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Prologue

cumslut (plural cumsluts) 

noun 

	(slang, vulgar, usually derogatory) A person who badly wants to receive another person's semen, particularly in the mouth to be swallowed. 



cuckold 

noun 

	a man whose wife is sexually unfaithful, regarded as an object of derision. 



"jokes in literature about elderly cuckolds and misers are rife" 

verb 

	(of a man) make (another man) a cuckold by having a sexual relationship with his wife. 



"in the novel Humberto cuckolds his employer" 


Chapter 1

My Name is Andrew Richards, and this is the true story of how I became my wife's cum slut cuckold.

I guess even up until a couple of months ago, I had what most people would consider a pretty normal life. Just a normal, upper-middle-class sort of life. I had been married for almost 22 years to Jessica, Jess for short, with an only child in her junior year at state university and two dogs that loved the half-acre wooded lot of our suburban home's backyard. I drive a four-door sedan, and my wife drives a little sports SUV. I'm the general manager at a chain family restaurant; she's the local sales rep of a large pharmaceutical company.

After a period in our mid-thirties when we ate too much, exercised far too little, and got "too busy" for sex, our last five years of married life had seen a real revival, almost taking us back to our more youthful days in more ways than one. We started exercising together, training for twice-yearly marathons that had gotten us in even better shape than when we met just after we finished college.

When our daughter, Gemma, left for college almost 2 years ago, Jess decided to go for what her group of girls has started to call the full 'mommy makeover.' She had her boobs slightly increased to a now firm and perky set of 34 D's to go along with her 5'8" slimmed down 130-pound frame, and she had a tummy tuck to cover up her stretch marks. Her strawberry blonde curls came down to the bottom of her shoulders, with dark green eyes, freckled cheekbones, and pouty pink lips that she liked to cover in deep red lipstick when we went out.

Around that time, she also started dressing more provocatively, embracing her newfound confidence by wearing tighter, low-cut tops and opting for shorter skirts and shorts—much to our daughter's chagrin on weekends. While her attire was a bit more risqué than I would normally prefer, I couldn't deny the positive effects it seemed to have on other areas of our lives. Her bolder fashion choices were mirrored by a renewed vigor in our intimacy, which made it hard for me to voice any objections. Additionally, there was a noticeable uptick in her sales commissions, which seemed to correlate with her wardrobe transformation.

We'd gone from having sex once or twice a month before exercising to a couple times a week after we got into shape to five or six times a week when the nest was empty, and she'd become more adventurous, too.

She started quite regularly going down on me on the sofa in our family room while we watched a movie. She began talking dirty too during sex... well, no, not just dirty... she started to talk pure filth in bed, telling me to spank her, fuck her sloppy cunt with my big dick (I'll be honest, I'm a very average 5 1/2 inches) and even demanding that I whip her slutty ass while telling me what a naughty little girl she'd been, playing with her clit while waiting for me to return home.

She started being more vocal about her desires and her pleasure after our daughter Gemma went off to college. Her openness and expressiveness increased both in our conversations and during her moments of climax. Surprisingly, even when Gemma came home for visits, Jess didn't tone it down. At first, I was a bit embarrassed, but I chose to stay silent. The quality of our intimacy was just too good, and it made any awkwardness seem trivial. While my friends lamented their stagnant sex lives or dealt with infidelity, I felt fortunate to be experiencing such a fulfilling and adventurous chapter in our relationship. Jess and I began watching porn together, too, taking turns to choose what videos we watched from Pornhub and sharing them to our 50-inch tv. I tended towards the traditional type of porn. At the same time, Jess seemed to like to experiment, rarely going to the same category more than once. However, I noticed that she definitely preferred the more amateur stuff than anything that even hinted at being professionally made.

The next surprise was about a month before Gemma got home from her freshman year last summer when Jess actually bought herself a small sex toy and a bottle of lube. She didn't tell me about it; in fact, it was while we were watching a video of a forty-something-year-old amateur woman being double penetrated by her husband and a much younger stud that she pulled it out from under the sofa with the lube and just smiled as she told me to fill up her holes and stick the toy up her ass. Obviously, I agreed and was amazed by the strength of her orgasm that night and the way her pussy gripped my dick as we fucked, her straddling me on the sofa while I worked the toy in and out of her tight little ass hole.

Over the next few months, we slowly worked our way up through larger and larger toys into her ass until, eventually, she showed me a dildo that was larger than my own cock. "What the fuck babe? You want that in your ass?" I asked incredulously as I started at the 9-inch black dildo, complete with realistic thick veins. It was the first toy that Jess had bought that was bigger than me.

"No," she replied," I want your dick up my ass while you fuck your little slut wife's pussy with this nice big cock."

It was the first time since our honeymoon I'd had her ass, and once again I agreed. Now, you might be thinking, why wasn't I more concerned about all of these changes in Jess? Was I not worried about some deeper motive or reason for the changes in her behavior?

The quick response is, "Hell no!"

I was enjoying great, wonderful sex. The finest sexual experience of my life! So when she gave me a blowjob at the end of the summer, I didn't flinch or freak out when she moistened a finger and slid it into my ass just as I was ready to climax. I just experienced the most powerful, passionate orgasm since I was a youngster.

And it's not like I wasn't pushing things, either. I enjoyed fucking her with her large dildo and asked her what it was like to get fucked by a massive bully dick. And then I found myself begging her to repeat "that finger trick" while she went down on me in the shower one morning before she went on a three-day business trip.

"Oh, you enjoyed that, hmmm?" She teased me before slipping my cock between her lips and down her throat, working it with a relentless efficiency that I knew would have me cumming in less than thirty seconds. If I was fucking Jess, I could hold out for as long as she needed me, but once she had her lips and tongue working my cock, she had complete control, and I was at her mercy.

As she gently pinched my balls with one hand, I noticed her running a finger down a bar of soap with the other, making it slick before I felt it slide back into my ass and generate a mind-bending climax that had me filling her mouth with cum only a few seconds later.

Jess swallowed every drop before she stood up, giving me a quick kiss on the side of the lips as I reciprocated by caressing her soapy pussy and told her how much I would miss her in the coming days.

"Sure, I'll miss you too, my love," Jess replied. She added, "By the way, I left you a little surprise for the time I'm away. It's in a small red box in our closet. But, please, don't peek until you come back home from work tonight."


Chapter 2

That October trip, which occurred around five months ago, was the beginning of my cum slut cuckoldom. I didn't think Jess had planned this all along. That she had devised a strategy to draw me into this for her own gain. I was a willing collaborator at every stage, and those three days were important in determining the course we would take.

I'd spent the entire day at work wondering what was in that box. It consumed my thoughts to the point where I couldn't concentrate on the work at hand, and the clock moved so slowly that it felt like I had worked two shifts by lunchtime.

She'd left a little disposable camera for me when she went on her last trip, which she'd used to photograph herself playing with her pussy in various public places, either with her hand or one of her toys. In restrooms, in her car, in her office, and at the lunch counter of a restaurant, she visited frequently. The one that really made me hot was on a public bus, and in the photo, I could see a young man staring her way, definitely aware of what she was doing.

During every night of that trip, Jess made me look at the images and jerk off to them as we talked. She also shared with me what it was like to take those pictures and risk having people see her. I was burning with desire.

Whatever it was that she had left for me this time, I knew it would be amazing. I read the letter that was written on the exterior of the box when I eventually arrived at my house. "Something to keep you busy while I'm busy at client dinners.". It was obvious to me that we would not be able to have a phone conversation since she anticipated that the meals would go until ten or eleven o'clock every night this week. Furthermore, she anticipated that she would probably spend a few more hours gambling with the customers afterward because this was an industry conference in Las Vegas.

The item that I discovered inside the package was something that seemed to be an enormous ski mask; however, it did not have a lens embedded inside it. An additional note enclosed within the package explained that they were virtual reality goggles, that they were compatible with my phone, and that they also provided a list of websites and an application that I ought to visit. After that, it concluded with the phrase, "Enjoy yourself with the virtual ladies while I'm away!"

I have to admit, I was a bit let down and quite skeptical at first. The previous package had been so personalized, setting high expectations for this one. Nonetheless, I was still drawn in by the mystery of it. As I sat eating my frozen dinner and sipping a bottle of beer, I puzzled over the contents. It took me the better part of the evening, but finally, I figured it out. With a mix of apprehension and excitement, I prepared myself and slipped on the goggles, ready to dive into whatever experience awaited me.

Much to my surprise, I soon discovered that VR porn is actually hot as fuck. The scene Jess had recommended for me was from a guy's perspective, and she had selected a guy who had a similar-sized dick to mine, so the illusion worked a little better. I watched as three very sexy young women walked into the room, and each took their turn striping, then sucking my dick, and playing with each other, and then they each took a turn "fucking" me. It ended with the guy stroking his cock and cumming over their faces, covering all three of them at the same time as I stroked myself to orgasm, and then came, well, basically all over myself. I realized how good this VR setup was when I began stroking myself, and it really did feel like I was there in the room with those three girls. When I matched my strokes to the action I could see in the goggles, it felt like I was genuinely participating in the scene, not just watching it.

I spent the remainder of the night watching different videos, and for the first time in my life, I was seriously considering giving my credit card info to a porn site so I could get access to their higher quality and longer videos. But it was getting late, and I knew it was time for bed; in fact, the battery on my phone was almost completely dead, and I had already cum three times. I really didn't think I'd be able to get it up again, regardless of how good the porn was. Instead, I just messaged Jess a thank you for the surprise and let her know that I had put her gift to good use. She sent back a heart-eye emoji as her only reply.

On the second night with my new toy, I'd once again stroked my cock to three powerful orgasms, and by now, my dick was starting to get more than a little chafed from all of the action it was receiving, but I had just found a new free website that offered some great content. I was doing a little bit of scouting, looking for some hot scenes to add to the playlist for the following night, the last one before Jess got home, when I came across something very new.

Instead of being filmed from the man's point of view, this one was from the woman's point of view. I almost tapped the button on the goggles to take me back to the search screen, but luckily, I didn't. The sexy little blonde was pretty hot, and as the video began, she started reaching down and began to rub her pussy. It was actually a little bit disorienting to watch it from that angle, but it was also new, and I could feel myself getting more and more into it.

After a few minutes of rubbing her little shaved pussy, another girl walked into the room and got on her knees between her legs, and began licking "my" pussy and kissing "my" tits. Again, completely disorienting, but in a way that was actually making my dick start to twitch back to life. It was so strange, but hey, it wasn't like anyone would ever find out.

My resolve was tested again a few minutes later when a seriously well-hung and very muscular black guy entered the picture. My finger went up and hovered over the back button, and almost tapped it, but I held off again and was rewarded for my decision as he moved into position and started to fuck the woman going down on "me."

It wasn't really all that different from some of the MFM threesome scenes that I'd jerked off to earlier, only instead of looking down to see my dick being sucked, I saw a shaved pussy getting eaten instead. I began to wish that I could rub my dick once more, but it really was far too sore. It would have to be enough just to watch for now. I knew there were bound to be other videos like this one on the site.

The girl eventually stopped her tongue lashing as she turned around and began sucking a huge dick that was about as big as the dildo my wife loved. The woman whose perspective I was seeing everything from started rubbing her pussy again. I thought at first that the black guy would probably just blow his load all over the cock sucking girl's face, but instead, she took that dick out of her mouth, looked straight up at "me," and said, "Are you ready for this massive dick you little slut?"

I don't quite know why, but I nodded yes, and a few seconds later, he was in position between "my" legs. In real life, I actually felt myself spreading my knees apart almost unconsciously as he started to fuck the virtual girl with that long stiff cock, placing just the tip in at first and going very slowly. I was completely mesmerized as I looked down at his dick sliding in and out of "my" pussy.

I reached over to the little tube of lube that I had next to me. My intention was to get my cock extremely lubed up so I could stroke my painfully sore penis once more. Instead, without thinking about it, after I'd finished lubing up a finger, I reached under myself and slid that now lubed finger into my tight little asshole just as the guy drove his cock all the way into the woman. She started to scream in ecstasy, and a second later, so did I, as my balls let out a tiny dribble of cum as I came hard, my hips bucking against my own hand just as she bucked against his big dick.

By the time I ripped the goggles off my face, I was breathing hard and completely confused by what had just happened. A wave of guilt and embarrassment swept over me, but as I slowly regained my composure, I knew I was already hooked. And I knew as I sat there, looking at my now soft, red raw cock, that tomorrow I'd be pulling out my wife's toys to enhance the experience when I tried the VR headset again.


Chapter 3

"Oh right," my wife said a couple of days later when I picked that very same scene for her to have her first VR experience. My plan was to lick her pussy until the part where the guy entered her and then swap to using the big dildo. No sooner had the scene started, though, Jess said. "Oh babe, it looks like you stumbled across one of my favorite scenes. It's really sweet that you thought to put it on for me."

She took off the goggles a second later and saw that I was lubing up the dildo. "Wait, what the fuck? You actually watched it long enough to see what happens at the end?"

"Yeah, it was urm……. well, it was quite interesting?"

Jess then reached down and felt my rock-hard cock. "Oh, so did you stroke your cock while you watched her get fucked by that big cock?"

I shook my head, and she looked a bit disappointed.

"No, I didn't, I was too sore. So I stuck a finger up my ass instead."

Jess's mouth dropped as I said it. "No way? No, no, you didn't?."

I felt that surge of guilt and embarrassment sweep over me again. I'd been so anxious about telling my wife what I'd done because I wasn't sure if Jess would think it was hot or think that I was beyond weird.

"It wasn't really conscious or anything, you know, my deciding to do it that night, but suddenly I was just doing it, and..."

"And?"

"And it really got me off, so I tried it again the following night. With some of your toys."

"And?"

"And I don't really know why. I mean, it's not like I've ever fantasized about being with a guy or anything. I never even had it cross my mind. And..."

"And?"

"And I even checked out a totally guy-on-guy scene the following night, you know, just to see if that would get me off in the same way. And it didn't, it really didn't do anything for me. Something about looking down and seeing my body, but it being a woman getting fucked by a man-made it... I don't know …..straight... if that even makes sense?"

Jess leaned back on the sofa. "Kind of," Jess said, "It's a bit like how I want your cock in my ass right now while I stick that massive latex dick in my little pussy. It's not like I really want a big black dick to fuck me, you know? But here, when it is just the two of us, and I get to do whatever I want without any consequence or worries, it feels so hot, it feels fucking great."

"Yes! Yes, that's exactly it," I replied with great relief. It was like Jess had just, somehow, made sense of everything I was experiencing and feeling. She had just cleared up the confusion with a few easy words.

"Well, it looks like we've just opened up a whole new path to explore. But right now, I really need you to fuck me."

I did exactly as Jess asked, plunging my rock-hard cock into her pussy, and as soon as I started fucking her, I felt her hand reach around my ass, and I felt her slide a finger into my ass as we fucked. That extra stimulation of her finger made me cum a lot faster than usual, and a few minutes later, I flooded her pussy with my cum. As I felt my cock exploding in my wife, I realized that I'd cum before Jess had cum herself.

"Sorry, babe," I said as I caught my breath laying on top of her. "You got me so hot you just pushed me right over the edge."

"Don't be sorry, seriously, just get down there and finish the job," Jess replied.

I pushed myself up and slid my cock out of her before reaching down to the floor, where I picked up the dildo. I was going to fuck her with it as she rubbed her clit, a guaranteed way to bring her to orgasm. But, to my surprise, she suddenly reached out to grab my arm and stop me.

"No, not that, I want to feel your tongue on my clit. I've missed your mouth so fucking much over the last few days. I want you to make me cum baby. You, not that toy."

I hesitated for a second. I had just cum in her, after all. I thought for a second that the bathroom was only a few feet away; I could get a wet washcloth and have her cleaned up a bit first.

Just as I began to stand up, Jess's grip on me got ever firmer, "Where the hell are you going? I need my cunt licking, now!"

I realized that as she spoke, Jess was already pulling me down towards the space between her thighs. I looked down, and I could see a large, thick glob of my own cum as it slowly seeped out of her pussy. Jess had always kept her pussy shaved, except for a tiny patch of strawberry blonde hair just above her slit. Her little hole was glistening from our combined juices, and it was still open, her pussy lips puffy from our earlier fucking, and her clit hard and visible as it poked out from under its hood.

I found my mouth going down to those swollen lips as my hands reached under her ass and lifted her hips off the bed, pointing her mound up toward me. I figured if I stayed near the top, most of my cum would leak out of her and down the crack in her ass, away from me and to the sofa beneath us. I pushed my tongue out and pressed it firmly against the top of her clit and started to gently massage it.

"Oh fuck yes, Andrew," she said, "Oh fuck, oh yes, your tongue feels so fucking good on my clit. Now stop fucking around and stick it up my pussy. Come on, clean your wife's filthy little pussy."

Jess then grabbed my head and moved her hips up, pushing my face down directly into her pussy. I felt the warm, sticky cum spreading across my lips and chin. I instantly thought about pulling away, but then I didn't. Fuck it, I thought to myself at that moment, how bad could it be? If this was what she wanted...

I opened my mouth once more and slid my tongue into her pussy hole. The salty cum that was inside her was mixed with her juices and created a new taste, something that was not entirely unpleasant. Jess let out a long, soft moan as her fingers took hold of my hair, and I felt her body tense up below me. Her body was responding strongly to my tongue, and that encouraged me to keep going, working my way back up to her clit, but now unafraid to work my way down the length of her slit as well. In a couple of minutes, she was cumming so loud I wondered if the neighbors could hear.

This was the first time in my entire life that I'd tasted cum. Little did I know, but the second time would be just a few days later.

Weirdly, I didn't have my typical bout of guilt and embarrassment after the pussy cleaning experiment. Instead, I actually began to wonder why I had always been so hesitant to pleasure Jess with my mouth after we fucked. It wasn't like I was taking another guy's cum or anything, and Jes quite regularly took my cum in her mouth. There really was nothing to be embarrassed about, I figured.

In fact, I'd probably been acting pretty selfishly over the years by not going down on her after sex. She didn't always cum first, and quite often when I did go to the bathroom to get a washcloth to clean her up, it meant that by the time I got back, the moment had kind of passed. We just ended up cuddling and falling asleep instead. I decided that I wouldn't let that get in the way of me getting my wife off any longer.

But what happened next still surprised me, so much so, in fact, that it almost brought everything to an end.


Chapter 4

We were in the shower one morning before work, and Jess was down on her knees in front of me, sucking my dick with a real purpose. She had slicked her finger already and slipped it inside my ass almost right away, working my prostate and bringing me to a massive orgasm in less than a minute.

My fingers were holding her wet hair as I started to shoot my load into Jess's mouth. When I had finally stopped, she just stood straight up without saying a word. She then grabbed my head and kissed me. At first, I kept my mouth closed, but her tongue eventually pushed through my lips, and I opened them to discover that she hadn't swallowed any of my cum at all. Huge globs of if passed from her mouth into mine as we continued to kiss. I actually gagged a little bit, but she kept a firm grip on the back of my head, doing everything she could to not let me pull away. She tilted my head back, letting even more of my cum slip from her mouth and into mine.

With a tight grip on my hair and with my mouth turned slightly upwards, she pulled away from the kiss ever so slightly and looked at me as she said, "Swallow then slut."

The cum was now at the back of my throat, and  I needed to breathe, although I didn't think I could unless I did as Jess said. "Come on baby, swallow it, and I'll strap on a dick and fuck your little ass when you get home from work tonight. I know that's what you really want. I know you want to come home and have your wife fuck you. But if you spit it out, we'll drop this whole new path right now, and I don't want to ever hear you talking about sticking something up your ass again."

I swallowed. It wasn't actually that bad. I mean, it was bad, salty, and almost chemically, but it wasn't so bad I couldn't force it down. But for the next few hours, that taste definitely lingered.

Once again, I spent the entire day at work in an almost constant state of anticipation and arousal, walking about trying to hide my very obvious erection. I couldn't help it as I sat there at my desk, unable to stop thinking about what my wife would look like with a big rubber dick protruding from her. Wondering what it would feel like to have her behind me, holding my hips and thrusting in and out of me. Or wondering if she would want to take me from behind the first time? Perhaps she'd want to do it face-to-face? Back in the office, I eventually gave up and used my phone to look up a few pegging videos. I quickly discovered that doggy style wasn't the most common way for a woman to peg a man. I wondered if Jess was doing the same research.

When I arrived home, just after 9, I found Jess at the kitchen table dressed in a pant suit, an uncommon choice for her. She wore no makeup and pulled her hair back into a neat, tight bun. She stood up and came over to give me a hug, and I could feel the dildo in her pants press against me.

"Now baby, I think you need to get down and suck my dick," she said to me after a quick kiss. "I really need to be satisfied tonight."

I felt my own cock as it got instantly rock hard, and I wasted no time doing as she said, getting on my knees in front of her before reaching into her waistband and pulling down her pants to reveal the seven-inch dark pink dildo she had strapped to her body. It was actually noticeably thinner than my cock, thankfully, and didn't really have the shape or texture of an actual penis. It was just a smooth shape and slightly curved.

I took it into my mouth, and my mind flashed back to sucking on one of those long skinny popsicles, a bomb pops, from when I was younger. I actually tasted salted caramel, and it made my mouth water. In a few seconds, I was moving my head back and forth, really getting into it as I started giving head to this smooth fake cock as my wife moaned above me.

"My god, you really are a good little dick sucker, aren't you, baby?"

"Mmmph," I agreed through a full mouth.

"Why don't you take me all the way down your throat a little, and then I'll take you up to bed and fuck you properly."

I didn't even know if I could actually do that. I had never understood how some women could suppress their gag reflex when they sucked a big cock, or any cock for that matter. When I first felt the dildo pushing gently at the back of my throat, I couldn't help it. I gagged a little.

"Relax, slut, just relax, or I'll jam it down there nice and hard. Now relax, open up, and let it slide back. Don't struggle against it."

I went nice and slowly, getting used to the sensation with each inch that I moved deeper and deeper down my throat.

"That's it baby, yeah, deep throat my dick. That's it, get me slick that I can fuck you."

I began moving back and forth on it once more, the fake cock now sliding in and out of my throat with relative ease. It felt quite weird and extremely dirty and, at the same time, exhilarating, and as I looked down, I could see my own dick was so hard I thought I might just explode from the faintest touch.

"Let's get you up to bed then baby. I'm going to fuck you senseless."

Jess took hold of my hand and led me up the stairs to our bedroom. Once in the bedroom, I quickly stripped down, and she stood in front of me and pushed me back onto the bed. I lay back and looked up at her as she took off her top and bra, revealing her beautiful perky D cups to me as she stood there, now naked, wearing only that pink strap on. She reached down to adjust something in the harness, and I heard the distinctive low hum of a vibrator. A few seconds later, I saw her face flush with the pleasure it brought.

"I'm going to go nice and slowly for you, slut. But tell me if it hurts, okay?"

"I will."

She moved to the side of the bed and said, "Scootch up."

I moved up to the side of the bed, with my legs now dangling over the edge. I opened my legs as she started to move towards me, giving Jess enough room to get between them and let her fake cock line up side by side with mine. She leaned over and gave me a deep, passionate kiss as our cocks rubbed together, and after a full minute, she stood back up.

"God, this is so fucking hot, Andrew. You're sure you want to do this, right? Because I don't know if things will ever be the same once we try this."

"I really want this, Jessica. I want my wife to fuck me."

Jess reached out and picked up the small bottle of lube, squeezed a good amount onto her hand, and started rubbing it first onto her dildo and then between my ass cheeks. I honestly had to fight really hard not to cum right then and there as her hands brushed against my painfully full balls.

Without saying a word, Jess lifted my legs up, and I suddenly felt incredibly exposed and seriously vulnerable. What if this hurt? What if she was too rough for me to take? This wasn't like playing with a toy that I had in my hand; this was my wife in control, now towering over me. She had all the power. I felt the cold tip of the dildo slide between my ass cheeks, pushing against my taint.

"A little lower," I whispered, and she gripped the shaft of the pink dildo with one hand to guide it down.

"There?"

I felt it pressing against my ass hole now.

"Yeah, there."

Jess started to move her hips just a tiny bit, and I felt the tip of it penetrate me. She stopped with less than an inch of it inside me and looked down. We were both breathing incredibly hard now, and our hearts were both beating out of our chests. I nodded up at her, and she pushed in a little further, sliding first two more inches, then three into me. I squirmed as I felt it filling my ass and let out a little yelp. It was so different from my previous experiences using a toy. It was so much more real, so much more vivid, as I looked up at those beautiful big tits and her beautiful eyes as she fucked me.

"It's alright. It's good. Yes, yes, come on, fuck me, Jess."

She started to move her hips with long, slow, deliberate strokes, although she accidentally pulled out of me a couple of times before she figured out just how far she could slide back before she needed to push back in. I felt like my entire body was in spasm as I started to moan with pleasure from each stroke. As I looked up at my wife's pretty face, I could see she was starting to enjoy the small hidden vibrator that was working her clit inside the harness.

Her rhythm soon picked up as she was rapidly being pulled closer to the edge, and it wasn't long before I found myself starting to buck against her as she pushed the strap on into me.

"Oh god, holy fuck, fuck, fuck, yes!!!! That's it, fuck me, Jess! My God, you feel so fucking good!"

"Hoy fuck Andrew, fuck I'm going to, unghhhhhhhh!"

As my wife started to cum as she fucked me, it was too much for me. A second later, I felt myself pass the point of no return as cum exploded from my balls, shooting up my cock. Before I knew it, my cock was spasming as it fired load after load of cum over my chest and stomach, and some of the first few squirts even hit my face. When we were both finished, Jess collapsed on top of me and started kissing my face, cleaning my cum off me before she moved down to kiss me.

"Holy fuck, baby. Seriously, that was insane. What did we just discover?"


Chapter 5

Over the next two or three months, we continued to explore our newfound love of pegging, cum kissing, and creampie cleanup. Some days I would get home to find Jessica wearing her pantsuit with her strap on visible underneath, and as soon as I saw it, I knew I would be taking her up my ass that evening. Other times, if I found her sitting on the sofa in a little skirt, I'd fuck her, and if I hadn't made her cum, I'd get on my knees and bring her to orgasm after with my tongue. Or if I put in a good performance and made her cum with my cock, she would finish me off with her mouth, then kiss me deeply, sharing all of my cum between us.

On the weekends, I'd fuck her, and once I'd cum, I'd go down on her and clean her up, then Jess would put on the strap-on and return the favor. The orgasms just continued to get better and better each time as we devoted ourselves to pleasuring each other in the bedroom and learning more about each other.

A few weeks in, Jess bought a much more realistic-looking dildo that was a bit thicker and had a bulbous head, like a real cock. In fact, it even had veins down the shaft, which ended with a set of balls. I'm not going to lie, it took a little bit of practice to get it down my throat, but it felt absolutely amazing taking it up my ass. Something about the extra girth and how it put an exquisite pressure on my prostate drove me to even more powerful orgasms whenever Jess fucked me with it.

And I was also learning new positions too, such as straddling her and riding her cowboy style as well, lifting myself up and down on the fake dick so that I could control the sensations, plus is also allowed me to masturbate at the same time, meaning I could bounce up and down on her while I shot thick ropes of cum over her tits and sometimes even her face.

But the next step kind of came by complete chance. We'd actually had to cool it down a little while our daughter was home from college for the weekend. But that Monday night, I was feeling especially horny, as I hadn't been pegged in a couple of days.

It was just before 9pm when I got the text from Jess.

Jess: Sorry, babe, going to be a little bit longer. Just trying to close a deal, but he's proving really stubborn.

Andrew: No worries, baby. I'm super horny for you, though. I'll make sure I stay up for you.

Jess: LOL, I think you and him both!

Andrew:?

Jess: Oh, he's been flirting with me all night. He keeps putting his hand on my leg. He even straight up suggested we go up to his room for a nightcap, and we could seal the deal. Nothing to worry about; I'm sure he's just one too many drinks.

Andrew: What a prick

Jess: Yeah, but a prick with a huge account. I've gotta play nice. The commission on this will be big enough to easily pay for that trip to Europe we've been talking about recently.

Andrew: What a rich prick

Jess: LOL

Andrew: Is he cute? I mean, I guess that makes it better or is he some gross old dude.

Jess: You sure you want to know?

Andrew: Wow. That good looking, huh?

Jess: Urm….kinda like a black James Bond.

Andrew: Well, if that's the case, I know the perfect toy to use on you when you get home tonight, then

Jess: Stop it. You're making me so wet.

Andrew: Yeah, well, you're making my cock so hard, so if you're gonna fuck this guy, at least bring him back here so I can watch

I had to laugh to myself at the little joke, and I waited for Jess to reply. When nothing came after a minute or so, I figured that Mr. Bond must have gotten back from the bathroom.

About thirty minutes later, I finally got a reply from Jess.

Jess: We're on our way home. Be there in 15.

We?

I began to reply, but I deleted it. Surely, it was just a simple typo, or perhaps Jess was teasing me. I'd joked with her, and now this was her returning the favor. But as I thought about it, I think deep down, I knew I hadn't really been joking when I made the suggestion, and I knew that, deep in my heart, Jess wasn't joking either.

Jess was going to bring home this guy and fuck him unless I told her, in no uncertain terms, that I didn't want her to. But the honest truth was, after watching such a lot of porn with Jess that involved a girl and two guys, I'd actually grown a little curious. This could be my one opportunity to get to experience it in person. I knew if I shut it down, I probably wouldn't ever get a second chance. It was now or never.

Andrew: I can't wait to meet Mr. Bond

The next message I received almost made me cum in my pants when I saw it.

It was a photo taken in the back seat of the Uber that they had gotten. It was just a big dark hand on what I could see was my wife's milky white thigh, with her skirt hiked up far enough to reveal her panties. His fingers were only inches away from her pussy.

Andrew: Mmmmmm, is he making you feel good, babe?

A few seconds later, I got another message. This one also had a picture. This time, it was clearly taken by Mr. Bond. It showed my wife's lips mouth around his very large black dick, with her beautiful green eyes looking up at the camera. At the very top of the photo, I could just about see the Uber driver watching them in his rearview mirror.

This time, it was too much for me. I was completely overwhelmed. I felt my balls suddenly tighten, and a second later, they were releasing the cum that had built up in one of the most powerful orgasms I'd ever had. The worst part, by far, was that as the cum flooded my boxers and caused me to drop the phone to the tile floor, it dawned on me that I hadn't actually touched my cock at all. I had just cum, somehow, from the image alone. I can't quite explain how I felt at that moment, but it was like a weird mix of the most turned-on I'd ever felt and the most embarrassed I'd ever felt as I slowly walked upstairs to clean myself up before they got home.

Once I'd given myself a wipe down with some wet wipes and put on a new pair of boxers, I headed downstairs to wait on the small couch in the living room. I didn't get any more messages from Jess, and I just had to wait there with my own thoughts for the next ten or so minutes until I finally saw headlights pull onto our driveway and, about a minute later, heard the sound of keys in our front door.

I got my first look at Mr. Bond a few seconds later as the front door opened, and he and my wife practically pushed through the door, their lips locked together, and his arms wrapped around her body. He was certainly a handsome man that couldn't be denied. He must have been just over six foot two with what looked like a muscular build under his dark grey Armani suit. His hair was very closely cropped, but I couldn't see much of his face as they were still locked in a deep, passionate kiss.

Without pausing to acknowledge my presence, they turned towards the stairs. She jumped up onto him, wrapping her legs around his torso as he reached down to support her. He began walking up the stairs. I closed and locked the door, taking a quick glance to check if any neighbors were around and might have seen them enter, but I only noticed the Uber driver pulling away.

I headed upstairs slowly, my mind reeling. I really hadn't been sure what to expect when Jess got here... Perhaps we'd have a conversation and maybe sit down for a drink before we headed upstairs. But that clearly wasn't what this was. This wasn't a threesome. This was a cuckolding.

Suddenly, it all made sense. That theme had been occurring more and more in the amateur videos Jess had been choosing for us to watch lately. In fact, now that I think about it, videos of white wives fucking black men were the majority of what she selected, and normally while the husband sat and watched in a corner and then cleaned up after their union. I couldn't deny that I'd enjoyed watching them, and I had told Jess how hot the scenes were. But that was different. That was watching other people. Now, it was really happening to me.

By the time I reached the top of the stairs, I could feel my cock was rock hard again. I couldn't actually believe it at first. I'd only cum about 15 minutes earlier, and now I was hard again. I had never been able to get hard again after cumming; in fact, it normally took me at least an hour to be able to even start getting hard again, something that I knew used to annoy Jess.

As I walked into our bedroom, I found my wife was already lying on her back bed with her tits exposed through her blouse, and as I looked at the floor, I could see that her blouse buttons were now on our hardwood floor. Her bra had also been pulled down to expose her rock-hard pink nipples. She looked over at me for a second and smiled as she pointed to the small chair at the side of the room. As soon as she had pointed, she turned her attention back to Mr. Bond, who was now removing his own clothes quite rapidly.

He'd already slid his shirt down far enough to expose his dark black and heavily muscled shoulder, and he was now pulling down his boxers to reveal a well-defined set of buttocks. I was stunned as even from behind, I could see his long, clearly entirely soft cock dangling between his legs, and as I moved toward the chair, I watched as he reached a hand down and pulled my wife's skirt up to her waist, then reached in with the other hand and pulled her panties down, revealing her pussy to him.

As he moved into position between her legs, she opened them further for him, and I couldn't believe what I was saying as she reached down to grab his thick black cock. Her small hand encircled it as she began to stroke it hard.

"I want you to fuck me with that massive black cock, Shane," she said. "I want you to show my husband how a real man fucks a little slut like me." It was a line taken directly from one of the porn videos we'd watched the previous week.

Shane, who for some reason I still thought of as Mr. Bond in my head, pushed Jess's left leg back, bringing her knee right up close to her ear, then leaned over and kissed her passionately as his visibly hardening cock pressed against her pussy. I had the perfect vantage point to watch what was happening, and I was truly amazed at how much bigger his cock seemed than any of the dildos we'd previously played with, or for that matter, what he looked like on the picture Jess had sent me. I can't say for sure, but his cock must have been eight inches long, if not slightly more. But what really was impressive was how thick it was. I don't think I've got a skinny cock, not by any means, but watching as he approached full hardness, his huge black cock with its purple circumcised head must have been twice as thick as mine. As I sat there watching I couldn't help but feel seriously inadequate at that moment.

Then, without using his hands at all, he positioned himself so that the head of his cock sat right at the entrance to her hole. I could actually feel Jess's anticipation as he lingered there for a few seconds, the muscles in his big arms bulging from holding himself in position. Then he pulled away from the kiss, and as he pulled back, Jess looked over at me. My eyes locked with hers, but then his hand touched her face, and she turned her gaze back to him.

"What are you looking at? I'm the one you're fucking, not him. You look at me, not him," he ordered, and Jess's eyes locked onto his as he did. I reached down and pulled my dick out of my shorts, and started a slow, easy stroke.

They held that gaze for what felt like an absolute eternity, almost like he was daring her to look back over at me for some support. But at last, he slowly pushed his hips forward, and I watched as he slid the first couple of inches of his thick black cock into her. I could see from the way her pussy gripped around his massive dick that she was completely filled. Jess didn't say anything; she just let out a lustful sigh.

"Holy fuck, it's big. Jesus, it's so...fucking...big..." Jess moaned as he slowly pushed his cock in, inch by inch, into her little pussy until the final inch was buried in her hot wet cunt. I slowed down my stroking, as I didn't want to embarrass myself again by cumming too soon, especially as I already felt completely embarrassed by my much smaller cock and the fact I'd cum in my pants not long before. But that look on Jess's face was incredible. The pleasure I saw there, the sheer joy that I saw in her eyes, was almost enough to push me over the edge again. My wife was lying on our bed with another man's cock inside her, and she clearly loved it. And my rock-hard erection made it very clear that so did I.

Mr. Bond smiled as he reached a hand down and started to rub her clit with his thumb while not moving his dick at all. The result was almost instant, as Jess's breathing quickened and then turned to a long, primal scream as she came hard from his thumb, causing her pussy to spasm around his thick black cock. I watched as a stream of liquid shot from her pussy across Mr. Bond's belly. I couldn't believe it. I had just witnessed my wife squirt for the very first time. We'd tried to make it happen over the last few months, but we had never managed to achieve it.

As soon as she finished cumming, Mr. Bond started to fuck her again, his cock sliding in and out of her in a slow and steady motion. Her moans started up again, almost instantly, and her hands reached down to grab his ass as she used it to pull him deeper into her. He started to increase the speed, and her moans increased with the fucking.

"Fuck, Shane, you're big cock feels so fucking good inside me. Oh my god, my husband doesn't even come close to making me feel like this. Oh fuck yes, please don't stop, please don't stop fucking me! You're going to make me cum again! Fuck me, Shane, fuck me, yes fuck me with that big cock and fill me with your cum."

Mr. Bond now Jess's other leg behind her head, lifting her hips off the bed and bringing her pussy up as he started to really slam his cock into it with every stroke. His balls were slapping against her ass, and her screams grew louder with each second until I watched as her second orgasm hit. This time, I could see the subtle change in Mr. Bond's face, and I instantly knew that she was pulling him over the edge, too, as her pussy clenched and spasmed around his cock.

A few moments later, I heard him start to grunt, then practically scream himself, and after about ten seconds, I saw his thick white cum as it began to seep out of my wife's pussy. As soon as I saw it, I knew it was too much for me. I started to cum as well.

He stayed on top of her, with his cock in her, for another minute or so, kissing her passionately again. When he finally slid off her and stood up, Jess looked over at me again, and with a truly devilish smile, she pointed at me and then pointed down at her sloppy cum filled pussy. She didn't need to say a word; I got straight to work, burying my head between her legs and beginning to run my tongue over her pussy, for the first time in my life, tasting another man's cum as I lapped it up from her hole. It was certainly potent, definitely more bitter than my own, and I had to really try to push down an urge to gag at first, but I quickly got over it as I watched Jess's body respond as I started to work her clit, earning a deep moan from her in response.

"Should I come back tomorrow, Jess," I heard him ask.

"Oh my God, yes, yes, you fucking should!" Jess screamed, and at the moment, I couldn't be sure if she was screaming from the start of her third orgasm caused by my tongue or an affirmative answer to his question. I later found out it was both.

"Tomorrow, he can lick you while I'm fucking you. That way, he can see right up close why you'll never be satisfied with his little white dick again."

I continued to work my tongue over Jess's pussy as I heard Mr. Bond walk down the stairs and the front door shut behind him. It was no more than fifteen minutes since they'd got home.

"Oh my god, Andrew, holy fuck your tongue is sooo good. Oh my god. Now please come and fuck me. I need my husband to fuck me."

Jess and I made love, and I came a few minutes later before we both fell asleep in each other's arms.

Mr. Bond did indeed return the next night, just as promised, and this time I laid on the bed, as Jess onto all fours right above me, and I licked Jess's little clit while I watched his huge black cock sliding in and out of her pussy. Jess came over and over again, only inches from my face, as he fucked her, and I licked her at the same time. When he was finally ready to cum, which he made very obvious, he pulled his cock out of her and shot his load all over her pussy at first, but then pointed his cock down towards my face. I scrunched up my eyes as the warm, sticky liquid started to dribble from the end of his cock down onto my face and my lips.

"Open up," he ordered.

I parted my lips nervously, and a second late, I felt the last of his cum as it landed on my tongue, and then, before I could process the taste properly, I felt his huge cock head touch my lips. As soon as our flesh touched, I began sucking on it, swallowing his remaining cum before I cleaned my wife's pussy juices from the end of his dick, although I've got to admit, I really couldn't get much of his thick cock it into my mouth at all. Jess had done a much better job in the photo the night before!

But as I struggled to suck and clean his big black cock Jess started to work my own dick, really working it with abandon, and it was only a minute or so until I was cumming  in her mouth, a seriously powerful orgasm that left my cum dripping from the side of her lips and dribbling out of her mouth onto the bed below us.

As my orgasm finally subsided, I felt Mr. Bond get up off the bed and heard him start putting on his clothes. "Tomorrow night is my last in town for a while, Jess. Should I come back so we can finish our business?"

"Oh god, yes, yes, please do."

I was too exhausted mentally and physically to make love to Jess after that, and we just fell asleep in each other's arms a few minutes after he left.


Chapter 6

On the third night, Mr. Bond began the evening by having me on my knees, right in front of his, sucking his big black dick. Jess had never used the biggest dildo to strap on me, so it took a little work to get me used to sucking something the size of it. But once I'd gotten my mouth open wide enough, Mr. Bond didn't wait for a second invitation; he just thrust his huge cock down the back of my throat and grabbed my head as he started to fuck my face. All I could do at first was try not to gag on his cock, but as I relaxed, it became a lot easier to take it.

"Does this little cuck take it up his ass, Jess?"

"Mmmph," I gulped with fear as I felt my cock get even harder and my heart began racing. I honestly didn't know if I was ready for this.

"Well, I've been pegging the little bitch for a month, but never with anything anywhere as large as your cock. And he's never tried it with a real cock before."

"Grab me a condom, please, babe," was his reply. "Then get on the bed; I want him to get you ready for me with his tongue while I fuck his little cuck ass."

I watched as my wife walked over to our nightstand and pulled out a sealed box of Magnum condoms. I had no idea when she had bought them or how they had got into our nightstand. She took one out and passed it to him as I continued to work my lips around his dick. His moans of pleasure were strangely intoxicating and had me working even harder to satisfy him, even as he opened the condom, and I watched my wife lying down on the bed, her head propped up by a couple of pillows as she lay there with her pussy completely exposed.

"Turn over and lick your little slut wife's pussy, cuck."

I released his dick from my mouth more reluctantly than I ever expected, then crawled onto the bed, slowly moving towards my wife's already wide-open pussy. I looked up at her pretty face, but her eyes were already locked on her new lover. I moved into position between her legs to begin to lick her, and as I did, I felt my own ass lift into the air. Then it hit me. I suddenly realized what was about to happen, and I was both terrified about the pain I might feel, yet for some reason, I couldn't wait to feel his cock inside me.

I felt his fingers as he rubbed some lube onto my asshole, and then a few seconds later, the head of his cock pressed at my tight little brown hole. I tried to focus all of my attention on Jess's clit, working it furiously with my tongue. My hands reached around and dug into her ass cheeks as I felt Mr. Bond get into position and start to push. It felt so big and it was uncomfortable at first, although it didn't really hurt. He left about an inch or two in for a few seconds, then slapped my ass hard and pushed in further.

"Ohhhhhhhhh fuck," I moaned.

"Yeah, fuck my husband's ass with that massive dick, Shane. Fuck him until he can't even walk straight."

As he started to slide in and out of my ass, it was like my mind actually left my body. The intense mix of pleasure, pain, humiliation, and satisfaction completely overwhelmed my senses and made this all feel like some type of weird, extremely arousing dream. I don't have any idea how long he was fucking me, but I knew that I made Jess cum at least three from my tongue before I finally came myself. Cumming was probably the weirdest part of the whole night because I came without anyone or anything touching my cock, and as I finally came all over the comforter, I could hear myself screaming in more pleasure than I'd ever experienced from an orgasm as I bucked back against him.

"Get back in your chair. I'm going to have him fuck my pussy now."

I did as I was instructed and watched as Mr. Bond rolled his condom off his big hard cock and got into position between Jess's legs to start fucking her. I couldn't quite believe it when I saw the time. The session had gone on for more than an hour. I honestly lost count of how many times Jess came, but it was over and over again every few minutes. At the same time, he somehow maintained control, slowing his movements whenever he needed to or even pulling out completely and rubbing her clit for a few seconds until Jess begged him to fill her pussy again.

Finally, and with them both covered in sweat and panting from the long hard workout, he finally pulled out of her once again and laid his long hard cock on her stomach.

"You want this in your cunt again?

"Fuck yes," Jess begged.

"Then tell me, is it my cunt or your husbands?"

"It's yours, Shane."

"And what if I decide I don't want to share it with your husband anymore? Will you keep it just for me?"

"Yes, yes, I will. Now, please put your cock back in my pussy!"

"I'm serious. I don't just mean when I'm here, either. I don't want that little cuck putting his cock inside you unless I specifically tell him to do it, do you understand? "

"Yes, Shane, yes, I understand."

"Okay, I know you still love him, I get that, and I'm happy with you continuing to peg  him to show him that love."

"Oh fuck, okay, you're dick is the only one I want, Shane."

He pushed his cock back into her, and she came almost instantly.

"Fuck your little white slut! Fuck Shane, you're incredible!"

Jess wrapped her arms around him and started to dig her fingernails into his back. He almost screamed as Jess's nails started to claw against his skin, and his own huge orgasm started. I looked down and noticed I'd somehow gotten hard again just listening to the talk between the two of them, but I wanted to save my orgasm for Jess after Shane had left, believing that Jess had no actual intention of following through with her promise of not fucking me.

Shane eventually finished cumming in her and stood up, letting his huge black cock hang down between his legs almost menacingly. "Well, what are you waiting for, cuck. Get in there and clean her up."

I went straight to work between her legs, licking the thick, fresh load of cum from my wife's gaping pussy.

"I'll be back in town at the end of the month, and I think I'm going to bring some friends of mine to have a go on my new whore's little cunt. Until then you are not to have anything in your pussy,. I want you nice and fresh when I fuck you the first night."

"Anything you want, Shane. As long as I get to experience your dick again." Jess replied as she started to cum again, this time from my tongue.

"I'll send you that paperwork for our business deal. It might be quite late when I get back to the office."

With that, I could hear him walking towards the door.

"Your husband is such a cum slut cuck. It's such a rare and beautiful thing to see in a husband. Make sure you treat him like what he is."

A few minutes later, I heard the front door open, then shut, and I moved up into position fuck my wife. Just as I pressed the head of my now painfully hard penis into Jess's still gaping wide-open pussy she looked up at me and sighed.

"Not right now, baby. I'm pretty worn out after that."


Chapter 7

Over the next month or so, I discovered exactly how committed Jess was to this new path. When I tried to initiate sex with her the following night, she once again refused.

"Remember, baby, it was you who asked to do this," she said to me with a grin when I pressed the issue. Then she just lay back and turned the TV, leaving me laying there, rock hard and as frustrated as I'd ever felt in my entire life.

I wanted to grab her and scream that I never meant for it to be like this. I wanted to tell her that if I had known where this was going to end up, then I never would have asked her to bring Mr. Bond back to our house. But every time I felt the words starting to form on my lips, I knew deep down I wouldn't say them. Because they weren't true. Well, they were true in the sense I hated the frustration, but they were also not true in the sense that, yes, I did ask for this. And now, as frustrated as I was, I really did want this in a weird way. Now, it was up to me to do my bit and just tolerate it.

It actually got easier over the next couple of weeks, even as my physical frustration levels built. Jess fucked me quite regularly with her strap on, and always did it with some real, genuine, loving affection. While I desperately ached to feel my cock inside her, I was at least being satisfied in a way. I got to cum semi-regularly, although she had a nasty habit of fucking me to the edge, and just as I started to dribble precum, she would stop and leave my cock twitching but a thrust or two short of cumming. And I was still returning the favor every time with my tongue, working it on her clit, although now I never used my fingers in her, just on her clit.

I always let her initiate the action now, and I always did exactly what she asked. Every time I hoped that, at some point, this new path might come to an end or, even better, merge with another where I could still fuck her occasionally. We couldn't go on this way forever, I told myself.

But at the same time, I was really beginning to accept and actually enjoy this new fate. And I was also beginning to look forward to the next time Mr. Bond was in town. If I wasn't allowed to fuck my wife, then at least I'd get the joy of watching her getting pleasured by a big, hard dick on a powerful black man.

Outside of the bedroom, our life was pretty normal for the most part. We both continued going to work, and we even started planning our two-week vacation to Europe. The commission check from the new business Jess had brought in was every bit as large as she'd thought it would be. Whenever Gemma was in town, we now had the money to take her out for dinner, and I had picked up some more of the household chores, mostly because Jess's work hours had gotten longer.

I once asked her once if she was fucking anyone else, and as soon as she looked at me flatly and said, "No, my pussy belongs to Shane and no one else, "I not only felt so bad for doubting her but I also got so hard when she said it that I almost came in my pants again.

Almost a whole month after our last encounter, one Thursday night after she had finished fucking me with her 9-inch dildo, she looked at me and said, "Shane will be coming over tomorrow. I can't wait to get fucked by his big black cock again."

He came over the following evening, around 9 pm, and Jess's look of pure joy when she saw him at the door lit up my heart.

They had me sit in the same chair while they fucked like wild animals for at least an hour. Jess moaned with pleasure the entire time, screaming for him as she came from being fucked for the first time in weeks. She kept telling him how incredible he felt inside her and how much she'd missed his big black dick fucking her. When he looked her in the eyes and asked her if she'd strayed and fucked me, she immediately replied. "Why would I want to do that? His pathetic little willy isn't going to do anything for me, not when I knew you were coming back for me."

Once she had confirmed that, he grabbed her and turned her around so that she was looking straight at me on all fours as he pounded her from behind, grabbing a handful of her hair so that she was forced to look back over her shoulder at me as I sat there playing with my penis.

He didn't need to say anything, and neither did she. The message on her face was very clear indeed. Her pussy was well and truly his forever, and I wasn't going to be able to do a damn thing about it.

When he had finally cum inside Jess, she beckoned for me to come over and start cleaning her up, and I practically leaped from my seat to fulfill her desire. As I licked his cum from her pussy hole, Mr. Bond began to speak.

"I'm going to be having some of my friends come over tomorrow to enjoy my new slut's pussy. Make sure you've got some refreshments, lots of condoms, and some lube. Most of the guys will want to use your husband, too. I'm really looking forward to seeing just how much dick and cum this little cuck bitch can take."

"How many friends will you be bringing?" Jess asked, with a hint of both fear and excitement evident in her voice.

"Oh, maybe ten or twelve. There are always a few flakes from the first-timers, but not normally many. They all know that when I find a little white hotwife and a cuck husband, it's going to be a really good time for all of us. You should get a good night's sleep too, and have him do all the shopping for tomorrow. You'll need to keep all your energy in reserve to satisfy us all. Expect us over about 7 pm."

Jess started cumming and actually squirting as Mr. Bond said the words. If I had even the slightest worry that the prospect of being gang-banged by 12 complete strangers would have made her worried enough to stop this, her body's reaction told me just the total opposite.

As Jess slept in late the following morning, I headed out to the store, picking up four boxes of condoms of various sizes, three tubes of lube, some meat, cheese, and crackers, as well as a load of beers and soda. The young female clerk did her best to try not to look at me like the complete freak I clearly was.

I got back home with the groceries pretty early and was putting them out on the kitchen counter when Jess walked downstairs with a noticeable bounce in her step and a very happy, bubbly demeanor. She gave me a little kiss and a playful smack on the ass before she grabbed herself a cracker from the tray and then walked over to hit the fridge to grab some OJ. She said she was going out shopping for something sexy to wear for the evening but said she would be back before 6.

As promised, Mr. Bond arrived at exactly 7 pm and gave Jess a long, passionate kiss when he entered.

"You ready to get fucked like you've never even imagined?"

"I'm ready to do anything you ask me, Shane."

He just smiled and nodded, telling her to go upstairs and wait. He said he wanted me to stay downstairs with him for now. As the guests started to arrive, I found out why he was so keen to arrange this. He was taking $100 from each of the guests. He was actually making money from the gangbang he had organized, and he clearly wanted me to know.

As the guests arrived, they would pay Mr. Bond, then strip off completely and leave their clothes in a neat pile on the sofa. Then, they would go to the kitchen and grab some refreshments. The guys varied in age from just over 18 to one guy who had to be in his late fifties. They also varied in body size from a couple of bone-thin guys to one who was built like a tank and another guy who was like a chubby bear. Most of the guys had cocks that looked like they would be larger than mine when hard. Some were white, some black, two were Hispanic, and one guy looked Chinese. Most of them clearly knew each other, probably from previous meetings. When a guy who was new to the group arrived, Mr. Bond would introduce him, then command me to welcome him with a nice blowjob. It wasn't long before I'd had my first two mouthfuls of cum that night. The rest of the group all cheered the newcomers on as they used my mouth and throat to get off.

To Mr. Bond's surprise, all 12 guys he had invited had shown up. The pictures of Jess that Mr. Bond had sent to them clearly convinced them that this was an event not to be missed. Just after 8 pm, we all headed upstairs.

It was a pretty tight fit in our bedroom that night. I was the first one up the stairs and got into a great position to watch Jess's face as each of the guys who were going to fuck her that night walked into the room. She was wearing a brand new, almost completely see-thru lace baby doll negligee with a tiny red bow that did absolutely nothing to hide her nipples. She wasn't wearing panties at all, and she had clearly shaved her pussy that day. A bowl of condoms was placed on the nightstand along with the tubes of lube. Jess looked absolutely radiant.

Once everyone had assembled in the bedroom, Mr. Bond addressed the group. "Gentlemen, this is Jessica. This is her first gangbang. We will fill her pussy, her ass, and her mouth for her. The condoms are for her pussy and ass, and they must be used unless she says otherwise, but no one is using a condom for her mouth. Our little cuck over there will fluff you up if you need him to, and you can bend him over the chair and fuck his ass at any time you get the urge. He's got a nice tight little ass, too; believe me, you don't want to pass it up."

"And at the end of the night, we are going to cum bathe them both, so if you're typically one cum and done kind of guy, try to save it for the end. That's it for my speech, now enjoy my little slut's pussy. Tonight might end up being the only time I ever share it. It's that good, and I want it for myself. Now who wants to fuck this little whore first?"

The 19-year-old new guy to the group, a slim black guy with a long, slightly thin-looking eight-inch dick whose cum I had swallowed no more than 20 minutes earlier, took a step forward.

"She's all yours, Ricardo. Enjoy," Mr. Bond said.

Ricardo reached over and grabbed a condom, and got into position, kneeling on the bed, his dick only a few inches from my wife's face, and as he grabbed the condom from the bowl, she lifted her head up slightly and took him in her mouth. After only a few seconds, he pulled his cock away.

"Holy fuck, this slut's mouth is incredible; wow, it really works miracles." He said as he started to rip open the packaging and remove the condom. As he pulled it down over his cock he moved in between her legs, and a moment later, he was sliding his cock into her, and I watched Jess's face intently as he slid his long cock into her. I watched her bite down on her lip as he started to thrust his big cock in and out of her.

The big guy then went and stood right by her face, offering her his short but extremely thick penis, which she almost instantly took into her mouth as she started to work on it. I could see the look of pure pleasure on his face as she started to suck his five or so inches down her throat. Before I knew what was happening, a flaccid dick appeared in my face, blocking my view, and as I looked up, I could see it was the guy in his fifties,  who was now dangling his big uncut cock right in my face. The man it was attached to it commanded me, "Come on, get me hard, cuck boy. I'm going to stick this big cock up your wife's tight little ass."

The night very rapidly became nothing more than a blur of sexual depravity. For the next two hours, I pretty much constantly had a dick in my mouth or sometimes up my ass, and my wife was very rarely without at least one and normally two inside her. The guys did their best to try to save their cum for the end, tapping in and out with another guy regularly to take a chance to calm down and occasionally taking a bit longer, heading downstairs to grab a drink and let themselves recover.

Jess was cumming pretty much constantly, and her encouragement to the men to fuck her like the whore she was nearly constant, too, only interrupted by her telling them how good their dicks felt. Occasionally I would get a few minutes without someone's cock shoved in my face, which gave me a chance just to watch her for a few moments, and I could see how much she was enjoying herself. Watching her was like watching a wild animal, consumed by an insatiable blend of lust and power. It was truly beautiful to watch.

Finally, as I felt my own ass starting to get quite sore from the constant pounding, I felt a couple of pairs of hands pick me up and move me over to the bed, where I was and laid down opposite Jess so that our legs dangled off opposite sides of the bed, and our heads were laying next to each other.

"Time to finish, boys; pick your favorite little slut to fuck and then finish off all over their faces," Mr. Bond told the group.

The first guy to step up was an athletic 30-year-old white guy who was covered in tattoos and who had probably the biggest dick in the group. He moved in between my legs, lubed his cock up, then pushed my legs back and started to fuck me mercilessly while the skinny black guy with the 8-inch thin cock fucked my wife. A only a few minutes, they were kneeling on opposite sides of our heads, stroking their cocks furiously before they both started cumming simultaneously over Jess and my face. Once they had finished unloading, we turned out heads and started to kiss as we shared the cum between us.

Most of the guys wanted Jess one more time, and so I was quite often left without a dick in me as they lined up to fuck her one last time before they moved up to our faces to cum. Although most wanted to fuck her, they were all happy to cum on my face too. By the fifth or sixth load, it had started to drip down our necks and chests and was forming a widening wet patch on the sheet beneath our heads. We never stopped kissing after that, as guy after guy fucked Jess and came on our faces. I had never experienced anything so primal.

Mr. Bond was the last guy to take both of us, pounding my ass for a few minutes before he moved around to Jess and fucked her to one final orgasm. But unlike all the other guys, he didn't move to her face. Instead, he stopped for a second, removed the condom, and then slid his cock back into her one more time, and seconds later, he was releasing his load deep in her pussy, just as the last of his friends knelt beside me and came a huge load over my face and chest. The rest of the guys had already gone downstairs. I couldn't be sure, but as the final guy's big cock came all over my face, I was sure I heard some of them leaving.

When Mr. Bond had finally finished cumming, he smiled down at Jess and said, "You really are fucking incredible. I'll let you have tomorrow to recover, but I will be dropping by on Sunday to fuck my pussy again."

"No, I don't think so," Jess said, much to my surprise.

"What?" Mr. Bond said, her tone absolutely incredulous.

"It's not your pussy," Jess said, her breathing still ragged from the massive orgasm he'd just fucked her to. "It never was your pussy. This dirty little cunt belongs to me and my husband. Honestly, thank you for the amazing experience, Shane, but I'm done with you now. You can get dressed and show yourself out."

I was in complete disbelief, and my heart was instantly filled with joy at her words. I reached up and wiped a glob of cum from just above my eye so that I could look at Mr. Bond. The look on his face was even more shocked than me. He suddenly realized that he had been used by Jess and not the other way around. She had just used him to fulfill our fantasy. And now she'd had enough.

"I think you're making a big mistake. But I like you, so I'll let you take that back."

"Shane, get the fuck out of here," Jess replied before turning back to me.

"Make love to me now, Andrew," she said. We were both lying there, covered in the cum of 12 guys, and it felt amazing as I moved into her arms.

"Of course, my love," I said as I heard Mr. Bond slamming the door behind him and walking down the stairs.

"Just promise me one thing, please, baby. Promise that if I want to... if I need to... I can make you my cum slut cuck again. And if you ever need it again, I'll be your naughty hotwife. I'll be anything you want; I'll do anything you ask of me, so just make sure you're careful when you do, okay?"

"Okay, my love," I replied, and at that moment, I truly understood everything for the first time.

I made love to my wife on our bed, happy to feel my cock inside her again and excited for the next time she would want to do anything like this again or where the next path in our lives would take us.

I know now something I never knew about myself until very recently. I am a cum slut cuck. Well, at least I am when Jessica tells me to be. This is my confession.
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Cuckold Awakening: A Cuckold Husband's Bisexual Awakening

Hello. Let me introduce myself. My name is Justin, and I am a cuckold.

Now I know what you're thinking. That statement will instantly bring to mind an image of a wimpy guy with a tiny, unsatisfying cock, who probably has a gorgeous and very oversexed trophy wife. And you'll no doubt be imagining his tiny little penis while his wife sucks on her much larger lover's powerful cock. Of course, that's what the internet will tell you a cuckold looks like.

Except it's not me at all. Sure, I've got the hot wife, and she's definitely sucking another guy's big cock. But I've not got the small penis, I'm not the wimpy other guy.

Oh, and one more thing: while she's on her knees in front of her lover, SO AM I.

This is how my wife awoke the cuckold deep inside me, and this is how the cuckold deep inside me realized I enjoyed sucking cock.

Up Close and Personal: A Husband Watches His Wife From Only Inches Away

My sweet, innocent, petite little blonde wife sat in the back seat of our car with her braless tits completely on display and her new dress almost entirely bunched up around her waist.

The dim light from the parking lot was still enough to glint off the diamond in her wedding ring as she slid her tiny hand up and down the big, throbbing cock.

There was just one problem. It wasn't my cock she was holding. No, it was that of a guy she had only just met, and I was sitting in the driver's seat watching everything going on in the back.

So, go pour yourself a drink and get comfortable so I can tell you how I arrived at this mind-spinning moment and what happened next.

Small and Caged: A Boyfriend's Brutal Nightmare Begins

"Oh god, yes, that's it. Eat my pussy, little dick. That's it, come on, you need to make me cum with your mouth, that's it, come on, show me that I could be satisfied with your tiny dick," Megan shouted.

Steve couldn't believe it when Megan Parker actually suggested they finally get together. He couldn't believe how lucky he was. They had been friends for years, and he had always fantasized about her. But now, somehow, his fantasy was coming true. Well, it was coming true until she dropped that bombshell. Suddenly his feeling of excitement turned to embarrassment as he looked down at his five-inch cock as it stuck up rock hard as Megan straddled his face.

But what he thought was the most humiliating moment was nothing compared to what was to come. Firstly, despite his embarrassment, his cock somehow got even harder.

But if you think that was the most embarrassing moment, you'd be wrong. When she opened her nightstand drawer and pulled out a cock cage, he couldn't believe what she was suggesting.

But before he knew it, he heard it, the sound of the cock cage clicking as it locked into place, and suddenly his cock was caged.
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