacation away from the kids, but something is bothering Brittany. They haven’t been intimate the whole time they’ve been away, despite Darren’s efforts. When Brittany has a couple of drinks too many, she confesses a secret that shocks Darren.

 

Wanting to make his wife feel better, Darren dares Brittany to hit on a stranger – anyone she likes. But Darren’s casual challenge quickly spirals out of control and becomes something much, much darker and more intense. The handsome black man responds to Brittany’s advances and soon the couple are introduced to a whole new world of sexual bliss…

 

She looks down at the hand between her legs, at the fingers brushing and caressing the thing fabric of her panties, the firm black skin just millimeters from her cleft, and exhales. My wife leans back into the couch and see her body unclench and relax.

Jordan’s wide, hungry smile grows wider. He sits forward a little and turns his body toward me. Then he brings his other hand up and places it on Brittany’s breast.

She whimpers again.

My cock leaps up and bounces off the ceiling of my khaki shorts. Is this for real? Am I awake right now? I pinch my leg. Yeah, it’s real. I’m sitting in this guy’s beautiful home and watching him casually feel up my wife and neither of us are stopping him.

Brittany looks at me again, her eyes now clouded by lust and arousal. I’ve seen that expression many, many times in my life. But I’ve always been the one to put it on her face. This is the first time ever that someone else has turned her on to this level. He gently, but deftly, moves his hand around the front of her panties, teasing her sex through the thin material. At the same time, he begins to tease and squeeze my wife’s firm, juicy breasts. First one, then the other. She lets out little exhales now, breathing harder. I watch my wife shift in her seat, letting her body total relax under his touch. Her eyes are fixed on his. Her face is a picture of shock and arousal. She can’t believe what she’s letting him do – but she loves it.

Jordan’s hand slides around her breasts with ease and precision and skill. Before I realize what’s happening, he pushes at her dress and suddenly Brittany’s breasts are exposed in all their full, firm, heavy glory. Her big, dark nipples are hard already. She opens her legs wider for his exploring hand.

I sit perfectly still, hardly breathing, like a filmmaker capturing wildlife in all its serene beauty. I don’t dare move or distract them. My cock is at full hardness in my shorts – so firm and stiff it actually hurts – but I don’t want to unzip my fly or start jerking off. This is their moment, not mine. It’s crazy to even think, but somehow I know. My wife needs this moment. And I need it, too. We both need this.

Brittany and Jordan only have eyes for each other now. I’m long forgotten, far away down the miles and miles of couch that separate us. Jordan lowers his dark head and open his mouth and places his lips around my wife’s hard nipple. She inhales sharply. A tiny groan of lust escapes her parted lips. Her back arches imperceptibly, offering her breasts to his hungry mouth even more.

His hand continues its slow, steady exploration between her legs. I watch his thick black fingers deftly caress and stroke my wife’s mound and cup her burning sex. I watch it all in shocked, horny silence. I feel a confusing mixture of jealousy, anger, shame, and lust washing over me at once. I can’t believe we’re letting him do this. Every few seconds, I think about ripping him away from her and smashing my bottle over his head, but then I see the way my wife reacts to his touch and all the anger and jealousy and doubt floods my body and makes my cock throb even harder.

‘Oh my God,’ Brittany says, moaning the words. She looks across at me, through eyes glazed with passion. ‘Baby, he’s really doing this…’

She sounds like she can’t believe it either.

The big black man moves his hot, hungry mouth from one hard, swollen nipple to the other, teasing and sucking on my wife’s breasts. She gasps again, loving the way his mouth feels on her soft, delicate skin. She’s never made these noises when I’ve sucked on her breasts. Never.

Jordan’s teasing fingers finally tip Brittany over the edge. She reaches down between her legs and tugs her panties to the side. She moans a single word that runs right through me like a samurai sword.

‘Please.’
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The Cuckold’s Tale:

Power Struggle

 

‘I’m glad you came back,’ he says. ‘Are you ready for more?’

 

Husband and wife Derek and Kat have entered into a devil’s bargain with her boss, Don Maclean. In exchange for her great job, with amazing benefits, and awesome salary, Don gets to have her for one night very month. The only string attached to this deal is that Derek must be present and give his consent.

 

It’s been a month since the deal was signed and Don wants to collect his end of the bargain. Derek’s mind is a shattered whirlwind of worry, fear, and doubt – but he has no choice. They agreed to this deal. There’s no point struggling against a man like Don Maclean…

 

Kat slides her fingers into the elastic waistband of his shorts and carefully eases them down. His dark, trimmed hair comes into view. Then the base of his wide, thick, dark member is revealed. She keeps pulling his shorts down. My gut tenses. I can’t breathe. My hands clench on the arms of the chair. My toes curl. My cock throbs.

My wife eases down the black man’s shorts, freeing his huge, chocolate-color manhood. I swear, that thing is somehow even bigger than in my nightmares. Kat makes a sound I’ve never heard before – a cross between a starving pet offered food and the strangled cry of utter, purest desperation. Don chuckles, his deep voice rich with humor and pleasure.

‘You haven’t been fucked since last time, huh?’ he says.

Kat shakes her head, taking his manhood in one hand and carefully feeling it, getting used to its size and weight again.

‘Have you masturbated?’ he says.

She nods now. I blink in surprise. That’s news to me.

‘Toys?’ he says.

‘Yes.’ My wife lifts his cock as though inspecting it for flaws. But, of course, there are none. His big black cock is a specimen, a towering monument to masculinity. It is flawless. ‘But they aren’t… you know.’

‘Big enough?’ he says.

She nods again, color rising in her cheeks. She hasn’t told me any of this. I had no idea she was so desperate to feel that inside her again.

‘Well,’ he says, cool and collected, ‘you’re here now. You got me. The real deal.’

She giggles again, eyes still fixed on that powerful black cock in her hand, still aiming it toward the ceiling like a statue.

‘My cock has missed you, too,’ he says. ‘Show me how much you’ve missed me.’

Kat leans forward and places her lips on the underside of his manhood. He lets out a long, happy sigh.

I sit in the corner of the room, biting my hand, watching the love of my life passionately kiss another man’s cock. If I could melt into a puddle and disappear into the floor at will, this would be the perfect moment. But it doesn’t happen. I sit and I watch. My pants feel tight. Too tight.

My wife kisses her way up the underside of his manhood, from the wide base all the way to his dark, rich tip. She opens her mouth and gently teases him with her lips and tongue. He groans and chuckles with pleasure. My throat is dry. I know that feeling. I know how it feels to have Kat’s lips on the tip of my manhood. But she’s over there and I’m over here.

She takes him inside her mouth now, letting his length slide between her lips in agonizing slowness. He groans louder as every inch passes over her tongue, clearly loving the way she’s teasing him. She responds to his pleasure by taking that massive black shaft deeper into her mouth, those pretty pink lips stretched wide around him.

‘God Almighty,’ Don says, with a groan. ‘You are one lucky son of a bitch, Derek. If Kat was my wife, I’d never let her stand up.’

My throat is too tight to respond. That sounded like a compliment, but I don’t know how to take it. I nod, unable to tear my eyes away from Kat’s face, her head now slowly moving back and forth, Don’s black cock gliding in and out of her mouth. The lips I passionately kissed a few moments ago are now busy swallowing another man’s huge, solid member.

‘Fuck,’ I say.

‘We’ll get to that,’ Don says, with a small chuckle. ‘You look uncomfortable, Derek. Take your pants off.’

It’s the second time tonight he’s ordered me to undress, but now I obey his command. I unzip my flies and drop my pants to the floor, sitting in the corner in my underwear. There’s no hiding how excited I am. It’s humiliating to feel so turned on watching my soulmate pleasuring another man.

Kat takes her time sucking his cock. She deep throats him. Jerks him into her mouth. Fondles his swollen black balls. After a time, she eases that thick shaft out of her mouth for long enough to kiss and suck and lick his balls. Don enjoys this even more.

‘Get on the bed,’ he says. ‘I want to fuck your mouth.’
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