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Introduction

I know this is going to sound corny, but all I have ever really wanted is to get spanked.  It was a long time ago that I stopped worrying about right and wrong.  I ended up meeting Big Bill because I wasn't satisfied with my marriage.  Have you ever gotten a real orgasm?  If you can't answer definitively with a yes, then I'm sorry to say that you are probably living without.  I wasn't even asking for all that much.  I didn't need the crazy sex that I knew I actually really did deserve.  I didn't need to go to fancy hotels, to get mildly drunk on both exotic drinks and the euphoria of love.  Honestly, all I really ever wanted was to get spanked! 

There is no ladylike way to ask to get spanked.  You kind of have to act naughty and if your boyfriend knows what he's doing, he'll intuitively understand that you need and even want to get spanked.  There's something horribly inappropriate about it, too, giving a grown woman—and a married woman, at that—a punishment that is usually reserved for little girls.                
“Do I. . . Do I take my panties off?” I always ask.

Like I said, there is no ladylike way to ask for a spanking.  I used to bend over for my husband, but—what can I say?  Some guys just aren't dominant enough to understand what's going through my head, the absolute thirst and desire to be taken.  I'm not always a nice lady and I know that it's not nice to cheat on my husband, either.  But to tell you the truth, I'm not actually cheating on him because he knows about it and reluctantly approves.  You might be surprised how many women do exactly this type of thing and how many submissive husbands actually get off on it, too.  Of course, you might actually be happy in you marriage, getting exactly what you need.  More likely, you have a boyfriend on the side, like me, who is spanking you so hard that it leaves a mark, not only on your buttocks, but also in your heart.  I told you this was going to be a corny story, didn't I? 

But also, have you ever really melted for a guy?  I don't know how to explain it fully, so my real intention in recounting this story is to encourage other lonely wives like me to find your own Big Bill.  No, that's not his real name.  You don't want to know our actual nicknames for each other—they are simply too filthy.  But in the cuckolding lifestyle, the man who satisfies a hotwife is usually referred to as a bull.  No one really seems to know the origin of this appellation, though if you have ever been in the company of a bull, it makes perfect sense.  This is animal sex, the kind without language, but with moans, shouts, and slaps.  So, please let me introduce my love life with my own stud bull, Mr. Big Bill.  Yee-haw! 
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Chapter 1. Why I Need to Get Spanked

For one thing, I wasn't sure what a real spanking was for a long time.  Naturally, I had asked my husband to spank me, and this is where it really started to fail.  Spanking should be a surprise.  If you have to ask for a punishment, that kind of ruins a lot of the pleasure in it.  Of course I'm not saying that a guy should do something to a girl that she doesn't want.  But you can have a short conversation before you get in bed telling a guy you want to be submissive.  And an experienced guy who knows how to handle a woman will know exactly what to do.

You should make a girl wince when you spank her.  You can do it when you're already inside her.  In fact, that's the best kind of spanking, when I'm already split in two and completely vulnerable and helpless to fight back—as though I would have any desire to resist.  Hell, I will probably ask for more. 

Big Bill would pull me into the bedroom after some gentle foreplay on the sofa—this was at his house, by the way.  I don't know how every single cuckolding couple does it, but at least when I got started I always did it at his house.  I felt like I was on a little vacation.  As much as the cuckolding fetish revolves around humiliating the husband, I just wanted to explore my sexuality on my own at first.  And to tell you the truth, my husband was plenty humiliated simply knowing that another guy was having my body.  If you do cuckold your husband, you should stop having sex with him, too.  He'll definitely get the message that he's not good at sex and you deserve more.  Feel free to tell him exactly what you do with your bull, too.  And you can still let him eat you out sometimes.  He is your husband, after all. 

But if you want to really get me wet, if you want me to blossom for you, to gush like a waterfall, you have to spank me first.  It really is an overwhelming sense of release.  And I raelly feel like I had to do it with someone who wasn't my husband, too.  Ask any pair of young lovers sneaking around for their liaisons—illicit sex is always better.  I guess I felt overwhelmingly embarrassed on my wedding night.  Literally everyone knew I was going to get fucked that night.  I could see them visualizing it when they smiled and congratulated me.  Cuckolding is my dirty little secret.  My coworkers don't know that I come in to work with Big Bill's sperm in my tummy.  I can laugh knowing that I'm probably having better sex than all the other people in my office. 

By this point, we have a regular routine.  I will bend over for him and present my ass.  I never know exactly what Big Bill is going to do though, and that's part of the appeal.  He might simply enter me and make me wait for my spanking.  I might tease him a little, and try to make him angry so that he'll be more rough.  My husband often complained that I never liked it rough, but the truth was, I couldn't handle his hard thrusts unless he got me wet first!  I think all guys like rough sex, simply because of what it represents.  And all girls like it, too, but only if you actually know how to do it.  And that's why I think all girls really do  like to get spanked.  It's part of the whole package of sex.  When I get kissed, you can bite my lips a little.  I like to feel the weight of a man's body on top of me.  I make no apologies for liking what I think every other woman in history has ever wanted.  I need to be taken, spanked, held down, picked up and pushed against the wall.  And if you can't do that to your wife, she has probably already found some else who can. 

And seriously, if your husband is submissive, if he's shy, if he can't make you cum, he might actually be into the idea of being a cuck.  People tend to end up where they belong.  If you have a sexless marriage, that's probably something he is responsible for and there's not reason you have to suffer.  You could be having mind-blowing sex every night, the kind that makes you blackout.  I mean, I'm shitting all over my marriage vows.  You can imagine how good the sex must be. 


Chapter 2. How to Get Picked up

If you ever bother to spend the time thinking about some of the sexual slang we use, it can really make you think.  No, a guy doesn't literally pick you up at a bar or even from an online dating app.  But, actually, yes, in the bedroom, he should literally pick you up.  I'm not saying you need to have sex in that position.  In fact, when I do have sex, we almost always do it in several different positions.  Did your husband actually pick you up in his arms and carry you across the threshold of your hotel room on your honeymoon?  Can he?  Simply having a guy hold me in his arms like that is the ultimate turn on.  And I'm not even a particularly large women—I'm actually rather petite.  If you do want to pick up a woman, let her see your muscles, let her know how strong you are.  You don't need to actually lift her up from the bar and carry her to your car.  But simply knowing that he could makes me start to get wet for Big Bill.              

When we first met, he picked me up when he hugged me hello.  Panties?  Instantly moist. 

And for as much as I'm objectifying his body, he's actually a very sweet guy as well.  But then again, we both know we are in it for the sex and little else.  Dating is hard and marriage is, too.  But if you agree that all you're looking for is casual sex?  If you are willing to throw out all the drama, just forget about it and have fun, you might be surprised how easily it is to find happiness in the bedroom. 

And yes, size does matter.  I'm a shallow size queen, in both senses of the word shallow.  I have a greedy need for large penises.  My vagina also happens to be shallow, so it's really not hard to please me.  Guys, you know who you are.  If you are small, I'm sorry about that, but you have to understand that your wife is going to need more.  I think that if a guy with a small penis marries a normal woman, he is kind of preordained to end up as a cuckold.  There's nothing wrong with this and nothing to feel sorry about.  As I have said, submissive guys tend to end up getting a kick out of being cucked.  So, it kind of all works out in the end. 

Sorry, hubby!  But you understand, right?  It's not you—it's me.  I just need more.  And, if you really don't believe me, I guess I can invite you to watch once or twice, to see how a real man treats a girl like me.  If you are polite and obedient, I might even be willing to let you taste the cream pie—as long as Big Bill doesn't leave me too sore raw dogging my sweet pussy all night! 


Chapter 3. A Full Body Experience

I know, I sort of have a butt fixation, as embarrassing as that sounds.  I think you can tell, I enjoy humiliating myself like this, though.  To be perfectly honest, I never used to wear lingerie, either.  If you get a hot new boyfriend though, you kind of have to dress up for him though, right?  Like every woman ever, I was always self-conscious about my body.  I didn't look as good as the models who were selling the lingerie.  But you'd be surprised.  Guys are mostly after pussy, and I will confess that I'm not as young as I used to be.  I should also confess, and you may have already guessed, that I have hooked up with more bulls than just Big Bill.  It really boosted my ego when I started to match with literally everyone I liked on Tinder.  Why hadn't I started doing this earlier?

If you wear a thong, it's kind of inviting a guy to spank your ass.  Why not pair it with some sexy stockings, so he'll be feeling you up before you even get into the bedroom? Bras, frankly, I don't like, because I want my man's hands on my nipples.  You can buy a frilly bra that matches your thong and stockings, just so that your man can get a good look at you in your sexy bedroom outfit before you quickly take the bra off.  You can still have sex while wearing thigh-high stockings and a thong.  He can simply move the G-string to the side.  Don't be surprised if you get a run in your stockings though.  Who am I kidding?  Your legs are going to get covered in sperm before the night is over.  But this is a good excuse to go shopping for more lingerie—and you can make it a fun date with your bull.  Want to really humiliate your husband?  Take him lingerie shopping with you and make him pick out things you'll only be wearing for your bulls.  Want to humiliate him even more?  Buy some panties that he can start to wear, too! 

A lot of cuckolds actually start to enjoy this kind of forced feminization, even if they don't think they will at first.  If a guy doesn't get access to a pussy regularly, he'll have to seek pleasure elsewhere as well.  And in this way, we are both kind of the same.  I had to find pleasure outside of our marriage and now he's going to have to see non-traditional pleasures, too.  Just make sure he does all his household chores while you're off fucking your bull before you temporarily let him out of his chastity cage. 


Chapter 4. Is Cuckolding Right for Your?

Yes!  I know you might not want to believe this right now and it might remain a tantalizing fantasy for you well into the future.  But let me assure you—unless your husband or boyfriend is spanking you silly, you should be getting what you need elsewhere!

He should leave a mark when he spanks you.  I mean, it's just on my ass, so it doesn't actually hurt that badly.  But there should also be some evidence of your love-making, besides the semen welling up in your panties and the big, post-coital smile on your face.  Your husband should see that another man is able to take care of you like that, to take hold of your body and make it his own.  If you show up in bed with spank marks on your ass, he'll definitely get the message.  He might even invite you to start spanking him! 

“Show me how your bull does it to you,” he might beg.  I don't believe any woman is a hundred percent dominant or submissive.  When I am fucking my bull, even as a bottom being penetrated, I can be a little aggressive.  We usually start out in the doggy style position, so that my ass is exposed, but I also like to ride him, threatening to break his dick off with my thighs.  Don't worry though, bulls are no pushovers.  Any dominance you show will just earn you even more spankings.  Like I said, a girl has to be naughty sometimes in order to get the punishment she needs. If you ever do have sex with your husband again, you'll probably also be taking on the role of a dominatrix, which can be sexy in its own way.  Punish him for having such a small penis.  Make him eat  you out and don't even let him masturbate afterwards.  Isn't having a submissive husband fun? 

But you probably already knew this.  I think that the ultimate form of cuckolding is if you let your husband watch.  You can expect it to be a little awkward, but don't worry.  You bull will know what to do.  He has probably taken a lot of women like this, showing off in front of their husbands.  You might be worried that if you go around dating random hot guys, they might be in search of a serious relationship leading to marriage.  But let me tell you, bulls are a different bread.  They'll be perfectly understanding of your situation.  They know your husband wears panties.  And in the same way that they know how to take care of a married woman, they'll know what to say to your husband to keep him in his place. 


Chapter 5. My First Time. . .

I don't remember it all that clearly, at least not until we got in bed.  That's when it became vivid as hell, like I was finally alive for the first time.  I had actually been chatting with Big Bill for a few days before I agreed to let him take me out for drinks, which was something I had never done before.  I wasn't really a big drinker, although now I do drink socially.  It can really help take the edge off after a long day.  It also helped me to ease my anxieties about cheating on my husband.  In all honesty, I thought that Bill was a fake, a liar, or someone trying to play a prank of me. So, I agreed to go on a date with this guy I had met online and who seemed too good to be true. Why would a guy who was so hot want to meet with someone like me?  I couldn't even offer him a real relationship.  I later learned, however, that we're actually perfect for each other.

The first time he took me to a hotel.  I think we both knew this was going to be something long-term as soon as we laid eyes on each other.  One thing I didn't gather from his online dating profile, or even from chatting with him on the phone, was how good he smelled.  I guess it's pheromones or perhaps just an animal energy he exudes. But I wanted to start cuddling up with him before we even got to our hotel room. There is a joke that women don't need to be funny or charming at all, because guys like us just the way we are, anyway.  If a woman is being a comedian, they say she is still a woman, but she's playing a man's game.  It's men who need to be funny in order to attract women. Well, for nearly our entire date, I was giggling.  I couldn't believe my luck, to have met someone who was clearly into me.  I was kind of laughing at myself and also at the situation.  And Big Bill wouldn't stop flattering me, telling me how beautiful I was.  Suddenly, I had amazing books, nice legs, and a warm smile.  He promised me he wanted to take me to bed.  Are you sure about that?  I had to call his bluff.  Soon, we were on our way to the hotel. 

I had promised myself I would take it slow.  I probably wasn't going to fuck this guy on the first date. But he reminded me that this wasn't a real date.  Neither of us wanted to start dating—did we? We were just two adults looking to have fun.  He didn't even let me take a shower before he had his hand up my dress.  Suddenly it was off.  He took me into the toilet and we looked at each other in the mirror.  I was shy, seeing myself next to him.  He lowered my head so I was in my favorite position, and looked me in the eye through the mirror.  And then he spanked me. 

Yup, I was going to let this guy fuck me.  Somehow he knew I wanted to ge spanked.  I pulled my panties down and he made my butt warm—and my pussy wet. 

Let me tell you, when you meet a guy you really like, it's never just once.  I let the pleasure flow over my body in copious waves as he entered and manhandled me.  I wanted to be used. If I was committing a sin, if I was hurting my husband, I wanted it to be the worst transgression ever.  I had to let the pleasure take hold of me, the same way that Big Bull held my hips in his hands, firmly, while fucking me.  I was shaking so hard, I though I might fall down. I think I dripped, right there, on the bathroom floor.  It was insane, and yet I couldn't pull myself away.  I closed my eyes and felt that amazing rush that belongs to truly amazing sex. 

The second time, in bed, was slower and more gentle, but I still wanted him to spank me.  It's really the icing on the cake.  I don't just want you to enter me, to take me in my softest and most vulnerable hole. I also want you to tease me and make fun of me, physically as well as verbally, calling me a bottom bitch and a cock-whore and whatever you can think of.  I had no idea I could be so filthy—and like it, too. 


Chapter 6. A Slap in the Face

As an afterword, I want to tell you that you can really embrace any kind of kink you like.  You will probably discover new ones you didn't even know existed!  I actually did know that blow jobs were a thing, but I never really thought they were for me.  But that was mainly because I never felt right sucking my husband's dick.  As it turns out, I just needed a man to gently slap my face with rock hard cock to get my motor running.  I think if a guy lets you put his manhood between your teeth, you kind of have to suck him to completion.  Oh, and do I love to swallow his cream!

As an added bonus, it's also a slap in the face to your husband if you do stuff with other guys you never did with him.  So, we both get to enjoy the sting of being slapped, either literally or figuratively.  What can I say? Sometimes you really just need a kick in the pants to get your sex life up and alive again.  Sometimes you need to feel your bull's dick growing hard as it slides into your mouth. 

Big Bill has always says I suck a mean dick.  At first, I didn't know what he meant by that, but of course I couldn't ask, because I has something in my mouth.  He actually says it's good that I didn't have any experience with oral sex, because I was a clean slate that he could teach.  I think he was correct, because I later had the experience of sucking other dicks, and different guys really do want different things.  I think that one reason it's good for you to have a dick in your mouth is so that you can listen to what your man wants. He can tell you where to suck and where to lick, when to go faster or slower, when to lift your eyes up at him and smile.  No talking—but some gentle slurping and giggling is fine.  And he'll let you know when to open wide for his hot load on your lips. 

Sex is really all about experimenting.  I went into this needing to get spanked, but I didn't realize at first that it was all about letting go.  The truth is, if I let myself get spanked, if I lower myself, if I admit that I'm a slut, I can let go of all of my fears of failure.  You can't really punish me if I like being punished in the first place.  Sometimes you need to destroy your marriage in order to make it stronger.  My husband no longer fears that I'll leave him, either. I mean, I'm already getting all the sex I want. Why would I bother to get divorced?

I realized that I'm actually a pretty simple woman.  I just need to be treated like a lady once in a while.  My husband has come to accept this, too.  Sometimes, you need to be a man and encourage your wife to fuck random guys she meets online, because it might just save your marriage.  Honestly, I know he is making a big sacrifice by letting me do this, but it's not like he really has much of a choice, either.  When I look at my previous life before I was getting reamed all the time, I have to cry a little.  I could have died that way, never knowing what true sexual pleasure is really like. But every time I bend over now, I know that I am  alive, that I am only truly free when I am totally taken, and I know that I am doing the right thing. 

So, what are you waiting for?  It's it time you cucked your husband?  Or, if you are a perverse guy reading this, don't you think you should encourage your wife to find a real man?  Don't worry—she wont leave you.  She might even let you watch sometimes, just to show you why it's necessary for her to fuck so many other guys in such hot, filthy, and humiliating positions.
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