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Husband to Feminized Cuckold Saga 

by Brad Princeton 




Book 1: Cuckold Hell ... or Heaven? 




“How did I end up helping my wife cuckold me?” John asked himself. John thought he’d grabbed the brass ring by marrying Tonya, a knockout seemingly out of his league. Or so he thought until she revealed that he’d never satisfied her sexually. He was faced with a desperate choice: let her be unhappy, lose her, or ... become a knowing cuckold.

His fateful choice led him down the rabbit hole to increasing domination by his awakened bride, participation in his own cuckolding, feminization—and what else? Once started down that road, who knows where it will lead?

The Husband to Feminized Cuckold Saga is a series of five books that take John ever deeper into his cuckold journey. John’s tells in his own words how a seemingly normal man descends a slippery slope by imperceptible degrees, discovering thoughts, urges, and impulses he never would have guessed. John’s narrative reveals insights into the cuckold’s psychology, tortures, and delights. 




Content warning: This work contains sexually explicit language and scenes.  It is intended for mature adults who are not offended by themes of marital infidelity, female domination, humiliation, cross-dressing, cross-gender behavior, group sex, bisexual behavior, urolagnia, and anal sexuality.



-Day 1 Saturday-

Like many men who end up in my situation, I couldn't believe my luck in getting Tonya to marry me. I'm not a bad looking guy, pretty average. I'm no jock, but I'm not a complete spaz either. I played JV tennis and golf: nothing where some giant would get to bash on me. 

Tonya, on the other hand, is a beauty and was popular in school. I'd never have asked her out if she hadn't pretty much come out and told me she was interested. I was surprised at her interest. After we started seeing each other regularly I just had to ask her what she saw in me, when she could be going out with the BMOC crowd.

"I'm tired of those macho guys. You're no he-man, but you listen to me, and you'll be a good father one day. They'll be out drinking with their buddies or trying to bed their secretary. I don't worry about that with you."

I was happy enough with our sex life, although Tonya would never come during intercourse. No matter how long I held off my orgasm, she never would climax. I'd usually eat her to orgasm first and then I'd go for mine. But this fateful day I was determined to hold off and try to make her come from fucking. But to no avail.

"I'm never gonna get there this way, honey," she told me. "You're just ... um...."

"I'm just what?"

"You're just not.... Well, I mean ... um ... you're just wasting your time. It's just not gonna happen like that. Go ahead and finish yourself. Then bring me off with your talented tongue!"

"You mean ... after?"

"Sure. After 'Little Johnny' warms me up, you can finish me off."

My name is John and "Little Johnny" was her pet name for my cock. In those circumstances, "little" sounded more like a criticism than an endearment. It put me off my game for a minute, but her pussy felt so damn good that it didn’t take me long to blow my cookies. I didn't feel much like going down on her then, since I was in that post-orgasmic let-down. But on the other hand, I felt as if I'd failed her somehow and I'd better make up for it. The taste of my own cum was definitely off-putting for me, but Tonya, on the contrary, seemed more enthusiastic than usual about my oral ministrations.

"Oh, Johnny, eat my pussy! Unh! Oh, yeah! Unh! Uh! Uh! Oh, get in there! Suck all that nasty cum out of my pussy!"

She did always tell me I was a good "pussy-eater," but she seemed to be getting off on the "cream pie" idea. Even after she had what sounded like a pretty good orgasm, she told me, "Keep licking it! Your tongue feels so good! Get every drop of your squirt out of me!"

And indeed, even though I'd thought I'd got it all out and was only tasting her copious pussy juice, another orgasm pushed out another strong-tasting glob of semen. Even after that she continued.

"Lick all around, Johnny. Clean me with your tongue. I can feel some oozing down between my cheeks.” She pulled her legs back and spread her knees to give me full access.

'I've gone this far, why stop at that?' I thought to myself. I flattened my tongue to lick her pussy lips clean, even sucking the cum out of her pubic hair. Then I leaned over and dipped my tongue between her cheeks. I licked down her crack and over her rosebud.

"Oh, you nasty boy! You're licking my ass! Lick it clean, boy! Um! That's so naughty!" she encouraged me. Her ass didn't smell bad, maybe a little musky, and even sort of sexy. The muscles of her anal ring rippled under my tongue.

"Oh, that's so nasty, but it feels so nice! Keep licking my ass, clean-up boy! Lick it good! Make love to my ass with your tongue!” I knew she was a lusty lass, but her bedroom talk was usually limited to, "Fuck me!" or, "Oh, God, I'm coming!” She usually wasn't nearly this voluble or explicit. And the giving me orders and calling me "boy" was all new. Her groans, her salty talk, and the naughtiness of what I was doing were having an effect on me. Despite having only come a few minutes before, "Little Johnny" was getting hard again!

Determined to please Tonya, I tentatively dipped the tip of my tongue into the center of that circle of muscle. Never having done this before I wasn't sure of what to expect, but nothing bad happened. I couldn't taste anything but her skin. I dipped my tongue in again.

"Oh, you bad boy! What are you doing?! Mmmm! Do it again!” Thus spurred on, I enthusiastically thrust my tongue in and out, going in a little deeper each time.

"Oh, I can't believe it! Oh, God, he's sticking his tongue up my ass! Oh, I like that! Do it, boy! Tongue-fuck my ass! I want to feel you up there!"

Now my cock was as hard as a rock! I never knew my bride could be capable of such lusty talk! I went at her ass with abandon. The feel of her sphincter squeezing my tongue was thrilling. It was like my tongue was a little cock and her ass was milking it. Suddenly I had an urge to get my whole tongue in there, up to the hilt, as if I were burying my cock in her pussy. I guess every man secretly wants to butt-fuck his wife. It was as if I were halfway there by violating her anal orifice with my tongue.

And moreover Tonya seemed to be enjoying it immensely, to my surprise!

“Oh yeah! Unh!” She reached down and started rubbing herself. As I stuck my tongue as deep as I could, I could feel her ring loosening. With every thrust it was easier to go back in.

“Oh, lick out my ass, ass licker!” Tonya had never talked to me like that before. But the degrading tone strangely only made me feel hotter. I started twisting my tongue in circles, stretching her ass in all directions. It opened up more for me and the deeper I pushed my tongue into her, the more frantic she got and the more frantically I ate her ass.

“Oh, my God! You’re my ass-licker!! Tongue-fuck my ass! Yes! Yes! Ahhhhhh!” She came with an explosion. Her ass ring gripped my tongue in spasms. She hunched her ass at me as if to drive my tongue deep into her bowel. Her knees trapped my face, smashed into her luscious rear end. Wow! That was something new.

After she calmed down, she released me and pulled me around into a hug.

“Baby, your tongue can send me places your cock never can! Don’t worry about not giving me an orgasm with your cock—your tongue-fucking is great! I knew you were a great pussy-licker. Now I found out you’re a great ass-licker too!”

The way she talked to me was confusing. Her tone was a loving one, but the words she used almost sounded like a put-down. “My ass-licker” isn’t usually an endearment, but she was saying it as if it were a badge of honor. I felt sort of off balance: excited but almost scared.

Then Tonya reached down and took my still-raging hard-on in hand.

“Well, what have we here? I guess you liked licking me out too! That must have really turned you on, to get hard again so soon.”

She stroked my rampant erection. I couldn't understand why I was so turned on. I started to squirm, my dick was so sensitive.

“Did you really like eating cream pie, Johnny?” She feathered my cock as she kept talking in an almost hypnotic way. “You licked up that gooey mess like dessert, didn’t you? Sucking that nasty cum out of my pussy got you so hot, didn’t it? Did you like my cummy cunt? Did you? Huh? Did you?”

I didn’t know what to say. Her hand was making my cock feel as if it were going to burst, but she was just barely stroking it. She had never talked to me so dirty. Even though it almost felt as if she were putting me down, there was something undeniably erotic about the images she was painting in my mind.

“Yes!” I croaked in a half-gasp, half-whisper.

It felt like a shameful admission, but at the same time my penis throbbed with lust. Warm stirrings of a very different feeling fluttered through my stomach: a feeling of total vulnerability and total surrender.

“And you loved to eat my ass, didn’t you? You had your tongue right up my ass and you couldn’t get enough of it! You’re so nasty: you want to lick out my ass!”

As she continued to tantalize my cock I could picture how I must have looked with my head stuck between the cheeks of her ass. I had degraded myself by sticking my tongue right up her butt. I had wanted to stick it up as far as I could. I had thrilled to feel her anus opening up for me. And it thrilled me to think of my sinking that low! What was wrong with me?

‘You’re my ass-licker, aren’t you? My clean-up boy. You’ll lick my cummy puss and my dirty butt right clean, won’t you? Because you’re a dirty, horny boy, aren’t you?” she said as she continued to stroke my penis maddeningly.

“Yes!” I cried. “I’m your ass licker and I’m your cunt licker! I’m your clean-up boy!” I felt a wave of surrender come over me. My body felt limp except for the hot firmness of my cock in her hand. It felt as if her hand were plugged into my nervous system, like my cock was a control stick and rest of my body was just an extension of her hand and my cock.

Tonya leaned over and kissed my forehead. Her hand grasped my cock so lightly, teasingly

"I love you, Johnny. I don’t know if I should be disgusted with you, but I guess I feel honored. You love me enough that you even love the dirtiest parts of me! Most people would be grossed out to even touch someone else’s asshole, but you put your mouth right on mine and stuck your tongue right up there! I love you that you love me enough to be my ass-licker.

“And most men would be revolted at the idea of eating cum, especially right after they’ve come. And they’d think that was just a little too gay for them. But you dived right in there with hardly a moment’s hesitation! It was as if you were worshipping my cunny! I love that you love me that much!” She kissed all over my face with light, butterfly kisses, all the time just lightly stroking my penis, keeping me on edge.

“Now I’m gonna make you come with your tongue in my ass. That’s how good little ass-lickers like it best. Get your tongue right in there, baby!”

I was so close to coming, I was almost insane. Without hesitating I dove between her cheeks again.

“That’s it, baby. Get your tongue all the way in Tonya’s ass. Doesn’t that feel nice and tight and warm? Oh, yeah. You love it.”

I couldn’t believe that I didn’t shoot right away: this was so incredibly hot and perverted. Of course, having already come not that long ago could have had something to do with it. But there was something else as well. Tonya was talking to me almost as if she were a mother talking to her baby. With my head buried in her ass, it was as if she were teasing my cock, not jerking me off.

“Baby, isn’t this even better than fucking? Your cock is so hard! It’s dripping with pre-cum. Get ready, baby, you’re gonna shoot! Now! Come with your tongue up my ass!”

I grabbed her butt cheeks and smashed my face against her anus as Tonya milked jets of cum onto her belly.

“Oh God, oh God, oh God, oh, oh, oh!!!” I moaned into her butt. My orgasm was so hard it almost hurt. I collapsed forward onto her thighs, gasping for air. I felt a twinge of pain in my groin, as if I strained something, I’d come so hard.

“Oh, baby, you really liked that, didn’t you? Being my cunt-lapping, ass-eating clean-up boy turns you on!”

I rolled over onto my back and looked sheepishly at the mess of pearly cum on her belly.

“Look at this mess you made! You need to clean that up!”

“I’ll get a Kleenex,” I mumbled.

“No! That’s not how a cum-sucking clean-up boy cleans up his mess. You’ll lick it all up! Or else we’re never going to play this game ever again.”

That threat made me prick up my ears. I’d liked this game. Maybe too much. I didn’t want to never play it again. That would turn out to be a fateful decision, maybe one that started my whole long journey.

“Or maybe you’d like it better if it were smeared all over my pussy? Which would you like: straight-up or dripping off my cunt lips?”

I couldn’t believe how my own wife was talking to me, but in a strange way she made it almost sound natural, as if she were asking if I liked my eggs scrambled or sunny-side up. If I’d already eaten cum out of her pussy once and eaten her ass out twice, why shouldn’t I lick up the disgusting cummy mess I’d just squirted on her belly?

“On your pussy, I guess,” I squeaked out.

“Well, ask nicely. Say ‘please.’”

“Uh, please put it on your pussy.”

“Put what on my pussy?”

“My cum.”

“So you can do what?”

“So I can lick my cum off your pussy.”

“I think you should ask permission to do that. Ask if I’ll rub your cum on my pussy and ask if you can suck it off because you want to eat your cum off my pussy, because you are a cum-eating pussy licker. Say it all.”

“Please, Tonya, will you please put my cum on your pussy and please can I lick my cum off your pussy?”

“And?”

“Because I want to be your cum-eating pussy licker and eat my cum off your pussy.”

“Very good! Yes, I’m scooping up your cum and smearing it all over my cunt lips, and you may clean it off with your tongue. But first suck your goop off my fingers and the rest off my belly like a good clean-up boy, while you tell me how much you like the taste of cum!”

I was so exhausted from my two comes that it was if I were sleepwalking. She held out her hand and I sucked her fingers into my mouth. She pressed each finger slowly in and out, as if she were fucking my mouth. The taste was strange, but it wasn’t too strong.

“Mm. I … er ... love the taste of cum….” I said hesitantly and Tonya beamed from ear to ear, so I went on. “Thank you for letting me eat my … yummy cum.” She blew me a kiss.

“Good! Lick up all the tasty cum you love, cum-eater. Isn’t that nice? Now clean up my tummy.”

With broad strokes of my tongue I lapped up the drying traces of the semen she’d wiped off her skin. Then I bent to her pussy and licked the gobs she had dripped and smeared on her lips and pubic hair. I was surprised how wet her pussy was. This was turning her on too! As I licked, her cunt was still open and slick. I dipped my tongue in her cunt when I had finished licking off her labia and sucking my spend out of her pubic hair.

“Oh, yeah! Keep eating, baby. You sure can suck pussy. Unh. Unh. Yes! God, I’m gonna come again!” She reached down and held my face hard to her cunt and bucked her hips up against my mouth.

“Fuck! Fuck! Ohhhh!” she came, shuddering up against my aching jaw. She let my head go and collapsed back flat on the bed. “Ugh! God!” she panted. “That was great!

“C’m’ere,” she prompted me. She pulled my cheek against her chest. “I think I like having a clean-up boy. Will you be my clean-up boy from now on?” She crooked her neck and kissed the top of my head.

I felt like a little boy, head resting on his mother’s bosom. I felt closer to Tonya than I’d ever felt. How could you be closer to anyone than to stick your tongue up their ass? I wanted to be whatever she wanted me to be. I wanted to stay this close.

“Yes, I’ll be your clean-up boy, if you want me to.”

“I want you to. But do you want it too? Do you want to be my ass-licking, cunt lapping, cum-eating clean-up boy?”

What did I want? Incredibly my overworked cock stirred at her words. As I struggled to decide what to say, as I imagined pronouncing the words that were forming in my head, my cock was trying to rear its head. I guess I really did want that.

“Yes, baby, I want to be your cunt-lapper, your ass-licker, your … cum-eating clean-up boy. Please, can I?” I sounded pathetic and perverted to my own ears. It was embarrassing.

But Tonya grabbed my face and looked at me with tenderness in her eyes.

“Yes, you may. You may be my cum eater, my pussy eater, my ass licker boy. I want you to be.”

I felt something break in me. It was as if I’d confessed to some great weakness, some great shame, but she still loved me. She made something that seemed so shameful sound as if it were an honor, like a knighthood. At the same time I felt something had tilted in our relationship. She was above me now. I was kissing her ass and she wasn’t kissing mine. I was worshipping her in a way, and she was letting me worship her.

I clung to her and felt small. Having shown my weakness, the only way I could be safe was to submerge myself in her. In a way it felt right. She was beautiful, popular. I didn’t deserve her, so why shouldn’t I serve her? I fell into a deep sleep cradled in her arms.


-Day 2 Sunday-

When I woke the next morning we had rolled apart. The dreams of midnight can shatter in the light of day. Would we be ashamed of all we’d said and done last night? Was it all pheromone-drunk fantasy role play that would seem foolish when we sobered up?

“Come here, boy,” Tonya said, scooting toward me. “Kiss me.” Her kisses were loving, tender. No rejection anyway. But would she be embarrassed, awkward? Would she pretend last night had never happened?

“Don’t you have some other lips you need to kiss?” Tonya whispered in my ear.

My heart leapt. Tonya threw back the covers and displayed her pussy. I scrambled to the foot of the bed and planted a kiss on her fragrant labia. The smell of last night’s passion was now ripened and redolent. I kissed all around her labia and gently licked down the center and lapped at her opening.

“And one more place deserves some attention!” With that she rolled over and presented her puckered anus to me. I kissed her rosebud passionately, pressing my lips hard against it and flicking my tongue into the rippling ring.

“That’s my dirty boy! Look at this! Ass-licking obviously suits you!” she said as gave my three-quarters-hard penis a squeeze. “Now get downstairs and start my breakfast. I’ll be in the shower.”

The rest of the day was uneventful, except that I noticed Tonya asked me to do a lot more things for her than usual: “Get me another cup of coffee, will you?” “I’m going to read in the living room. You’ll clean up the kitchen, won’t you?” I didn’t protest. It felt like my place in a way. “Clean-up boy.”

As those words echoed in my head, I felt a little twinge in my cock and grew half-hard in my pants. The more I thought about eating my own cum out of Tonya’s pussy and coming in her hand with my face in her ass, the harder my cock got. A little testosterone fog made my doing the dishes a little easier to stomach.

The only allusion Tonya made the rest of the day was impishly calling out to me a couple of times, “C’m’ere, boy!” and giving me few affectionate pecks and softly saying, “I love my boy!” And she'd give my crotch a little pat!

Despite our exertions of the previous night, I was actually a little horny by bedtime. That would be a first if we made love two nights in a row. I snuggled up to Tonya, testing to see if she were feeling the same heightened interest that I was. She kissed me enthusiastically enough and I started to massage one breast. But she broke our kiss after a bit.

“Last night wasn’t enough for you, dirty boy? No you don’t, not tonight. We have to go to work tomorrow. But if you beg me, I’ll let you kiss your two friends goodnight.”

The way she talked to me was the way an adult talks to a child, but it instantly made me hot as hell. Her talking down to me and telling me to beg to debase myself was like flicking a switch. I heard my own words come out as if it were someone else speaking for me.

“Please … please may I kiss your pussy? And please, please may I kiss… your bottom?” As I said the words she reached down and held my now-fully-hard penis.

“I don’t know. Were you a good clean-up boy today?”

“I cleaned the kitchen after lunch and dinner.”

“And did ‘Little Johnny’ make any messes for you to lick up today? Did your little dick spit today?”

It was so nasty to hear her talk about my eating my own cum as if it were just one of my chores! It made a shudder go down my spine. She had never called my dick “little” before, except to call it “Little Johnny,” but it seemed to go with her talking to me as if I were a little boy. Even her patronizing my dick seemed naughty and added to my horniness a she continues to pull gently on my cock.

“No, I didn’t make any messes today.”

“Say, ‘with my little dick.’ ‘I didn’t make any messes today with my little dick.’”

“I didn’t make any messes with … my little dick.”

“Except the one you’re making now! Ew, your little dick is drooling all over my hand! What do you need to do if your little dick makes a mess?”

“I need to lick it up?”

“That’s right.” With that she squeezed a big glob of pre-cum onto her thumb and forefinger. “Open wide, clean-up boy!”

With that she placed her fingers in my mouth and licked the clear goo off them. She reached down and milked two more large globs out of my cock, squeezing from the bottom like a toothpaste tube, and placed them in my mouth too.

“That’s a good little boy.” She looked at me with an impatient expression. "But look at that naughty hard-on of yours! I suppose if I don’t let you have an orgasm, it’ll be like that all night, keeping you up. If I let you masturbate, do you suppose that would be better?”

I’d never masturbated in front of my wife ever! I’d never masturbated in front of anyone ever! But I was so horny now, with Tonya stroking my erection, I was ready to do almost anything.

“Couldn’t we … you know…?”

“No! I’m ready to go to sleep. Look, if you just want to forget it….”

“No! OK, yeah, it would help if I could, you know, come.”

“Well, I’m not going to help you. But I would like to watch. I’ve never seen you, uh, jerk yourself off. I mean, I assume you do. I guess all guys do. So go ahead. Do you need something to, uh, lubricate it?”

Now I was blushing. Of course all guys jerk off, married guys too. But you’re not supposed to talk about it, much less describe techniques. I almost decided to call it off and just go to bed horny, but Tonya hadn’t let go of my penis yet and her lazy stroking was making me crazy.

“S-some Vaseline, uh, helps,” I stuttered.

“Well get it then. Hurry back. I want to get this over with,” Tonya ordered.

I awkwardly got up and went to get the jar of Vaseline, my hard-on bobbing ridiculously in front of me. I came back and sat next to Tonya on the bed and applied a glob to my shaft and hand.

“Wow, that’s a lot! You really like it slippery! I’m learning something here!” she said.

I began to stroke myself up and down. I felt absurd, doing this in front of my own wife, but it didn’t stop it from being very exciting at the same time. It felt as if I were under her control, like a marionette, and that made it hotter. My cock was getting harder and redder.

“Think about that cum, baby. You’re gonna get to eat all that yummy cum you love! You’re a cum-eater now, so you’re going to lap up every drop of that sperm. Have you been horny today? Do you have a big load to squirt?”

“Uh, yeah, I guess.”

“And you’ll be able to taste it all, not mixed with my pussy juice. Will you like that better, pure cum?”

It was distracting to talk, but at the same time, what she was saying was so dirty….

“Uh, I don’t know. I haven’t, you know, tried both.”

“Never? Huh! Well, good, it’ll be an experiment. I’ll catch it in my hands, OK? Then you can eat you cum right out of my hand.”

‘Eating out of the palm of her hand.’ That’s an expression, right? I don’t think they were thinking of that scenario when they said that.

“C’mon, baby,” Tonya said, cooing. “Shoot your wad. You want that creamy cum. You can taste it now.” She reached over and began to stroke my nipples, which she knows I love. I groaned with how sexy that felt. It wouldn’t be long if she kept that up.

“Do you want it, baby? Are you hungry to eat your own cum again? Tell Momma.”

That was so dirty! I trembled with another rush of arousal at her words.

“Yes! I-I want to come! And … eat … my cum.”

“Because you’re a cum-eater, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I croaked. “I’m … a … cum-eater!”

“Then come now, baby! Come for Momma,” she said, rubbing my nipples deliciously. Then she held her hands together like a bowl, making a target for me. “Come, baby!”

I could not resist that invitation. Spasms racked my whole body and I pointed my slit at her offered hands and a prodigious jet of semen was shooting across her palms and landed on her wrists.

“Wow!” was all Tonya said, and then another spurt hit her hands and then another and another, each weaker than the one before, all falling onto her palms or fingers.

“Uh!” was all I could say, as I felt as if all my strength were draining out of my dick and into that pool in her hands.

“Whoa! I almost lost some! That first one really shot out!” Tonya remarked proudly. “Ready?” she asked. She held on hand carefully up to my face, offering me the pearly gray-white goo.

Ready was the last thing I was, but on the other hand, I had no desire to anger my newly discovered sex siren. I tentatively opened my mouth and Tonya shoved her palm up to my lips and began to pour the glop into my mouth. I felt the gooey-ness of it and it slid onto my tongue. She was right; it was stronger tasting than what I’d sampled last night. It was a strange taste, no doubt designed by Mother Nature to prevent its ending up exactly where this batch was headed.

I closed my mouth and swallowed and then her hand urged me to take more. I licked at her hand and encountered another puddle.

“That’s it, baby. Eat up all that yummy sperm. You love it. Get every drop!” She dipped her fingers into my mouth so I could suck off every morsel, and then she brought her other hand to my mouth and fed me the rest.

“Oh, there’s a little dripping out the end, baby, onto your hand. Get that too,” she directed. I raised my own hand and licked another dollop of jism off. “Squeeze the rest out of your cock,” she said. Obediently I squeezed my cock from the base to the tip and extracted another few drops, which of course I ate as if they were caviar.

“Good boy! Feel better now? Is that good?” I sheepishly nodded my head. “So did you like how that cum tasted straight?”

“Yeah…, I guess,” I said uncertainly.

“Good! So you like cum straight and you like it on my pussy. Maybe next time we’ll have you squirt it on my asshole or my tits and see how you like eating yourself off them. OK?”

“Yeah,” I said, sincerely thinking that I probably would get off on that, even if did have to end up eating my own spunk.

“Ready to go to sleep now?”

“Yeah,” I said gratefully.

“You can thank Tonya for feeding you your cum-snack.”

“Thank you for feeding me my cum,” I mumbled, in a daze.

“That’s a good little boy. Now kiss Mommy’s cunt and ass goodnight.”

It should have been a turn-off, but her talking to me that way gave me a rush. I scrambled down sloppily kissed her cunt. I noticed her lips were slightly puffy and moist and smelled wonderful. This was turning her on too! Smack! Smack! Smack! I kissed her pussy lips as if I were kissing her mouth.

“Don’t neglect the dirty place!” Tonya scolded, and then pulled her knees toward her chest to give me access. I willingly dove into her crack and kissed her anal bud wetly. I kissed her anus repeatedly and felt the muscle flex and relax, making a place for the tip of my tongue to French her passage.

“Oh, that’s so nice, Johnny! I never knew how nice it could feel to have someone kiss me there! Your little tongue can keep me all nice and clean, can’t it? OK, that’s enough. Time for us to go to sleep.” Reluctantly I came back from under the covers.

“If you’re a good little boy, you can kiss them again every morning and every night. And if you’re extra good, we’ll see if you deserve it other times during the day.”

What’s the expression? “Every day and twice on Sunday”? Somehow I’d just agreed to kiss my wife’s ass twice a day and three times on Sunday! But the incredible thing was that I was looking forward to it!


-Day 3 Monday-

The next day was Monday. I had slept restlessly and had trouble waking up the next morning. I woke to find my wife straddling me, her bare pussy warmly pressed up against my chest.

“Wake up, sleepyhead! Kiss Tonya’s pussy good morning!” With that she scooted up and smothered my mouth with her groin. I felt the weight of her body on my mouth and her thighs warmly pressed each side of my head. It felt as if her pussy were my whole world. I immediately began kissing and licking her labia. In that position her lips hung down and I sucked them greedily. She hunched down and I took her whole mons into my mouth and sucked on it, like a baby at the tit. Lying on my back I could relax and totally focus on her sex and the taste.

Tonya moaned softly.

“Man! Careful or you’ll start something we don’t have time to finish…. Other end now….” With that she swung herself around, now facing the foot of the bed. The gorgeous globes of her ass loomed over me. I reached around her thighs and grabbed her ass cheeks in my hands and spread them, exposing her cute little rosebud.

The feeling as she lowered herself onto my mouth was completely different that if I had been bending over her. I was passive, helpless, in a state of surrender. She was literally planting her ass on my face. With her above me, her weight on me, she was in control. I was her toy, her servant. Her ass was fucking my mouth and not the other way around.

And I was in bliss! The feeling of her soft but firm posterior pillowing my face warmly was divine. I could feel the pucker of her anus against my lips, as if her ass were kissing me back. With her weight above, her anal ring hung down slightly, as if reaching out for me to kiss it.

I was seized with a desire to drive my tongue through those gates. I stiffened my tongue and lifted my chin and in I went. To my delight Tonya’s sphincter easily admitted me. I alternated hard kisses of her anus with deep thrusts into her inner sanctum. I felt Tonya subtly rolling her hips in time with my probing, fucking herself on my tongue!

It felt as if my tongue must be touching her belly button by now! It occurred to me that was a much more natural position for Tonya’s backside to open to me than if she were on her back: it was as if she were sitting on the toilet, after all! But my tongue had not encountered anything nasty yet, just warm, moist flesh. Her anus contracted and relaxed rhythmically as I went in and out, as if it were milking my tongue.

I shivered as Tonya reached in front of her and gripped my stiff penis and started to pump it. I groaned into her cleft and rammed my tongue all the harder up her rectum.

“Your little dick is hard again! Your little dick likes eating Tonya’s ass! Stay inside me. Keep your tongue in my ass. I want to feel your tongue in my tummy!” Tonya growled as she continued to piston my tool. “You’re my ass-licker!” she said intently. “You love to have your tongue up my ass! You’re my little-dicked … cum-eating … ass-licking … clean-up boy!”

As she said those words I could feel my cum reach the base of my cock. Tonya could feel me tense and drove her ass down even harder on my face. She just held my penis as I spurted jet after jet of my seed onto my chest and stomach. She had a ringside seat, with her face just a foot or two from my spurting organ.

Suddenly I was a limp dishrag. I pushed against Tonya’s bottom and she obligingly lifted a few inches off my face. I gasped for air like a sprinter at the end of a race. I looked up and my field of vision was filled by Tonya’s perfect rounded cheeks, framing her wrinkled pink asshole, now wet and slightly gaping where my tongue had widened it. I gazed at this sight with a feeling of wonder and complete love and satisfaction.

Tonya seemed to sense my mood and she just stayed there, letting me commune with her perfect ass a few inches above my face, her hand still cradling my spent dick.

As my breathing returned to normal and my heart stopped pounding, I was filled with a rush of gratitude for what she had done.

“Thank you! Thank you!” On a sudden impulse I pulled her hips back toward me and planted kiss after kiss on Tonya’s pink anus. “I love you! <kiss> I love you! <kiss> I love you!”

“That’s right, Johnny. Kiss my ass. Kiss the ass you love so much.” She started bouncing her butt toward me and away and I gave her asshole a big smack each time it dipped toward me.

“I love Tonya. I love Tonya’s ass. I love to lick Tonya’s ass,” I heard myself say between kisses, like a mantra.

“Yes, you’re my ass-licker and pussy eater. And what else?”

“I’m your clean-up boy too. I lick your pussy and ass clean.” She rocked back and let me kiss her anus.

“And what else do you clean up?”

“…er, messes.” I could feel the puddle of my cum wetly on my chest.

“That’s right. And your little dick made another mess. So what do you need to do?”

“Lick my cum off your pussy?”

“No,” Tonya said, swinging herself off me. “We don’t have time for that now. That’s a special treat. I’ll help you this time, but I don’t want your mess all over my nice clean pussy. You’ll have to beg me to feed it to you. You know you love to eat cum, so beg me to feed you your cum.”

In my post-orgasmic letdown, that didn’t sound very appetizing. Bad enough to eat my own cum off her snatch, but to suck it down straight again…. But was that such a high price to pay for yet another orgasm?

“Please, Tonya, please feed me my cum. I love to eat my cum,” I said, knowing what she wanted to hear me say. She wanted to hear me say that not only would I eat my cum, but that I wanted to, that I loved the taste of cum.

“That’s a good boy!” she said, delighted at my improvisation off-script. “Here you go, Mommy’s little cum-eater!” She scooped up a glob with three fingertips and held it to my mouth. Sighing to myself, I opened wide. “Yeah, Mommy’s little birdie hungry for his cum breakfast!” she cooed and put her fingers in my mouth. The taste was just like last night, stronger for being unmixed with her juices. It had an unnatural chemical taste, telling me it was not meant to be eaten! The slimy consistency felt wrong to my tongue as well.

Tonya tried to scoop up another fingerful, but it was runny and kept dripping off her fingers halfway to my mouth. I hope she’d reach for a Kleenex to wipe the rest up, but no such luck. “Don’t move a muscle. If that mess isn’t right there when I get back, you’ll be in trouble!”

So no respite for the wicked. I lay there eying the gooey white mess. Tonya returned holding teaspoon.

“Here we go! Now I can feed my little boy his breakfast.” I gulped and resigned myself. Tonya scooped up a spoonful and I opened wide again. It was much larger dose than what she could gather up with her fingertips, so the taste was even stronger. I wrinkled my nose.

“You know, this is really your job, so I think you should thank me for feeding you.”

I swallowed hard.

“Thank you, Tonya.”

“For?”

“For feeding me.”

“What?”

“My cum.”

“That came from where?”

“From my dick.”

“From your little dick. Now say it all properly. I won’t think you are sincere unless you say it all properly and with enthusiasm. It’s good for clean-up boys to know their place.”

Where did this dominatrix side of her come from? I didn’t know, but it touched somewhere deep in my subconscious.

“Thank you, Tonya, for feeding me my cum that came from my little dick.” I blushed as I heard those words come out of my own mouth. “My little dick.” But Tonya smiled at me. I knew why she wanted me to recite those words. Priests and drill sergeants and interrogators everywhere know why: if you say it enough, you’ll start to believe it.

“You’re very welcome. It’s my pleasure to feed such a well-behaved polite clean-up boy who eats all his yummy cum.” With that she scooped up another spoonful off my chest and popped it in my mouth. This spoonful didn’t taste so bad. I guess your taste buds can get used to almost anything.

What was more amazing was the effect on me of hearing her say what a “well-behaved polite clean-up boy” I was. It actually made me excited. Not aroused, but happy, proud. Tonya was happy with me, proud of me!

“A little-dicked boy like you can’t waste a drop of cum. You need to eat every drop if you hope to grow up someday and be a real man with a man’s cock!”

What? What was that? But I didn’t have any time to react to that as Tonya continued to use the spoon to scrape every molecule of semen off my chest and feed it to me. She used her finger to collect the last droplets in among my sparse chest hair. I licked her fingers clean and she fed me the last spoonful of my sperm.

“Now lick that spoon clean! I want to be able to see my face in it! Then hurry and get ready for work. We can’t spend all day catering to your perverted fantasies!”

The rest of the day at work I was like a sleepwalker. I hardly know what I did that day because Tonya’s words and actions—and my actions!—were rolling around and around in my brain.

“Your perverted fantasies”? My fantasies? Were they? My dick seemed to think so, since it was half-hard all day—when it wasn’t all the way hard! I hadn’t been consciously aware of wanting to do all the things we had done, but now that we had, it was as if they had taken hold of my brain (and my groin). Was I an unconscious pervert? Had I always wanted to do these things but didn’t realize it? Did I want to keep doing them? My cock seemed to be voting Yes. Could my “other” brain—and my heart—be far behind?

“Your little dick”? That hoped to “grow up and be real man’s cock”? Suddenly Tonya’s “Little Johnny” pet name for my unit seemed ominous. I knew I was average at best: a little short of 5 inches hard and a little over and inch and a half in diameter. I’d seen plenty of porn sites with monsters, but on the amateur sites I’d noticed that a lot of guys weren’t much bigger than me. Tonya had never complained—before. My previous girlfriends had never said anything.

Was I really inadequate? Was Tonya really dissatisfied with my equipment?  That crack about growing up to be "a real man’s cock”: was she saying I wasn’t man enough for her? I was her clean-up boy, not her clean-up man, wasn’t I? Was that just baby-talk, or did she really see me that way? I saw her as all-woman—but was she disappointed that she’d married what she thought was a man, but he turned out to be a boy?

“You need to eat every drop of cum.” Did she mean that? Was that a threat or a promise?

As I wrestled with these questions, something became clear to me. When I thought about the worst of my fears—that I was a pervert, that my dick really was too small to satisfy her, that she really longed for a more manly husband, that I was going to have to eat all my cum, that I was unworthy to do more than eat Tonya’s ass—my heart sank and my stomach did flip-flops. But my cock only went in one direction: up! The only time all day that it wasn’t at least at half-mast was when something at work demanded my full undivided attention. Whenever I was thinking about me and Tonya, even when I was worrying, my cock started getting hard. And the more I really let my worst, most humiliating fears take the reins, the harder I got!

By 4:30, when I went to the john, I knew my shorts would be wet with pre-cum, so I went into the stall. I drew my cock out and saw it was slick with clear seepage and a stain darkened my briefs. I heard Tonya saying, “You need to clean up the mess,” and I saw her squeezing out my pre-cum and feeding it to me. I grabbed my cock at the base and ran my fingers up toward the tip, squeezing out a big glob of pre-cum onto my other hand. I stared at it on my fingers and as if in a trance I brought it to my lips. I sucked the nearly tasteless liquid off my fingers.

The hair rose on the back of my neck and I was in a daze. My cock was instantly hard. I had just come that morning and the night before, but I was as horny as I’d ever been! I’d spent most of the day thinking about sex—and not just sex: perverted sex. I had to have some relief! I knew it was unlikely anyone would come in this late in the day, and I was in a stall anyway.

I grabbed my penis and began yanking for dear life! Through my head flashed one picture after another. Some were from the last two days. Tonya’s ass looming over my face and her pink anus winking at me seductively. Me eating my own cum as it dripped out of Tonya’s cunt. My tongue straining to worm its way into her bowels. Some were from my imagination. Tonya laughing at my pathetic little-boy dick. Me humping away on top of Tonya and her bored, feeling nothing, waiting for it to be over. Tonya in the arms of a muscular stud, crying out as his huge dick gave her one orgasm after another.

At that, my cock erupted in my hand. I cupped my other hand over the tip, catching a pool of my spend in my palm. Despite where I was and what I was doing, it was one of the strongest orgasms I had ever had! I was panting and light-headed. The relief was massive. It felt as if I’d had a fever and now it had broken. I slumped back on the toilet and let my shoulders sag.

After a few moments of just savoring the relief, I started to come back to my senses. I looked at the pathetic pool of semen in my hand. It was thick and white, as if I hadn’t just come that morning. Being horny as hell all day did that, I guessed.

I started to feel guilty. What would Tonya think if she knew? Jacking off at work in the men’s room! If she knew that I’d come picturing her being fucked by another man…. I had an irrational fear that somehow she’d know, she’d figure it out somehow, woman’s intuition. How much more would she look down on me then? Had I decided she did look down on me already? Well, she should now. What should I do?

Suddenly I heard Tonya’s voice. “A clean-up boy needs to clean up his little dick’s messes.” That’s what I should do. That would make it up to her. I’d be faithful to Tonya that way. I’d be her good clean-up boy. I held my hand up to my mouth and dumped my jism into it. The taste was even stronger than this morning. All the horny churning of the day seemed distilled in it. I swallowed the slimy mess. The smell hit the back of my nose and a soapy chemical aftertaste lingered on my tongue. But I felt better. I’d done my duty to Tonya. I was her good clean-up boy.

I felt safe. I was calm, almost light. Tonya loved me, didn’t she? As a man? As a husband? As her cum-licking ass-eating little-dicked clean-up boy? I didn’t care, as long as she loved me as one of those.

I stayed a little late at work, making up for some of the things I couldn't get done because I could not concentrate. My orgasm had quieted my racing thoughts somewhat and I used the respite to get some work done.

When I got home Tonya was already there. My shame for beating off in the company washroom welled up again on seeing her.

"Hi, Johnny," she greeted me, giving me a peck on the cheek. "Johnny" was another new thing: I'd been "John" usually, unless we were kidding around. "How was work today?"

"Uh, um, fine, I guess," I stammered.

"Did you think about me?"

Why was she asking that, of all things? Of course I'd done nothing but think of her and whether she really wanted to fuck some hot stud with a salami in his pants, while they both laughed at her husband and his pathetically inadequate equipment!

"Uh, why sure I did. Uh, yeah...."

"I should hope you'd think of me after your little 'wake-up call' this morning! And did you think about your new job today?"

"New job? What new job?"

"You know! Clean-up boy!"

I must have blushed three shades of crimson. I felt hot all over. It was as if she were reading my mind!

"Well, uh, gosh, uh, sure I did, I mean, some...," I lied. I shouldn't have tried: I'm terrible at lying.

"Uh huh. And how did Little Johnny behave today? Did he make any more messes?"

My stomach dropped. My brain froze. How did she guess? What should I say? My mouth went dry. I looked at her with wild eyes, I'm sure, but I couldn't say anything. I'm a terrible liar. No poker face at all.

What do they say? "Deny, deny, deny.” But that's for alpha males. I'm a wimp. I crack under pressure.

"Um, uh, well, honey, you see...."

"You did! You jacked off at work!?! Where?"

"Honey, please...."

"Where?"

"In ... in the john. The stall." I couldn't leave it at that. I had to explain. "Honey, what you did ... what we did ... this morning ... this weekend.... I was horny all day. I just couldn't stand it.” Oh, that helped a lot. Great explanation. You're not a compulsive masturbator. You're really just a sex addict and a pervert.

"My, my! So Little Johnny made a mess. And after your wife had given you a hand job just this morning! Well, did you clean it up at least?"

A thrill shot through me. Maybe that had been the right thing to do! Maybe she'd forgive me.

"Yes...," I said, still feeling a little sick at my stomach.

"You did? Really? How?"

"I ... I licked it up. Off my hand."

"Really? Wow! What a little cum lover you are! Can't even wait to get home to eat your cum off your wife's pussy. You need to taste it so bad that you jack off into your hand in the john so you can eat it straight!"

"No, it's not like that...."

"Hush, Johnny! It's OK. I saw how hard your little dick got licking your cum out of my cunt. Well, and eating my ass too! You don't have to apologize to me for what turns you on. I mean, at least, unless.... You’re not gay or into sheep, are you?"

"What?! No! What do you mean? Of course I'm not!" That got me worrying even more. Did she think I was gay?

"Come here, honey," Tonya said tenderly. She grabbed me and hugged me to her, cradling my head into her shoulder. "I love you. You're my husband. I'm proud of you for being honest with me, and for keeping your word and being a good clean-up boy. You can jack off your little dick all you want, just as long as you don't waste any of that cum. You lick up every drop, OK? A boy like you can't waste any of those male hormones. So you recycle them, OK? Every drop that leaves your dick ends up in your tummy, OK?"

She was being so understanding. How could I not agree?

"OK, I guess."

“And if the idea of eating all that cum makes you horny enough to lick my pussy with your talented tongue and kiss my backside, how can I object to that?”

I was dumbfounded. I felt as if I’d stepped through the looking glass. Here I’d just told my wife I’d jerked off in the men’s room 2 hours ago, and she’s not mad, not hurt—she’s telling me it’s OK! Well, as long as I agree to eat all my cum…. But I was so relieved. I lifted my head up and looked her in the eye.

“Tonya, I love you! I can’t believe how lucky I am to have you!”

“So you are still my clean-up boy?”

“Yes, I’m your clean-up boy!”

“And my pussy licker?”

“I’m your pussy licker.”

“And my ever-loving ass eater?”

“I’m your ass eater.”

“And my cum sucker?”

“Yes, I’m your cum sucker.”

“Well, by my count, I’m at least two orgasms behind you. So I think you have some work to do! Lie down on the floor!”

“Right here, in the living room?”

“Now!” she barked. Not wanting to do anything to displease Tonya, given her forgiving mood, I quickly stripped off my tie and lay down. With that Tonya unceremoniously pulled up her skirt and skimmed off her pantyhose and panties. She stepped over me, lewdly exposing her cunt to my view. The lips already looked moist and slightly puffy. As she lowered herself onto me I could detect the scent of excitement. Either she’d been thinking about sex all day too, or else my confession had aroused her. Her skirt draped over my head, creating a tent that cut off my view of everything but her sex.

My own cock had been frightened into quiescence, but the sight of her pink labia spread out before me and the erotic smell of her juices had Little Johnny rising to the occasion again. It was only until much later that I realized her imperious manner and my submissive position had something to do with my excitement too.

Just like that morning, her being above me put her in charge. I wasn’t eating her—she was presenting herself to be eaten. I began to feast on her proffered pudendum, determined to show my gratitude for her understanding. As I licked her labia and sucked her clitoris into my mouth, she hunched and undulated to use my mouth for her best pleasure. I could feel her lips swelling and her juices flowing, turning her pussy into a hot, wet taste treat. With her skirt trapping the scents, the aroma of her arousal became intoxicating.

Although Tonya’s moans told me she was enjoying herself, the tempo of her gyrations let me know that she was intent on enjoying this luxuriously, not in a frantic way. She had me at her mercy and she was going to take advantage.

“That’s it, boy. How do you like your dinner? Are you hungry? Do you like your meat hot and juicy? Oh yeah! Unh! Unh! Unh! That’s a good, unh, clean-up boy.”

She moved forward and presented her slick cunt opening to me. I drove my tongue into her, reaching upward. Tonya shuddered as the tip of my tongue stroked her.

“God, that feels good!” she hissed hotly. “Why do I even bother with your little dick when you have such a talented tongue?”

“Bother” with my little dick? In the heat of passion was she blurting out her real feelings? But somehow this did not dampen my ardor. My “little dick” still felt on fire even as a knot of fear formed in my stomach at these words. I thrust my tongue as far into Tonya’s vault as I could go. I ravened her pussy, sucking at her labia as if I were trying to consume her sex, to draw her cunt into me. I wanted to drown in her female parts, even as I was drowning in despair at her disparagement of my masculinity.

Tonya must have sensed how her words had fueled my frantic desperation.

“That’s it, Johnny! Do with your mouth what your little dick can’t! Satisfy me with your face!” She started to buck against my face, driving my nose into her clit. She was right.  I felt I had to satisfy her any way I could.

“Yes! Yes! Keep sucking! Unh! Unh! Lick, you bastard! Yes! Yes! Ahhh!!! Lick my CUNT!!!” Tonya spasmed against my mouth, groaning loudly. I felt her thigh muscles tighten as her womb contracted repeatedly.

“Oh, fuck!” Tonya gasped. She started to giggle. “’Fuck face’! I never thought about that before. That must be what they mean when they call someone a ‘fuck face.’ Cause I just fucked your face, didn’t I? Whew!!”

She lifted her groin an inch off my face. I started to wiggle out from under her, but she barked an order to stop.

“Don’t you move, clean-up boy! You’re not the only one who’s been thinking.” She reached behind her and felt the lump in my pants. “I see you liked what I served for dinner! But I bet you’re thirsty. What would go with pink meat? How about some white wine? Or maybe gold would be the right color. If you don’t mind eating ass, this should be a treat. Open wide! Don’t spill a drop!”

My head was in a sexual haze, as well as a in a funk about her belittlement of my fucking ability. I wasn’t thinking too clearly, so I just opened my mouth as she ordered. As the first of the salty spray hit my tongue it registered what Tonya was saying. Her piss was almost hot. It was definitely salty and had a slight chemical smell. She just squirted a short stream in. I didn’t try to swallow for fear of getting it right in the face if she kept emptying her bladder.

Then she stopped her stream.

“Roll it around in your mouth, lover. Let your taste buds appreciate my wine before you swallow it. Now swallow! It's part of your job, clean-up boy!"

I dipped my chin and swallowed. There was a slight bitter flavor as it hit the taste buds at the back of my throat. After I swallowed the aroma rose into my nose and I could really smell and taste Tonya's urine.

I was astonished. It was not disgusting at all. It was a little strange, true, but not really unpleasant.... In fact, I thought there was something definitely sexy in the smell and taste. Could there be female hormones or pheromones in there? Animals mark their territory with urine: it must have some personal scent. Maybe Tonya's pee had something in it that told my brain that this was a woman's urine, a sexy fertile woman, my mate's urine.

But what was more remarkable was the psychological effect of letting her pee into my mouth. I felt a flush spread over my body and I sank even deeper into a sensation of complete submission. She wasn't just looming over me and I wasn't just licking her pussy and ass. I was completely subjugating myself to her, even to the point of letting her use me as her toilet. I felt as if she had therefore marked me as her territory: "Keep away! This is my property." I signaled my submission by stretching my tongue up and gently licking her pee hole.

Tonya reached behind her again and felt my cock. It was rigid, straining against the front of my pants, making my shorts wet with pre-cum. I strained to push it up against her hand.

"Little Johnny likes my wine. I reserved it just for this occasion, a special vintage. Are you still thirsty? Want some more?"

I moaned and answered by sealing my lips against her crotch. I felt Tonya relax and another spray of her pee hit the back of my mouth. This time it was harder; she wasn't holding back. I relaxed and enjoyed the warmth gradually filling my mouth. I squeezed her thigh and she cut off the flow, letting me close my mouth to swallow. I breathed and let the aroma fill my nose again. I licked her pee hole again, catching the taste of urine mixed with her sex juices.

I could feel the warmth of her urine coursing down my throat and into my stomach! I rolled the thought around in my head: something of Tonya inside me, at my very center. A gift from her body to mine.

"There's more if you want it. Do you want it all, lover?" I answered by clamping my lips to her pussy and grunting. She gave me another half-mouthful, ending in dribs and drabs, so I knew she had emptied herself. She stroked my cock through my pants as I swallowed.

"Oh, my!" she exclaimed. "Doing that feels.... That is really something! I feel so ... powerful!" I knew what she meant, because I, in contrast, felt very passive and weak. I had lowered myself to this. How could I stand up for myself after that?

“OK, you’ve had your meat and your wine. Time for dessert.” Tonya turned around and lowered her butt cheeks to my face. Again her skirt made a cocoon. I couldn’t see much, but I could smell the musky aroma of her crack. Her position spread her cheeks and I reached out my lips and planted a kiss on her wrinkled anus. Meanwhile she fumbled my belt undone and unzipped my pants, releasing my cock from its constraints. As I kissed her behind, she played with my penis.

“Ew! God, you’re leaking everywhere! This little thing has a drooling problem! I guess we can use some of this for lubrication.” Tonya slathered pre-cum up and down my cock and began a maddening massage as I buried my face between her cheeks.

“Wow, I never even thought of having anyone stick their tongue up my ass. But now that I have, it feels so nasty and hot! Oh! Oh, yeah!” she enthused. She let go of my cock and I could feel her reach her hand under her skirt and start rubbing her clit. “Oh, yeah, tongue-fuck my ass, Johnny!”

I was fascinated by the feel of that ring of muscle against my lips and how it felt gripping my tongue. Tonya’s pussy was fragrant and slick and hot, but her ass was rippling and clutching, opening and tightening—it was alive beneath my lips! This time I could taste a little bit of bitter, earthy taste and I knew I was really in her ass. But I didn’t mind; in fact, it made it naughtier. I was going where no one else dared to go!

Tonya was rubbing her button more and more frantically.

“God! I can’t believe it! You eat your cum, you’ve got your tongue stuck in my asshole, and you’ve even drunk my piss! Oh, God! Oh, God! Arrgghh!”

With that I felt her orgasm overwhelm her. Her ass gripped my tongue hard and then shuddered. She was hunching her hips, driving my tongue deeper with every wave of her orgasm.

“Oh shit!” Tonya gasped. “Oh shit! Oh! Oh!” She slumped forward, resting herself on top of me. “That was too much! Whoa! Whoa!” She was panting for air. She just lay there like that, regaining her strength. “God, I think I like having a clean-up boy!”

I could feel her juices wet all over my face. I could taste the urine still lingering in my mouth and smell it in my nose. Her pussy was reeking of arousal inches away, all intensified by the skirt making a tent over me. Tonya stirred.

“Look at Little Johnny! Piss drinking and ass eating agree with him! He’s a little guy, but it’s hard to keep him down!” She took my cock in hand, making me groan. “Squirted twice already today and the little feller still wants more. He probably wants Tonya’s pussy, but I think he’s a little too small for that.” She rolled off me but didn’t let go off my crank.

“Show me how you beat off your little dick in the washroom at work, Johnny. I want to watch.” She kept pumping me gently.

I was mortified.

“I … I don’t know, Tonya. I’d be embarrassed.”

“No, I think it’d be hot! I want you to jerk off your little dick for me. Show me how little boys do it. C’mon, work that little thing!”

Every time she called it my “little dick” or called me a “boy,” it sent a surprising jolt of arousal through my penis, as if I enjoyed being belittled! I did want to come again very badly. She was saying it was OK. I guessed it was sort of kinky.

I reached out and took my cock from her hand and I began to stroke it.

“That’s it, baby. Give yourself a good one. Do you want the Vaseline again?”

“Um, yeah,” I said, nonplussed by my bride offering to help me masturbate. She scampered into the bedroom and retrieved the little jar and opened it for me. I took a large dollop of the grease.

“That’s it, lube it up. You’re so stiff, it’ll feel so good! You’ve got piss in your belly, pussy juice on your face, and ass on your tongue, and your little dick in your hand. You’re in jerk-off heaven! Doesn’t that feel good?”

I lay back and pumped my dick and listened to her.

“OK, you’re not a big manly man with a big cock. But, look, you don’t need a big manly cock to jerk off. That little dick can still feel awfully good, even if it’s only your hand sliding up and down it. I’m sure that hand has given you more orgasms than pussies ever have! And you don’t need to be a real man to be great pussy eater and ass licker. You don’t catch big strong macho men drinking their women’s piss! You can be a better clean-up boy than any man’s man could ever be.”

My ego shrank as she cooed these dreaded words. It confirmed my worst fears. So I was not a “real man” in her eyes. I was a pathetic pin dick. But the more despair I felt in my brain, the more electricity I felt in my penis! I pounded it frantically, desperate to shoot my wad!

“Oh, Tonya! Tonya! I’m sorry!” I moaned even as I continued to masturbate in front of her. “I’m sorry I’m not man enough for you! I don’t deserve you!” I cried, even as my cock wept pre-cum from its tip, slicking my shaft.

Tonya took my head in her arms and pressed my cheek to her chest.

“It’s OK that you’re not man enough, Johnny! I didn’t marry you to be a he-man,” she said softly. She released my head and reached out and took my pumping fist in her hand.

“Slow down! Let yourself enjoy this! Doesn’t that dick feel so good in your hand, so small but so hard? It’s a perfect size for you, for jerking off. It just fits in your hand, so only a little bit sticks out. Not big enough to really be much good for fucking, but good jerk-off size. It may not be big enough to satisfy a woman, but it’s big enough for you!”

She pulled my hand off my penis for a moment and took it in her own.

“This is the problem, isn’t it, this little thing? But don’t you think of it as a problem. It’s just a fact. Feeling bad about it isn’t going to make it a bit longer or thicker, is it?” she mused. She took my hand and wrapped it around what now seemed to me to be my pathetic diminutive organ, which I had used to think of as “average.”

“Maybe the big ones are for fucking and the little ones are for wanking. Maybe the little ones are more sensitive: more nerve endings packed in a smaller space, like my clit. I’m just like you: I can’t fuck anybody with my clit either, can I? But it sure makes me feel good, doesn’t it?”

She was holding my fist, slowing me down to a tantalizing, hypnotic rhythm, keeping just near the edge.

“It’s a nice little dick for jerking off, but it’s not gonna fill a pussy, is it? It’s not going to stretch out a girl's cunt and make her scream, is it? Not a satisfying thick slab of meat. Not going to fill her up nice and tight and pound into her womb.” She got a dreamy faraway sound in her voice as she said that, then came back to regarding my pud.

“It’s a nice little wanking dick. So enjoy it, baby! This is really your thing: masturbating. That’s perfect for a dick your size. Doesn’t this feel good, to take it in your hand and pump it? You can pull it just how you like, just for your own pleasure, without worrying about whether you are satisfying—or rather not satisfying—anyone else. You can’t fail at this; you can’t, er, fall “short”—ha!—so to speak!”

My heart was pumping as if I were at the edge of a cliff. God, she's saying I can't satisfy her! I'm not man enough. I'm a failure. But at the same time she was right: it felt so good, so comforting to feel my hand sliding up and down, the pre-cum making it as slick as Tonya's pussy. And to have her there, encouraging me to do it, not sneaking around behind her back, accepting it! If I can't satisfy her, at least I can give myself a wonderful feeling. But my guilt and my defeat at learning I had failed her was too much!

"Oh, Tonya!" I croaked out. "I'm so sorry! I'm so sorry that I don't satisfy you! You deserve better! How can I make it up to you?"

"Make it up to me? Can you make your little thing grow? Can you make it two inches longer and twice as thick? No, now we've faced the awful truth that you've always secretly feared: that you're not man enough to satisfy your wife. But you just let Tonya worry about that. Right now I just want you to let yourself feel all the joy your little dick can give you. Doesn't it feel good? Doesn't it feel better than good?

"Here you've lowered yourself to licking my butt and drinking my piss.  You've let go of all that silly male pride and you're masturbating right in front of your wife. Doesn't it feel liberating? No hiding, no pretending: just beating off to your heart's content! Doesn't it feel marvelous?"

It sounded crazy, but she was right. It was as if a dam had broken in me. I had nothing to lose, because I'd already lost.

"Just feel what your penis is feeling and tell me! Isn't it wonderful?"

"Oh, God, yes!" I admitted.

"Don't you ever feel ashamed anymore to jerk off, baby. I'm so glad you let me share this with you! I want your little dick to feel so good. Look at it! It fits so nicely in your hand. Look at the little slit and the pre-cum oozing out of it. It's so excited; it's drooling! It's as if it is making its own lube for masturbating! You don’t need all that pre-cum for fucking a pussy. A pussy is already nice and wet. But look how that pre-cum perfectly slickens your hand to masturbate with. It's like a perfect masturbating machine, self-contained.

"And that cum you love to eat is going to come shooting right out of that little slit and it will feel so good when it does! Think how good it will taste. Wouldn't you like to be able to bend down enough to suck yourself and that cum could shoot right into your mouth? No muss, no fuss, hot from the tap."

What man wouldn’t suck himself off all day if he could do that? I pictured it and a thrill shot through me.

"Let's do it, baby! I'll pull your legs over your head and you can aim your little dick right at your mouth! You could shoot right into your own mouth! Wouldn't that be hot?"

"That's never going to work!"

"Let's try it! Do it for me, baby. Do it for you. You'd be the ultimate clean-up boy!"

Tonya let go of my fist and started pulling my pants off and then pulled my legs back up over my head, so I was curled up like a snail.

"Don't shoot until we're ready, Johnny! We've got to aim just right. Good thing you aren't all muscle-bound: you're limber like a girl. Look how close we can get your little dick to that cum-eating mouth of yours!"

It wasn't comfortable, doubled up like that. I wouldn't want my weight all on my neck like that for long.

"Look at your little dick peeking out of your fist! Watch out: some of that pre-cum will drip right on your face! Look at that drooling slit!" Just then a string of clear pre-cum started to fall from my cockhead, like a spider web. Tonya caught it on her finger and held to my mouth for me to lick off.

"That yummy cum is going to spurt out of there soon. Can you almost taste it?"

Seeing my own dick looming above me was surreal. I'd never been looking up at a dick from close range before. It reminded me of Tonya planting her cunt or her ass on my mouth. Just the fact of it being over me and my being in such a helpless position made me feel submissive. It felt as if I were being dominated by my own dick, as if I were bowing down to it. But I was really bowing down to Tonya and her strange new power over me.

Tonya moved to prop up my back so she could take hold of my fist again.

"Milk it, baby. Milk all the pleasure you can out of it! That little dick may not be much, but it is your magic wand to masturbate yourself to heaven! And to get you a mouthful of your own love-juice! It's yours, all yours! That little thing might not please a woman, but it can please the hell out of you! Give yourself permission! Tell yourself, 'I can please myself. My dick can't please her, but I can please myself.' "

Tonya chanted this in time with my pumping my dick. Involuntarily I took up the chant in my head as I stared mesmerized by the glistening, swollen, red, oozing head of my penis: 'My dick can't please her. My dick can't please a woman. I'm not a real man. My dick is useless. It's only good for jerking off. I'm only good for jerking off and being a clean-up boy!'

"Oh, Tonya! I'm sorry!" I sobbed. "Oh, Tonya, forgive me! Oh, please! I'm so sorry!" I cried. My eyes brimmed with tears.

"Open wide! It's coming! Your reward is coming. Your relief. Your comfort. Your solace. Come for Tonya!"

I gasped and felt my spasm start at the base of my cock. Tonya held my hand like steel; and aimed it at my mouth, which was open as wide as a baby bird's. Then I felt my cum spurt like a searing hot pain up my dick. Cum hit my lip and my nose, but some hit my tongue. Tonya adjusted her aim and the next spurt went straight into my mouth. The third spurt went half in my mouth and half on my chin. My balls ached at being drained for the third time that day and I groaned.

"Oh, baby! Good job! Oh, baby, your third come in less than a day!"

Tonya lowered my legs to the floor. I was overcome with exhaustion and release. My body was a dishrag and I panted to get my breath. I finally closed my mouth and tasted the hot spunk on my tongue. It tasted faintly soapy and bitter, but I swallowed it.

"Oh, Johnny, get it all!" said Tonya as she squeegeed the semen from my chin and nose to my mouth.

“There can't be much testosterone in there, judging from your less-than-masculine features, but you can't afford to miss any! Suck it all off my fingers, like you were sucking a little dick."

Now that my horniness faded I started to cringe at what I'd done. I wanted to crawl into a hole. I looked at Tonya with shame.

"Look at Little Johnny now!" Tonya enthused. My cock had shriveled up, still red and glistening with Vaseline and pre-cum. "He's a good little jack-off dick, but he's beat now! He looks like he's trying to crawl inside you! Let's clean him up.” She squeezed the last drops of semen out of my cock and put them in my mouth.

"Wasn't that wonderful? Didn't that feel good? Your little dick is good for jacking off and don't be ashamed of it.” She playfully gave it a squeeze in her hand and pulled on it a few times. It felt good but it was a limp as a wet noodle and would be for a while.

Despite Tonya's affectionate tone, I couldn't forget all the verbal abuse she'd heaped on my manhood.

"I'd better put my clothes away," I said. I wanted to get away and lick my wounds.

"Here, take my panties," Tonya said. She held the crotch of them up to my nose. They were fragrant. "See, I was impatient for you to get home!” I slinked up to our room and put the panties and my clothes in the hamper. I could hear Tonya throwing dinner together.

I sat on the edge of our bed and tried to pull my thoughts together. This didn't feel like a game we were playing anymore. She was telling me my "little dick" couldn't satisfy her. It was a jerk-off dick. What was next? Was she going to leave me? Was she having an affair? How could I face her, knowing that I was failing her?

I dressed in casual clothing and went down to the kitchen. Tonya was putting dinner on the table. She still had her work clothes on, sans panties though. It was a simple dinner of sandwiches, but Tonya had a glass of white wine. At my place was an empty wine glass.

"What am I drinking?" I asked.

"I think I could come up with a little more of my special vintage for you!" Tonya answered. "I wanted to wait because I knew you'd like it warm.” She took my glass and squatted down, holding the glass under her skirt. I heard the sound of liquid splashing in the glass. She drew the wine glass out and held it to me, half filled with her pale yellow urine. She picked up her glass and held it up to mine.

"A toast to us, my love!” She clinked her glass to mine and stared into my eyes as she put her glass to her lips. I knew what I had to do. I put my glass to my lips and tipped it up. Unlike her wine, mine was hot and slightly salty. I drank deeply of it and its warmth spread from my throat to my stomach. Strangely rather than being repulsed, I felt a bond to Tonya. The wine she was drinking was just from some grapes. My wine was from her, as personally as possible.

"To you!" I toasted, "to my beautiful princess.” I took another large sip. It wasn't so bad, to my surprise. Salty, a little bit bitter, but really, I'd drunk lots of things worse in my life. One of my frat brothers' homemade wine came to mind. Tonya smiled broadly at my toast and my unhesitating acceptance of her gift.

"Let's eat, honey," Tonya suggested, "then let's talk about us. I can tell you have a lot on your mind, a lot of questions. But first, eat your dinner. You're going to have to keep your strength up if you're going to be jacking off three times a day!"

I swallowed hard. I sure did have a lot of questions, but I was terrified of what the answers might be! I reached out and drained the rest of Tonya's pee. Tonya's eyes sparkled at that.

"If you want any more to drink you'll have to wait! I'm not a Coke machine!” With that we started eating. I ate quickly because I didn't know what to say. I realized that I was waiting for Tonya to take the lead. I decided to break the ice myself.

"Tonya ... all those things you said about my equipment...."

"About your dick being too small?"

"Yes, and saying it's no use for ... satisfying a woman. Did you mean that?"

"What do you think, baby? You know I never come while you are trying fuck me with your little dick. Surely you noticed that?"

"But lots of women don't come just from intercourse. They need more stimulation."

"But, baby, I'm not one of them. I know I can come from fucking if the man is, um, more generously endowed. If he has a nice cock. I've come just from being fucked many times before I met you. I've had lots of wonderful orgasms from being filled up with a real cock!” Her eyes got dreamy again and she sighed. "That is one of the best feelings a woman can have. To feel a man filling her, stretching her, driving into her womb!” She sighed again as she stared off into the distance. "It's marvelous!"

"Oh, God!” I was reeling. It was worse than I imagined. "Are you saying I can’t satisfy you at all? You don't enjoy our lovemaking at all?"

"Oh, baby, I love our lovemaking! Especially these last few days. You've given me wonderful orgasms with your lovemaking. I've always loved what your mouth can do on my pussy. And now I've found that I love your tongue up my ass. And even your drinking my pee—that was really special. But, well, I hate to have to tell you, but I have to be honest. With your little dick? No, I'm afraid not."

"You don't get anything when we fuck?"

"Well.... Truthfully, I guess I like to see how much you enjoy it. But for me? Your little dick just isn't enough to make it enjoyable for me. To be perfectly honest, it's frustrating for me. Like being teased. It's like we're pretending to fuck."

I was dumbfounded.

"You've never enjoyed our fucking?"

"Well, I guess I like giving you some pleasure. But for me? Baby, face it. I've had the real thing. I know what a real cock feels like. If your little thing was all I'd ever had, I suppose I'd just assume that fucking is just for the guy. But I know how good it can be with the right partner. 'You just can't keep 'em down on the farm now that they've seen Paree.’ I've seen Paree and your little willie ain't it."

I felt as if I'd been hit with a truck. I'd known I was no he-man, but I had no idea I'd been failing Tonya so completely.

"Oh, God!" I wailed. "I'm so sorry! I had no idea! I want to make you happy. I want to satisfy you. But ... but you're saying I can't. Oh, baby, I'm so sorry!"

"Oh, baby, I know you can't help it. You stick your little thing in me and you squirm around on top of me and you jab it in and out for all you're worth! But I can hardly feel it!"

An awful image flashed through my mind's eye, of a 10-year-old me on top of Tonya, futilely rubbing a baby-sized dick against Tonya's vulva. I flushed with embarrassment. It was a humiliating picture, almost sickening.

"But couldn't you do Kegels or something?" I stammered in desperation.

"Would Kegels make your little thing three inches longer? Would Kegels make a pencil feel like a baseball bat?"

"If it's so bad, why'd you even marry me then?"

"Honey! Because I love you! I fell in love with you long before I knew about your ... shortcomings. A big dick is wonderful—really wonderful—but I also wanted a partner, a companion, someone to raise a family with. A big cock is great for fucking, but I want the rest too!"

Too? She's saying she does want a big dick, present tense?

"So are you leaving me? Do you want a divorce?"

She reached across the table and put both hands on mine. She looked hard into my eyes with a look of love and concern.

"Baby, listen to me. I love you! I'm not leaving you. I don't want a divorce. I want to spend the rest of my life with you, to raise a family together. You make me happy in lots of other ways. I just want to be honest with you. I don't want to pretend anymore."

"Pretend you want me to fuck you when I really disgust you? You think I'm pathetic?"

"Baby! Don't say that! I don't find you pathetic. In a way it's cute, I guess. It's like a little boy putting on his father's shirt and shoes and trying to act like a grown-up. You take your little weenie and try to fuck me like you're a big man with a real cock. I thought maybe I could keep my peace and let you keep squirting your little thing in me and never let you know, but I've decided it's not fair to either of us. We need to face the problem together."

"It's really that important? I never leave you high and dry. I always give you an orgasm before or after we fuck."

"Baby, I don't think we can call what you do 'fucking.' Let's just say, 'when you use my pussy,' because if I'm not enjoying it, that's what it is. That's what it feels like to me, like you're jerking off into my pussy."

"Oh, God!" I choked. "It's that bad? That's awful! I'm so sorry! I don't want to do that to you!"

"I know you don't, honey. That's why I decided to tell you."

"Why didn't you tell me this long ago?"

"I figured, what was the point? Were you going to grow another three inches?"

"Three inches? I'm that small?"

"Honey, you are the smallest man I've ever made love to."

"But I'm not that small! I see other guys in the shower. I see guys who post pictures on the Internet. I'd say I'm about average. At worst only a little less."

"Do you see those guys hard, honey? Are they walking around the Y with raging boners? Some men add a lot more when they get excited than others. But even if you're almost average for guys in general, you're not nearly average for the men I've had. Not meaning to brag, but gals with my looks get to have the pick of the alpha males, the he-men with real cocks that really satisfy a woman. We don't have to settle for the little fellas."

"Do you miss it? Fucking a man with a big cock?"

Tonya looked away.

"Yes," she said a resigned sigh. "Yes, I‘m afraid I do," she said almost sadly.

That one word was like a dagger to my heart. She did want another man, a real man.

"Why are you telling me this now?"

"The other night you were humping and humping away and twisting around and trying to hold off, trying for the umpteenth time to make a boy's dick do a man's job. I could tell how frustrated you were. Every time you 'fuck' me," she said, using air quotes around the word "fuck" to signify that I couldn't do the real thing, "every time you 'fuck' me, I know you feel like a failure. Deep down somewhere your instincts knew that a man's supposed to fuck his woman to orgasm, and you never have. Lord knows you've tried. I just couldn't put you—or me—through that anymore."

Tonya looked at me with real pain in her face. Her eyes were dewy, as if she were about to cry. I started to feel tears welling up in my own eyes. We were obviously two people who loved each other, but here we had been hurting each other over and over because of something neither of us could do a thing about. It felt tragic: two good people in pain through no fault of their own. Life isn’t fair.

“Honey, I can’t keep doing that to you. I can’t ‘use your pussy.’ That’s horrible. It’d be like rape. If we just stop having intercourse … and just have oral sex and fooling around like we did this weekend—that would be better, wouldn’t it? You wouldn’t have to put up with my … whatever you want to call it….”

“…squirming around on my pussy? Masturbating into my pussy?”

“Whatever. Would that be OK?”

“Oh, baby! You’d do that for me? You’d give up trying to fuck me if I asked you?”

‘Trying to fuck me.’ Ouch, that hurt. I swallowed hard. But what else could I do? To go on after this would be a kind of abuse. I looked her straight in the eye.

“Yes, Tonya. I’d give up intercourse. We can do everything else. More than anything else I want to make you happy.“

Tonya looked at me with incredulity.

“Johnny, that’s one of the things that made me fall in love with you! Here’s a man’s most primitive instinct—to stick his little dick into a warm, hot, slick cunt and spit his seed into her—and you’d give that up for me?” She leaned over and kissed me and grabbed my hand and pulled it toward her.

“Feel what that does to me, Johnny.” She placed my hand under her skirt and pressed it to her still-naked pussy. It was swollen and wet. “My cunt is crying tears of love that you would give up fucking out of your love for me. My cunt is weeping tears of joy that you’d promise that your dick would never try to use me that way ever again.”

She leaned forward again and kissed me deeply. Incredibly, my cock stirred yet again as I felt the slick folds of her pussy against my hand. Tonya let go of my hand and stroked my stiffening cock through my pants.

“Little Johnny doesn’t seem too sad to say bye-bye to Tonya’s pussy! He seems excited! Maybe it’s a big relief for him to quit trying to act like a man’s cock. He’s probably a lot happier being a little boy’s jerk-off toy.” She continued to caress my overworked penis gently while she gave me another fervent kiss. “That’s OK, Little Johnny,” she said, talking to my penis, “you never have to go in Tonya’s pussy ever again. You can go back to being Johnny’s wanking stick from now on.”

I didn’t like the sound of that.

“You don’t mean we won’t do all the other stuff we did this weekend, do you? You’re not cutting me off, are you?”

“Baby, no! You can eat my pussy and my ass and drink my piss and eat your cum to your heart’s content! And I’ll jerk you off and you can jerk yourself off whenever you want—at least as long as you always lick it up! That’s the least I can do.” I couldn’t believe it but her hand on my dick was still feeling good, even after three orgasms that day.

“But will it be enough for you?” I asked her.

Tonya looked away and my stomach felt like lead. I knew she had something else to say and it wasn’t good. I was a little surprised that she didn’t stop slowly stroking the lump in my pants even as she clearly struggled with what to say next.

“Honey, as much as I love you and as hard as you try to satisfy me, I don’t know if a man can really understand this. There’s a basic hunger a woman has. Every woman has a need, at least once in a while, to be taken. Not to be loved but to be fucked. To be filled. To be stretched. To feel a long cock batter her cervix, demand entrance to her womb. The female instinct is to want that cunt filled with the biggest cock she can find.

“Why is that need so strong? Cause the big cocks belong to the big strong men, who can provide the most protection, can bring home the biggest kill, who can defend the best turf. Nature has built that into a woman’s brain, to want that package—and therefore to want that cock. And if she can’t get it, her cunt creates this empty feeling, this hunger, this longing. In the back of her mind her instincts tell her that something’s missing, something is failing. Her cunt makes her miserable so that she won’t settle for anything less. And Mother Nature has rewarded her with The Big Orgasm when she finds that Big Cock.”

Tonya’s hand on my penis was maddening. She kept moving it gently, working it. After three orgasms my need wasn’t urgent. But the constant stimulation put my brain into almost a sexual trance. I just listened to her explain, with a feeling of loss in the pit of my stomach. I would never be that man who satisfied her need. I could never fulfill her longing. I would always fail her. But my misery was blunted by the steady rhythm of her masturbating me, almost like an anesthetic.

"Tonya! I'm so sorry! I want to be that man for you!" I despaired.

"Shush! There, there, honey. But we know you will never be that man with the big strong cock.” She unzipped my pants and fished my hardening cock out of my pants, almost as if to underline her point. God, her warm hand on my penis felt so good! ”You're a wonderful man who I love with all my heart. But my cunt needs something you can't give me. My cunt wants to be stuffed, to be spread, to feel a cock in places your little dick's never come close to!"

I could feel now that she was comforting me. She pulled her face close to mine and gave me little tender kisses, while she kept up her steady slow stroking of my dick. She knew that his was killing me and she was trying to cushion the blow. I turned my face into her neck and sobbed.

"I've failed you! I'm not good enough for you! I can't deprive you like that. I don't want you to be miserable! You should leave me!"

"Baby! Honey! I don’t want to leave you! I love you! I want to be married to you forever!"

"Then I can't stand in your way. You should take a lover!" I croaked out, the very words strangling me as I said them. "I can't give you what you need, so you'll have to find a man who can!"

I felt Tonya grip my head with one hand and my cock with the other.

"Honey, what are you saying?"

"It's the only way. I can't give you what you need, but you don't want a divorce. So the only thing left is to find another man to give you what you need."

"You want me to cheat on you?"

"But it wouldn't be cheating if I knew about it. I give you my approval. You wouldn't be sneaking around or lying."

"You want me to go to bed with another man? You want your wife to fuck another man? A man with a bigger cock, who's more of a man than you?"

"Oh, Tonya, it would half-kill me, but I couldn't bear knowing that I was making you miserable. I love you!"

"So you love me enough to step aside and let a better man fuck me? You'd stand by while I did it with your knowledge? Even while you knew that he was fucking me to one orgasm after another that you couldn’t give me?" Her voice was catching.

I picked up my head and looked at her. Her eyes were filled with tears. My face was already streaked with my own.

"Yes!"

Tonya shook her head.

"That's the most loving thing you've ever said to me, Johnny. You're saying you want me to cuckold you, to fuck another man?"

"Yes! I want you to be happy. If that's what it takes for you to be happy, I want you to do it. I want you to fuck a man with a big cock. I want him to give you orgasm after orgasm until you have what you need!" I was choking this out now between tears and sobs.

"Oh, Johnny, that is so sweet! Feel me, Johnny! Feel how happy you've made my cunt!" She held my hand to her pussy again and it was dripping with her juices. It was puffy and lewdly opening to my hand. "My pussy is so excited that you would love me that much, that you would stand by while a real man stuck his big, long, thick cock in my cunt and squirted his thick manly cum into my womb so far I could taste it in the back of my throat!"

"I do love you! I love you so much!"

"Johnny, I know we said you wouldn't stick your little dick in me anymore, but I'm feeling so loving toward you right now. How about one for the road? One last time for old times' sake? One last fuck before you step aside for good?"

Her words grabbed at my heart. After all we'd said, she would still do that. My cock jumped at the idea.

"Hurry, before I change my mind!" She threw herself on the floor, her skirt bunched up around her waist. I skimmed off my pants and shorts and practically jumped on her. She put her hands between us and stopped me.

"Wait! I think we need to have some ceremony. To Little Johnny's last fuck: may it last him a lifetime!"

She took her hands away and I slipped myself into her wetness. Her cunt was incredibly wet and loose. I began to jab into her slickness, trying to get some friction, she was so open and wet. Tonya's words, "squirming on top of me," echoed in my head and made me frantic.

"Slow down, baby! This is Little Johnny's farewell tour! Savor it! All these months you may have suspected, but this is the first and last time to fuck me knowing the truth. Knowing this pussy doesn't really belong to you. It's your wife's pussy, but it belongs to the big cocks."

I groaned. My penis was hard but my stomach felt sick. ’No good! Inadequate! Failure! Wimp!’ my brain screamed.

"You know now that you've been a trespasser this whole time. You're a little boy sneaking into the big boys' room, trying on their big boy stuff. Feel it, baby! This time you know it. Feel how loose my cunt is. You can hardly feel it, can you? My cunt is getting ready for the big boys. It's lubing up to slide a big cock in there. It opening up to welcome a big man's cock, to be hosed with a real man's sperm deep inside my womb!"

She was right! Her cunt was barely touching my dick.

"Feel it, baby! Feel it for the last time. Can you ram your little dick into my cervix? No? Feel it. Know it in your heart. You can't fill it. Your dick doesn't make the grade. You've been sneaking in, but tomorrow they're changing the locks! Say bye-bye Little Johnny! Bye-bye!"

With those words stabbing into my brain I shot my wad into her. I screamed, "Oh, Tonya! Tonya! No! No! No!" My ejaculation was not very strong, almost more like springing a leak, two little squirts were all I could muster, but it felt as if my balls were being pulled out through my tubes.

"Did you come, baby? I couldn't feel it. Did you little dick spit its juice? I can't tell."

One last failure.

"Don't feel bad, baby. Just enjoy it, at least as much as you can. And be happy knowing that the charade it over. No more trying to measure up and falling short. No more pretending to be a big man and feeling guilty for not being one. Relax, baby. You're off the hook. Now you can just be yourself. A new era of honesty. No more masks. It must be a relief!"

I lay on top of her, fearful of what this "new era" would bring.

"For me, no more patiently waiting for you to finish jabbing your little dick at me. Better things to ‘cum,’ so to speak."

"Honey, can we not talk about that anymore?"

"Oh, I know what you're waiting for. You're impatient for your cum sandwich between two slices of pussy!"

"Uh...."

"What an eager clean-up boy! Exhausted from his fourth come in 24 hours, but still greedy to lap it up! Baby, you are going to wear me out with this pussy eating!" With that Tonya rolled me off her and quickly planted herself on my face. My pathetic squirt was almost undetectable in the flood of her copious pussy juice. I licked and sucked almost mechanically, my libido sapped.

"Think, baby: next time the cum you're sucking out of my quim will be another man's! Or should I say a man's? I mean, a real man's. I bet it'll taste a lot different. I suppose every man's cum will taste a little different. Maybe you'll like the way one man's cum tastes better than another. You might have a favorite. Do you think?"

I continued to lave her labia in silence. Suck another man's cum? It wouldn't be bad enough to stand by while she fucked some guy—I'd be expected to lick up his leavings? What had I gotten myself into?

"Oh, I feel all squishy up my crack, baby. Let me turn around." She resettled her ass on my mouth. Her crack was almost as wet as her pussy. I licked it up and down. She stroked her clit with her finger.

"All this big cock talk and your promises have got me all hot, baby. This new honest communication really turns me on. If you fuck my ass with your tongue, I think I'll come imagining what those big cocks are going to feel like up my cunt. Oh, to feel full again! That's it, baby, stick your tongue up there like a little wet wiggly cock up my butt! Unh! That's good. Keep it up, Johnny. Oh yeah, the end of a big ... long ... cock ... banging on the door to my womb. Feeling ... stretched ... oh ... oh ... feeling a big hard body on top of me ... ramming into me ... wanting more, always more! Ahhhh!"

I felt her buttocks spasm and her ass thrust down, trying to get more of my tongue into her bowels. Her orgasm took control of her.

"Fuck me! Fuck me, big boy! I want your big, fat cock! Split me!" she shouted. I knew she wasn't talking to me. She was already making love to her new lover.

That night Tonya spooned up against my back, as if to comfort me, while I slept fitfully. My mind was preyed on by fears and questions. What was happening to my marriage? How had things come to this? Would Tonya really take a lover? How could I let that happen? Was it just a lust-driven fantasy? Would she wake up in the morning and regret everything?

I kept trying to think it through, find some loophole. I wasn't man enough to satisfy her, but I loved her. If I loved her, I wanted her to be happy. She loved me, but I'm not man enough to satisfy her.... Round and round, no way out. If I really love her, then I need to let her.... If another man can satisfy her, makes her happy, then I need to step aside and be happy that she's happy....


-Day 4 Tuesday-

The next morning I woke to Tonya crawling on top of me.

"Wake up, sleepyhead. It's a brand new day! I'm so excited to see what the future brings! Kiss my big-cock-loving pussy good morning!"

So much for morning-after regrets! She lowered her crotch to my face and I kissed it reverently. Her pussy was marvelously fragrant with the smells of yesterday's sex juices. If I weren't thinking of how she wanted to give that pussy to another man, it wouldn't have been a bad way to wake up.

"Oh, that's nice. Now say good morning to your favorite asshole!" She turned around to present her rosebud to my lips.  It wasn't as fragrant, but the tone and responsiveness of her anal ring to my kisses was like being kissed back. As gross as it might seem to anyone else, I found I was really loving kissing and tonguing Tonya's ass! I actually felt some regret when she'd had enough after a few more moments. Then she lay down and snuggled up to me, putting her arms around me.

"Baby, I hope you meant everything you said yesterday, because the things you said made me feel so loved and happy! You are the best husband!” She hugged me tightly and kissed my cheek. "But I am having some second thoughts myself."

My heart sang! Maybe she wouldn't cuckold me after all!

"I would dearly like to get some good cock in my pussy. The very idea that it might happen for real has made the craving worse than ever. I had the most marvelous dreams last night! Every man I met pulled out the most fantastic slab of cock meat....

"But I worry that your poor ego couldn't take it. Let's face it, you little-dicked guys can't have the most self-confidence to begin with. I know I couldn't share you with another woman for anything. I know you want to do the right thing and make a sacrifice to make up for your inadequacies. But knowing a better man was laying your wife might just put you over the edge.

"As much as you love me and might think you want some handsome hung guy to fuck me to heaven, in reality you might not be able to take it. You could get depressed, have a nervous breakdown, or something. Maybe your little dick'd go impotent and not even be able to jack off."

I could all too easily imagine the scenarios Tonya was outlining. It was what I'd been worrying about all night.

"So I'm thinking we need to figure out a way to try it out and see if you can take it, to see how you'd adjust. A sort of dry run."

My hopes were fading as quickly as they sprung up. She still meant to go through with it, somehow.

"A dry run? What would that be? He sticks his dick in halfway?"

"Oh, Johnny! Don't talk that way—you're getting me horny! No, once it's halfway in, there'd be no way I could stop until it's tickling my cervix! But no, I think I've really thought of a way to test it out: we'll get me a dildo. I'll take a dildo as my lover and see if you can handle that."

My hopes leapt up again. Of course! Why hadn't we thought of that last night? Maybe that'd be all she needed and it would never come to her taking a lover.

"OK, sure. I wouldn't mind that at all. Lots of women have those."

"It'd have to be top of the line, as realistic as it can be. I've been on a starvation diet for cock and I won’t settle for bread and water. We'll go down to the Emporium tonight after work and pick out my new lover together!"

It'd be a little embarrassing to go into a sex shop with my wife, and calling a dildo her "new lover" did rankle a little. But it would beat seeing her go off in the arms of another man. I agreed.

Tonya met me at the Emporium that evening. We went straight from work: she said she couldn't wait; she wanted to go as soon as we could.

She walked up to the clerk and announced that she was in the market for a dildo and she wanted his advice on the best kind and the features of each.

"I want it as lifelike as possible. You see, my husband is small down there and I want something as much like a real man's cock as I can get." I looked down at my shoes.

"It sounds like you want a Cyberskin then. It takes a little extra care, but it's supposed to feel like real skin. It's soft but springy on the outside, like a real penis, but it's hard in the middle, like the real thing. Here I have floor model that you can feel." He brought out from behind the counter a flesh-colored dildo about seven inches long and about 1 3/4 inches thick. "Just feel that."

My wife's hand flew out without hesitation. She picked it up and squeezed it.

"Oh my!" she gasped. "Oh, I can't believe it! It feels so real!" She wrapped her fingers around it and pumped her fist up and down gently. The "skin" moved up and down subtly with her hand, just like a real penis would. Watching her jack off this strange cock made my little dick stir in my pants. She turned to me.

"Honey, you've got to feel this!" She thrust the dildo at me. I didn't know what else to do, so I took it from her.

"Stroke it!" Tonya urged. "Feel how real it is!"

It was eerie how lifelike the skin felt. I reluctantly squeezed it and pulled the shaft up and down.

"Doesn't it feel good in your hand?" my wife enthused. "Even better in my pussy, I'll bet! It might feel a little strange to you though, after only handling one your size. But I can tell you, that's just what a nice big cock feels like!"

I could tell even the jaded clerk was a little embarrassed by that remark and I was doubly so. But I was more embarrassed to find that I was in fact positively fascinated by the feel of this cock in my hand! I was enjoying the feel of it so much that my own smaller version was growing harder the longer I held it! As that fact registered I spastically shoved it back at Tonya. I was thankful the clerk intervened.

"Um, uh, the material warms up quickly to body temperature when ... in use, so that it feels even more lifelike. We have a number of models in the store. You have choice of length, thickness, color, style, with or without vibration."

"Color!  Oh, I never thought of that. What do you think, hubby? Should I take a black lover?"

"Tonya!" I hissed. "Please! In private!"

"Oh, sorry," she whispered. "I forgot—you're still getting used to the idea. I'm just so excited! That cock's got to be more than twice your size! I did some calculations today at work. Did you know that the formula for the volume of a cylinder is pi times the radius—that's the thickness—squared, times the height—that's the length in this case? So because you square the thickness, a dick that's 2 inches thick is four times the volume of one that's only an inch thick. I guessed at Little Johnny's dimensions and I figured that if I got a dildo that's half again thicker and 3 inches longer, it'll be over three times as big as you! No wonder my pussy wasn't singing your praises!"

"Not in front of the clerk, please!"

"Johnny, you'll have to get over being so sensitive about your shortcomings! But I'm keeping my voice down anyway. When you think of it, it won't matter whether you've given up fucking my pussy. Once my cunt gets used to a cock like this one, your little dick would be like a BB in a boxcar!" She turned back to the clerk.

"What do you mean by 'style'?" Tonya asked.

"Well, they can be smooth or more realistic with veins and ridges. And, of course, there's with balls or without."

"Oh, balls don't interest me. I'm a cock gal. Unless you want balls, John? But I definitely think with veins is the way to go, don't you?"

"It's up to you," I mumbled.

"Yeah, because it'll be up me, eh?" Tonya cracked. I was mortified, but the clerk laughed out loud.

"This is our best seller, the model you have in your hand, but we have bigger and smaller ones."

"Who'd want smaller?" Tonya muttered.

"Well, I think maybe for, um, other places," the clerk said nervously.

"Oh, ho!" Tonya said with a raised eyebrow. She hefted the floor model. "This would be a huge improvement for a start, but I worry that after a few rounds I'd be wishing I went bigger. I want to stay in reality: I don't want something that would never be seen in the flesh, so to speak. But I do prefer a big man. And," she said, looking at me, "I do prefer white men."

"The next bigger size is this one," the clerk said, handing my wife a plastic-wrapped package with a flesh-colored dong about 8 inches long and slightly thicker than the floor model.

"Now that's a cock a woman could fall in love with. That looks about right. But what did you say about extra care?"

"It needs to be cleaned well after each use, so that the lube or, um, other things don't deteriorate the special silicone."

"Oh, that's no problem. My husband will be taking care of cleaning it," Tonya responded, winking at me.

"And rub a little of this product on it," he said, showing us a little bottle. "That keeps the skin supple, so it won't dry out and get brittle. You can't use Vaseline on it, only water-based or silicone lubes. K-Y jelly is fine, or we sell a variety of lubes of different consistencies, scents, and flavors."

"Oh, I don't think I'll have any problem with lubrication," Tonya said in a stage whisper, seductively rubbing her thighs together. "I'm pretty well lubricated just looking at that thing!" she whispered more to me.

"Well, of course some people will be using it for anal sex, ma'am, so I make sure to warn them against using Vaseline for that. We have some water-based lubes thicker than K-Y that are best for that sort of activity."

"Anal sex, you say?" Tonya repeated, giving me a cryptic look. Could she really be considering shoving that telephone pole up her ass? We'd end up at the ER!

"Well, we'll take this one and a bottle of the preservative. Well, make it two bottles. This might be getting a lot of use."

"Would you be interested in any of our other products, sir? We have things for the man, made of the Cyberskin—artificial vaginas, for instance. Same lifelike feel."

Tonya cut him off.

"No, he's sworn off pussies. Thanks anyway." We checked out and Tonya let me pay. In my ear she whispered, "It's symbolic of your love for me. You gave this to me because you don't want me to suffer for your shortcomings. You want me to be happy, so you want me to have the big cock my pussy needs to be happy."

At home we had another quick dinner of sandwiches.

"I can't wait, but on the other hand, I think I'm going to need my strength!" Tonya explained. She babbled like a schoolgirl, heedless of my feelings. "I'm actually feeling nervous, John! Imagine! I feel as if I were going out on a first date! Except that I don't usually cream my pants waiting to go out on a date!"

I didn't know what to say or what to feel. The way Tonya talked about it was as if a man were on his way to take her out on a date. She was preoccupied, almost as if I weren't there.

"I've decided to call him 'Richard,' or as those who love him know him, 'Big Dick'! Get it? If we're going to see how you can take my having a lover, we'll have to treat this as if a man were taking me to bed tonight. A real man with a real cock is going to have your wife tonight, John. He's going to satisfy her the way she hasn't been satisfied in over two years. Can you handle it? Or are you going to crack? Do you love me enough to let another cock fuck my brains out?"

I looked at her and then I looked down.

"I can't expect you to suffer because I'm not man enough. It's my fault, so I guess I have to handle it.“

"Say that again, dear: 'I'm not man enough.' " I looked down again.

"I'm not man enough."

"That's right. Again."

"I'm not man enough. I'm not man enough."

Tonya reached out and stroked my cheek with her palm. "It's true, but it breaks my heart to know how much that hurts you. I'm so lucky to have a husband who loves me enough to face that. I know, let's make a toast."

Tonya took two wine glasses from the cupboard and went into the kitchen. I heard the fridge open, but I also heard a telltale tinkling sound. She came back with white wine in one and the other full of her golden nectar.

"This is the proper wine for this kind of toast, dear. To John, who loves with an unselfish love," she proposed. We clinked our glasses and I felt the warm, sharp urine fill my mouth and ease down my throat.

"And to Richard, may he be everything I've longed for." Tonya looked me in the eyes intently and held her glass up to mine. She nodded her head at me, urging me on.

"To Richard," I said in a quiet voice and I clinked my glass to hers. I took a deep breath and tipped my glass back. I felt the hair rise on the back of my neck as my wife's urine flowed over my tongue, a silent testament to my acceptance of everything from her.

Tonya jumped up.

"Help me get ready for my date, John!"

"Get ready?"

"I want to look my best for my first time with a new man, don't I? I mean, I'm not some kind of slut. It's torture to wait a minute longer, but won't the anticipation make the climax all the better? Come, attend me at my toilette."

We went to our bedroom.

"You know who helps a girl get ready for her big date? Her best girlfriend. They talk about the boy and gossip and giggle about him, about how dreamy he is, how strong, how handsome, how charming, how manly. It gets a girl all excited, gets her pussy throbbing for him. Then they pick out her outfit, do her hair and make-up to excite the boy. You'll be my girlfriend tonight!"

Somehow that wasn't how I expected it to go. But in a strange way, Tonya letting me in to the "girl talk" was forbidden territory, like having a peephole into the girls' locker room. Little Johnny started to stir.

"I'll let you 'attend' me. You may undress me," Tonya directed. She stood still and bade me to unbutton her blouse. I took off her top, leaving her in her lacy bra, then hung up her blouse. I unsnapped the waist of her skirt and slipped it down her hips and off. She made no move to undress herself, but stood there in her bra and panties. I hung up her skirt and returned to remove her bra. I unsnapped it and lifted the straps off her shoulders and down her arms.

The eroticism of these simple acts was unreal. This was my wife, but now I was seeing her as the prize of another man. I had seen her naked hundreds of times, but magically she was transformed into a goddess beyond my reach. Knowing that she was primping for someone else, even a fantasy lover, made her overpoweringly desirable and my penis was as hard as a rock.

"Caress my breasts, Johnny. Gently feather them. Excite them. Prepare them for Richard's mouth."

Her words were like fire in my brain. With trembling hands I reached around her and lightly stroked her nipples and the softness of her mounds.

"Ohhh!" I groaned: I felt such a powerful desire for her. Tonya sighed and her breath came heavily.

"Yes!" she hissed. "My tits burn for him, John. I long for Richard to suck them, to make my pussy weep for his cock to split me!"

I whimpered at the incredible turn-on these words were for me! My wife was confessing her adulterous lust for another, but it was exciting me beyond belief. It was as if she had a button shooting electric shocks into my skull.

"Does it excite you?" she asked, as if reading my mind. "Does it excite you that I am going to cheat on you?"

"You're ... you're just so beautiful, so desirable...," I avoided her question.

"But is it more exciting to know that this is all for someone else? Does that arouse you even more?"

"I ... I ... don't.... It is ... very exciting," I admitted.

"Good! Maybe you will pass this test. Maybe you will get to hand me to another man, a real man," she said seriously, as if I had revealed some deep secret she had suspected. "Take my panties down now." My hands shook as I reached under the waistband of her flimsy panties. I skimmed them over her gorgeous ass and I gasped at the sight of her flawless milky cheeks. It was as if I were seeing them for the first time tonight because they were not mine. I could not take them for granted now. They were "his," Richard's. I was eaten up with longing for them. 'You don't know what you've got 'til it's gone.'

She stepped out of the panties.

"Smell them, John." I held the crotch to my nose. They were wet and fragrant. "I'm wet for him already. Clean up my mess, clean-up boy. Lick my juices up." With eagerness I sucked the fabric into my mouth, enjoying the erotic taste of her dripping cunt, even knowing her unfaithful pussy was dripping for Richard. "You may keep those with you while I'm with Richard."

"Where will I be? Won't I be with you?"

"Of course not! Richard and I are not a sex show! I want my privacy, want to be able to concentrate on my pleasure when I'm making love to my man! I'd like you to stay in the spare room until we're done."

I couldn't help but feel a twinge of fear. I was being sent away! But still, hearing her talk as if a real lover was coming inexplicably excited me. I was looking forward to her being unfaithful to me!

"Get on your knees and you may gently kiss my pussy." I quickly dropped to my knees, bringing her pubic mound even with my mouth. I leaned forward and reverently kissed her mons. I placed several tender kisses at the top of her slit. I could smell her arousal and feel her heat.

"My pussy hungers for him! You can't have it! Your wife's cunt doesn't belong to you tonight. It doesn't want you little-boy dick. It wants to be filled with a man's cock tonight!" My stomach fell like a roller coaster, but the rest of my body vibrated with lust. It was like holding cheeseburger out of the reach of a starving man.

Tonya turned and presented her luscious tush to me. She bent over, exposing her pink anus.

"Kiss me there. Tell me you love me and beg me to fuck Richard." I dove into her crack and smothered her asshole with hard kisses.

"I love you! I love you! Please ... please ... fuck ... Richard! Fuck him!" I croaked out. I was mad with lust and at that moment I meant every word. I felt as if I were lucky just to be allowed to kiss the ass of this goddess. I had no right to deny her whatever her heart desired.

She turned around and leaned down and kissed the lips which had just bussed her asshole.

"I will, honey. I'll come on his cock like I've never come with you! That cock will touch places your little worm has never been! Now get me some small scissors."

I crawled on my knees to her bedside table, where there were some scissors. Tonya lay back on the bed and spread her legs, exposing her pussy.

"I want you to trim my bush. I want Richard to see my pussy and how open and wet it is for him."

Tonya usually kept her pubic hair pretty well tamed, so I just had to do a little trimming.

"A little shorter. Richard likes some hair, but I want him to see how swollen and puffy my cunt lips are for him, how they hunger to gobble up his beautiful penis."

As I bent over her pubes, I found myself checking carefully to see that I had her cropped evenly, as if it were important for everything to be perfect for "Richard." I realized I was unconsciously striving to be a "good helper," to make Tonya pleased with me.

"Very nice job, Johnny. You're being so careful." She stroked her mons, enjoying the feel of her own pubic hair. "I'm pleased with you." I smiled despite myself.

"Now bring me my pink see-through nightie. The low-cut one." I found it in her closet. She stood and let me lift it over her head. It was her sexiest lingerie. Her pink nipples and triangle of pubic hair were clearly visible through the sheer fabric. It had a deep décolletage and was edged with lace top and bottom. She looked like sex served up on a silver platter.

"Oh, baby!" I gushed. "You look so hot!"

"What do you mean, silly boy? I haven't even put on my 'fuck me' make-up or fixed my hair!"

"But why go to all that trouble? 'Richard' can't appreciate them."

"Well, it's partly for you. Remember this is a trial run to see if you can really make the grade to be a real-live cuckold." She made it sound like something I was competing for, an honor. "But it's also for me. And then for you in a different way. I'll explain.

"Did you know that it's a scientific fact that women have more and better orgasms when they are cheating on their husbands? Orgasms during intercourse make a woman more fertile: it makes their vagina and uterus more receptive to a man's sperm. So women find better men than their husbands to have affairs with and have orgasms with them so they'll get pregnant by their lovers. Then they don't climax with their husbands, so they'll be less likely to get pregnant by them! Isn't that interesting?

"So it's no wonder that DNA tests show that a third of married women's babies aren't their husbands' children! The women get the best of both worlds—a husband at home to take care of them and the best sperm they can find for their babies. And the whole time it's their pussies telling them what to do! 'Keep looking for that cock! I'll give you the big O if you find a better man with a bigger cock! If you cheat on your husband with a big cocksman, I'll give you the best orgasm!'"

She kept on as if this were a health lecture, rather than her about to cuckold me with a dildo. She was able to keep talking as she was carefully applying her "fuck me" make-up, as she put it, and styling her hair.

"It's caveman programming. We're programmed to go for the big guys attached to the big cocks, with sperm that will produce the best sons and daughters. So pussies are programmed to send out alarms if we go a long time without a big cock. It creates hunger, craving, almost pain. But if I find a big cock, I'm rewarded with ecstatic pleasure.

"But women's brains aren't wired like their pussies. They're not after big cocks: they're after the alpha men attached to those big cocks. So we've got to fool my pussy into thinking there's a real man coming, if I'm going to get the big O I deserve. Otherwise you'd find women fucking baseball bats and bowling pins instead of men!

"The whole preparation process is to capture the man, to use all our wiles to attract the most desirable man and extract his strong seed, and hopefully them keep him around for protection and help. So we've got the prepare exactly as if it were a man because otherwise my pussy will know and it won't give me the big O.

"I suppose that might explain why it excites me so when you eat cum out of my pussy and eat my ass and drink my piss. A man who is willing to do that is certainly going to stick around for the long haul. I know I've got at least one man who is going to stay by my side. And every time you do those things it cements that devotion a little more," she went on.

"There's something similar for men, you know. It's called 'sperm competition.' If a man suspects his mate has been inseminated by another man, it spurs him to take emergency measures to try to keep her from getting pregnant by the other man. His balls go into overdrive producing sperm and he tries to have sex with her as soon as he can.

"Did you know that's why penises are shaped the way they are? They have that ridge around the head to be a scraper that pulls the other man's semen out of the woman's vagina. So when he mounts her knowing she's been unfaithful, he's going to fuck her harder than he ever has, to pump as much of the interloper's sperm out of her as fast as he can. And he's going to shoot an extra-large amount of his own semen into her, to try to beat the other man's sperm to her egg.

"So I imagine that all that going on would have to make the husband feel extra horny! And that extra-strong ejaculation might be the best orgasm he's ever going to have in his life! So convincing Little Johnny that Richard really is going to fuck me might have a bonus for you, too. That might explain why your dick's so hard when we're talking about me fucking other men. You'd think you might wither to nothing, but it seems instead to turn you on! Jealousy is fearful, but even fear can be erotic!

"That is probably how some men get hooked on being a cuckold. That sperm competition excitement gets addictive. They can't wait for their wife to fuck another guy so they get that high. Even the smell and taste of another man's semen becomes exciting, so their happier to find their wife cunt brimming with another man's spooge than if she were faithful! Maybe that's why they get so excited slurping another man's cum out of their wife's pussy: it's like a primitive way to get as much of his cum out of there as fast as he can and reclaim her pussy. But then pretty soon he can't resist the excitement of doing it all over again and he's begging her to cheat on him! Ain't life grand?"

She spoke blithely about "better men" and "husbands" as if it were obvious that the two were separate categories and it was just as obvious which I was. She talked as if that were common knowledge, that of course she'd be on the lookout for a better man than me to get her pregnant if she could! And I sat there and listened to her without protest, in a daze.

"God, Johnny, I'm getting so excited, I think I'm making a puddle on the chair! How do I look?"

I had rarely seen her with such dramatic make-up. She had her hair upswept, piled up in a glamorous style. She looked hotter than hot. I was drooling.

"You look fantastic. Richard is a lucky guy."

"I know I'm a lucky girl to have such a well-endowed date. I can't wait to climb on that fuck-stick.

"Well, Johnny, time to kiss your wife's cheating cunt good-bye. The next time you see it, it will have been satisfied by another man. You'll be a cuckold!" She lay back on the bed and opened her legs. I knelt on the edge of the bed and gently kissed her pussy lips. They were already swollen and rubbery.

"Get me ready for that monster, Johnny. I don't want it to rip me. After two years of your little runt I may have shrunk some. Make sure I'm all wet for Richard." I licked into her, finding plenty of lubrication already there. I lapped up her secretions gratefully.

"Here, I'll give you something to keep you warm while I'm busy. Stay right there." She scooted forward and stood up, keeping her crotch to my face. She centered her cunt over my mouth.

"Open wide!" she warned and after a second her pee started spraying into my mouth. I was afraid I'd spill it on our carpet or choke, but I found I could open my throat and chug some of it even as Tonya continued to piss into my mouth. I was lucky she didn't have a full bladder, because I wasn't sure I could keep up with her flow.

"Thank me for your present, Johnny. It's not every wife who gifts her husband with her piss."'

"Thank you. Thank you for you precious water."

"Oh, I like the sound of that. That is a grateful clean-up boy. Now show my guest in." I ran to the other room and brought the dildo into the bedroom.

"Imagine if you had greeted my new boyfriend at the door, Johnny! Can you picture that? Can you see yourself answering the door to find a handsome man there? You knowing he is going to fuck your wife in your own bed, under your own roof, and him knowing you were the wimp husband who was allowing that? Picture it!"

I let that image run through my head and I found a strange quivery excitement rippling through me! Could I? Would I? Did I really want that to happen?

"Well, help him get undressed, boy!" said Tonya impatiently. I hurriedly ripped the package open. With hesitation I took the heavy hunk of rubbery plastic in my hands. I almost jumped at how lifelike it felt again. I handed it to Tonya.

"Thank you, Johnny. Excuse me, Richard," she said to the dildo, "while I finish with my houseboy." She looked at me. "Last chance to back out, Johnny. Tell me you want me to fuck this cock. Beg me to fuck it!"

I was trembling with anticipation. I was so charged with sexual arousal that I think I would have cried if Tonya had stopped things now.

"Tonya, I have no doubts. I want this as much as you do."

"Oh, I very much doubt that!"

"I'm tired of failing you. I can't stand in the way of what you need, what you deserve. Please, I want you to fuck Richard. I want him to give you the pleasure I can't."

Tonya reached out and felt the front of my pants, painfully tented with my arousal. She stroked my cock through my pants.

"Yes, I can feel that it excites you. You want me to do it. You actually want me to be unfaithful! You are excited by the idea of being a cuckold. I'm so proud of you, Johnny! Not many men could actually be excited by being replaced by another man. You are one in a million, Johnny. You're making me cream just feeling this little cock hard in your pants, hard because you want another man to fuck me.

"You're not hot to fuck me yourself: you're hot to have someone else fuck me! If I changed my mind right now and fucked you, you'd actually be disappointed. This little cock wants to give this pussy away to a better man. You want to give me away, Johnny. The ultimate sacrifice a man can make—to make his manhood a gift, to give his manhood away to his wife because he knows another man can make her happier!

"I'm so proud of you! Be proud of yourself. Wave that hard-on like a flag, a testimony to what a special person you are. 'Look! My wife's getting fucked by another man and I'm excited!' Wear the badge 'Cuckold' as a proud sign of your devotion to me. Don't pretend you're a man: be proud you're a cuckold!"

She was stroking my cock and I choked, afraid I'd come in my pants. My eyes were filled with tears, I was feeling such love for her. She accepted me, with my shortcomings, my failures, and, apparently, my perverse desires. She wasn't laughing at me, wasn't rejecting me: she still loved me. I just needed to accept that I was never going to be all that she needed.

"Now take my panties with you and stay in the guest room until I call you on your cell phone. I'll let you know when you can come out. You've got a TV and a bathroom. If you need to take care of this little thing," she said as she petted my zipper, "go ahead. Don't hold back on my account. I'll be all taken care of. Think of how exciting it would be to jerk yourself off at the very same moment Richard is making you a cuckold! Oh, do it, baby! Just clean up your mess the right way, OK?"

I almost shot in my pants right there as she said that. I couldn't wait to grab my dick and crank one off. I kissed her and almost ran to the guest room.

I shut the door and took a deep breath. I looked around and back at the closed door. It hit me that I was hiding in my own house! I was sure that Tonya had planned it that way. I was hiding so that Tonya's "lover" wouldn't know her husband was there. I wasn't to cramp their style. I was to stay out the way while "they" went at it.

There was every indication that she wasn't kidding—this really was a "test run" for the real thing. She wasn't going to settle for a dildo forever. She just wanted to see how far she could push me, how far I'd go along with it. And so far, I'd gone all the way! I'd barely hesitated: if anything, I'd dived into every humiliation she'd heaped on me. And every humiliation had excited me, had increased my lust. I'd found myself wanting it to go on!

In a fever I unzipped my pants and reached for my aching hard-on. My underwear was a soggy mess of leaked pre-cum. I'd been hard for almost an hour straight.

It felt fantastic to finally be able to stroke my abused penis. 'That's really all it's good for,' I heard the echoes of what Tonya'd said before: 'a wanking dick.' I trembled with desire as I massaged its tiny hardness. She was right: it almost disappeared in my hand. 'It's like a clit,' she'd said, 'a little button.'

What did this mean, that I was excited by Tonya's unfaithfulness? Did I actually want her to cuckold me? Would I have felt any differently if I had been preparing her for a real date? Would I have begged her to stop it? Or would I have been even more excited? Would I have been impatient for him to plunge his flesh into hers, for his powerful cock to take her to raptures that I never could, for his potent seed to coat her womb again and again?

My heart was pounding in my ears as I thought of her fucking a real flesh and blood man, a strapping muscular epitome of masculinity with a hot, throbbing phallus. I imagined her gripping his hips with her legs, her arms around his strong body, trying to pull his cock deeper and deeper into her.

My face was hot, my mouth was dry; I could feel my pulse in my neck because my heart was pounding like a bass drum. The idea of Tonya being fucked by another man, that I had never entertained until a few days ago, had somehow now become my heart's desire! I wanted her to do it! I wanted her to cuckold me!

I reached my free hand out just in time to catch most of the jets of my cum, as my orgasm exploded in my brain like a seizure. The image seared into my brain as I came was of Tonya orgasming around some stud's tool as his cum poured out of the end of his massive member like a firehose. He'd be staking his claim to my wife's womb, washing away my pathetic notion that I was her mate with buckets of his hot semen.

And the feeling in my heart was exultation! Joy! Ecstasy! 'Yes! Fuck her! Fuck her! Fuck her again, and again, and again!' What joy! Magnificent!

I collapsed into a ball around the palm of my hand, cupping most of the product of the most mind-shattering orgasm of my entire life! At least six salvos of semen had been ripped out of my gonads by the force of it. Two-thirds of it was coating my hand, but at least two spurts had squirted past my hand as my cock spewed forth its ecstasy.

After a couple minutes to collect my dissipated energy I looked at the pearly pool in my hand. As unappetizing as the prospect was, I knew that I owed my devotion to Tonya for opening my eyes to the perverse and undreamed of joy of giving her away. I raised my hand to my mouth in tribute to my goddess—and her fantasy lover—and tipped my spunk into my mouth.

The taste was the strongest yet. It was no doubt filled with the testosterone my balls desperately churned out in trying to compete with the sperm of the men who would soon be filling Tonya's vault. I licked my hand clean, lapping at each finger, and then I fell to the floor and servilely licked up the globs on the floor that had overshot my hand. Finally I squeezed out the last drops from the end of my deflated dick and licked them off my finger.

What would another man's semen taste like? Despite the mild revulsion I felt eating my own spend, the idea of seeing Tonya's lover's sperm dripping out her vagina whet my appetite. How better to show my devotion to being her cuckold than to savor their mixed love juices? I thought of the rubber phallus currently stretching her cunt sinfully and cursed that it was not a living cock that would fill her pussy with its white torrents!

I had only left Tonya minutes ago. I had no idea how long it would be until she summoned me. I looked at her drip-stained panties on the bed beside me. I hadn't even needed them for my masturbatory delights. I clutched them to my nose and inhaled the intoxicating scent of her cunt, oozing arousal for her lover. What a stroke of luck to have married a cock-hungry wanton who would be happy to drag me through the tortured joys of cuckoldry! Yes, Tonya! Yes, lust for better men! Lust for their big spewing cocks!

I lay on the bed with her panties in my fist in a post-orgasmic daze. Where I'd normally have fallen into a malaise, the fact that I knew the dildo was still ravening her pussy kept me on edge. I looked at the clock and an hour had gone by. I started to feel restless. How long would I be trapped here, a prisoner in my own house? But I had to keep playing my part. If Tonya were entertaining a real lover, they might only be getting warmed up. And it wouldn't do to bump into him in the kitchen. I had to show her that she could trust me. I wanted to pass her test with flying colors: I wanted to move to the next step!

I pictured what must be going on in our bedroom. I imagined Tonya's face as a mask of lust, plunging that massive dildo into her love tunnel. She'd be marveling at the unfamiliar sensation of fullness, of stretching her pussy around it. I imagined her thrill as she felt the cockhead banging into her cervix, sending electrical shocks through her pelvis. And I could imagine her saying to herself, "Why did I settle for Johnny's excuse for a dick all this time?"

There was darkness down that path of thought; imagining her frustration as my inadequate equipment tickled and teased her when she longed for it to be ramming, filling, and satisfying her womanly needs. How disgusting it must have been to feel me humping myself to my orgasm on top of her! I felt shame that I had done that to her. Most of our sex had really been me masturbating on top of her! She deserved so much better! It had been noble of her to bear that without complaint for months and months, trying to spare my feelings.

As these thoughts chased around in my head, I felt a familiar turgidity in my sorry excuse for a penis. The very humiliation of comparing my puny manhood with what Tonya deserved was making me hard again! It wasn't much of an erection, but Little Johnny was excited by his own inadequacy!

My very excitement also drove my imagination to more humiliating thoughts. I could picture Tonya telling her lover about my shortcomings and the need for his services. I could hear them laughing over it together. I wondered if she would ridicule my equipment to my face in front of him, calling it "baby dick," "pin dick," "little weewee," "boy clit." A thrill raised the hair on the back of my neck at that last one. The perversity of thinking somehow I had a woman's organ where my penis should be was for some reason especially arousing. I could imagine Tonya saying, "Let's rub your little clitty, Johnny! Oh look how excited your clit is!" My penis got harder at the idea.

My cell phone rang and I jumped, shaken out of my trance. I scrambled to pick it up.

"Baby, Richard's in the bathroom: I've only got a second to talk. Are you OK? Are you staying in your room? I told him you had a banquet for work." She was really playing this out.

"Yes, honey, I've been in the guest room the whole time."

"And did you beat off your cute little wiener?"

"Uh ... yeah."

"Good! And was it marvelous?"

I hesitated. What did it say about me that it had been? I confessed, "Yes ... it was. It was ... unbelievable." My cheeks went hot: I was blushing.

"Oh, I'm so glad! I knew that little dick was just made for masturbating. I'm so happy for you!"

"How about you?"

"Oh, baby, Richard is incredible! I'd forgotten what I was missing. But I think he's coming back for more! So you'll have to be patient a little while longer, OK?"

"Baby, whatever you need. You ... deserve this."

"Oh, Johnny, you make me so happy! Shh! Here he comes! Gotta go! Bye!"

She was playing it so straight that I had a little flutter of anxiety despite myself, as if there really were some stranger in our house and who might discover me if I weren't careful.

I had another half-hour of nervousness until the phone rang again.

"OK, Johnny. Come to our bedroom. Time for clean-up duty!" Tonya said.

I rushed to our bedroom with the anxiety of a kid on Christmas morning. What would I find? A present or a lump of coal?

The first thing that hit. me as I came in the room was the heavy moist smell of sex hanging in the air. A lot of fucking had gone on in the last two hours. Tonya lay languorously splayed, but with a sheet covering her lower half.

"Oh, baby, I need some help," she said as she pulled back the sheet. "I just couldn't bear to take it out. You'll have to do it for me!"

There buried in her cunt was the dildo, only its flared base showing!

"It feels so good up in me. I'm gonna feel so empty without it again," she sighed.

I hadn't really comprehended the girth of the thing until I saw it distending my wife's vagina! As Tonya's math lesson had shown me, since the area of a circle increases as the square of the radius, a dildo only half again as thick has over twice the cross-section of my little dick, even leaving out the difference in length. But I didn't appreciate what that meant until I saw how her cunny was split by that monster. Her labia were stretched taut on all sides like a rubber band, and they were red with arousal and, I assumed, the friction of "Richard's" onslaught.

With trepidation I grasped the base of the cock and began to withdraw it. Tonya whimpered softly and I stopped, afraid that I was hurting her.

"It's OK, Johnny. It just felt so good to be really full again."

The "again" registered. So she'd fucked men with cocks this size? I mean, it wasn't a freak of nature, but it would have to be bigger than 90% of the men out there. I continued to ease the phallus out. It glistened with my wife's juices—that she'd creamed for someone other than me!

"Let me have him!" she beseeched me. She took "him" from my hands and clutched it to her bosom in a hug, laying her cheek against its wet tip.

"Oh, my wonderful, manly lover," she cooed to the cock. "You were everything I prayed for!"

I looked at my wife's ravaged cunt. Its folds hung slack now and the opening leered lewdly open at me, showing a red-pink interior that I'd never glimpsed before.

"Oh, Johnny, my pussy is so tender and so lonely now. Your gentle kisses would feel so good. Show me that you still love my unfaithful cunt, even if it has opened itself to another man. Kiss away the cream it wept so that a manly cock could fill it to the brim. Show my pussy that you love that it hungers for other men!"

Every word from her mouth was like a shot of adrenaline into my brain. I fell to rain kisses on those distended labial lips, so stretched and slack now. I inhaled the aroma of sexual passion and was like snorting cocaine.

"Gentle! Gentle! My cunny is sore. Richard was a beast! But so was I! After two years of cock starvation I was crazy! I couldn't get enough of him and he just stayed hard for me! What a man!" she sighed again. "Oh, that's nice! Nice and gentle. I have the best of both worlds. A real man who can fuck me and a gentle-man cuckold to love me and take care of me!

"Baby," she continued, "I suppose I should be a little ashamed of this, but it made it so much more exciting knowing you were down the hall, hiding in your little cuckold jail, while I was wantonly entertaining another man! I'm afraid your Tonya may be a little bit of a bitch! It felt so deliciously decadent to me: I enjoyed knowing that I was depriving you while I was indulging myself! It added a thrill, I have to admit, that you were humbled to hide in your own house, reduced to jerking off while your wife fucked her brains out!

"And now you kneel there, cleaning up after Richard.... Oh! I'm floating on Cloud 9 to have you here! If Richard just took off and left, I'd be so lonely, almost abandoned. But I can fall into the loving arms of my gentle clean-up boy, my cuckold husband!"

I hadn't expected that, that Tonya might actually enjoy the very fact of depriving me. I'd only thought of her lust to get fucked, not her enjoying being cruel to me!

"What was it like for you, baby? Were you excited? Were you angry? Were you sad? Were you lonely? Was it torture to know you'd lost to another man? To know you were inferior in your own wife's eyes? Come here and tell me, baby."

I crawled up on the bed and lay by her side. She still cradled the dildo lovingly and I spooned her from the back. I was unsure what I wanted to say. Could I admit how arousing it had been? Did that reveal some twisted side of me that would lower me even further in her eyes? Could I lie to her? Would she know?

She reached behind herself and found my cock, erect at the touch of her gorgeous ass against me.

"Well, I'd say you found it exciting," she accused. I decided to throw caution to the winds.

"I don't know what you'll think of this, whether you'll think I have a screw loose, but.... It was the most sexually intense experience of my life! I was so turned on by the time I got to the guest room that when I came, I thought I might have stroke! I don't know. It's crazy. It makes no sense. I'm ashamed to admit it, but I was wishing that it had been a real man! I must be some kind of pervert, but I think I really do want you to take a real lover! No, I know I do. I mean, it's up to you, of course. I wouldn't pressure you, but I would do anything you want to make it happen."

I held my breath. What would she say? Would she be shocked? Would she be disgusted? Would she get cold feet?

"Oh, honey! Wow! You are really excited for me to fuck another man? Are you sure? That would be a really big step for a little feller like you. I mean, you can't put a real lover in a drawer when you're done, can you? That would be a whole different ball game."

"You said this would be a test," I responded. "I don't understand it myself, but I think I passed."

"Well, it's not over yet," Tonya said archly. "You've got some cleaning up to do yet." She hefted the dildo, shifting it toward me. "My lover is still covered with my pussy juices. I don't think it would be very hospitable to send him home like that. Time for clean-up boy to do his thing. With his mouth!" She thrust it at me.

"Feel him, Johnny. Feel how heavy he is. How firm. How thick. Isn't he magnificent? He's everything you wish you were. Like your hero, in a way. Hold him next to Little Johnny. Look how he dwarfs you. I bet he's three times your size. Look at the two side by side. You don't even look like the same species.

"This one must be an immature form," she said, stroking my dick lightly. "But this one's fully grown. This isn't a fantasy, Johnny. I've had cocks this size! Imagine you were a woman, Johnny. Which one would you rather be fucked with?"

That question made the hair sand up on the back of my neck and a warm rush go down my back for some reason. The choice was obvious. My cock, erect though it was, looked ridiculous next to Richard.

"This one," I conceded, lifting the dildo. "I can't blame you, honey."

"You need to acknowledge your inferiority to him. He picked me up where you fell down, baby. You owe Richard a debt of gratitude. You need to bow down to his superiority. Pay homage to him. With your mouth!"

Again Tonya's words struck at something deep and primitive in me. I felt as if her words were hypnotizing me. As I looked at the realistic veins and felt the lifelike skin in my hands I began almost to wish that this rubber could become a flesh and blood penis! I admired that cock!

"Show him your devotion, baby. Show Tonya you are a loyal, obedient cuckold. Submit to him—and me! You want to! I can feel it! Taste him!"

I felt my mouth water! She was right. I wanted it! I wanted to lick and suck that cock. It felt as if it were pulling me to it, like a magnetic force. I brought it to my lips and took the head into my mouth!

"Yes!!" Tonya exulted, as if she'd been hoping for this all along, like a triumph over me.

It smelled wonderful, smeared as it was with Tonya's cream. The feel of the head in my mouth was electric. It was smooth, pliable against my tongue. The girth of it was shocking—it filled my mouth. I let it sink deeper, against the roof of my mouth and it fit just right, filling the arch of my palate.

"Mmmm," I moaned around it. I closed my eyes and sucked at it as if I were nursing at a tit. "Mmmm...."

"That's it, baby! Show him how happy you are that he fucked your wife's unfaithful cunt! Thank him from the bottom of your little cuckold heart and the back of your throat! You're so happy that he made your wife so happy. And you love how nice and big he is and how nice he feels in your mouth!"

Tonya reached down and grasped my tiny cock in her small hand.

"Enjoy it, baby. This is part of the joy of being a cuckold: being able to serve a superior man, to humble yourself before his superior cock. Isn't it magnificent?"

She was right: I felt as if I were worshipping it.

"Lick the shaft, baby. Feel how long it is! Taste every inch. Suck every bit of my pussy juice off it."

I took my mouth off the head and began long slow licks up the shaft, from base to tip. At the end of every lick I took the head into my mouth briefly, sucking it.

"Look how hard your little dickie is! Oh, you love this, don't you? Cocksucking is really exciting you! Well, you deserve it, baby. You've earned a suck on that big cock. It's only right that I share it with you. Let me frig you while you savor my lover's penis!"

My dickie was indeed oozing pre-cum all over Tonya's hand as she stroked my shaft enthusiastically.

"Is it good, baby? Do you wish it were a real cock right now? Do you wish a real man's warm cock was in your mouth, about the shoot off another load? You'd have earned it, with such a good blow job you're giving him. Would you want to thank him for fucking your wife by giving him a real sissy cuckold blowjob?"

I imagined everything Tonya was saying and to my consternation I found an urge within me to answer 'Yes!' I closed my eyes and imagined that the rubber dick in my hands had turned to flesh and that real, hot cum would soon be shooting out of its end! I had never lusted after a man. But I did lust for this cock!

"Yeth," I answered Tonya, the word distorted by the fuckpole between my lips. "Yeth ... yes ... yes!"

"Look at how you go at that cock! I love that you like sucking cock! You know what a man wants. Lick around that helmet! Lick down that sensitive ridge. Show my lover what a sissy cuckold mouth can do! Make me proud of you!"

I was thrilled at her praise. I wanted to please her. I wanted her to be proud of me. I'd show her what a good cocksucker I could be.

"Oh, Little Johnny is so excited! This cock is his idol, his hero. He wants to come while worshipping this manly penis! Come, Johnny, come with your mouth on my lover's cock! I want you to!"

As if at her command my little dick shuddered and started to spurt. I gasped around the dildo and then I moaned. After the massive orgasm I'd had less than two hours ago, I didn't have much cum left, three little strings, and it hurt, as if it were a strain to even scrape that much up.

"Good boy, Johnny!" Tonya exclaimed, as she milked a few more drops out of my weenie. "Oh, I know just what to do with this!" She took my semen and smeared it over the end of the dildo. "Baby, that's even better. Suck cum off his cock, just like you will when I have a flesh-and-blood lover and you're my cuckold cocksucking clean-up boy."

I closed my eyes and imagined this was his cum I was licking off his cock. Could I do that? Could I do something that gay? What was wrong with me? But I was serving Tonya, doing her bidding, by sucking her lover's penis fresh from dumping his load in my wife's womb. I was demonstrating my acceptance of Tonya's right to fuck him, of his right to fuck my wife, since he was the better man. I was thanking him with my mouth for doing the job I could not do.

"Kiss it, baby. Kiss that cock. Make love to it. You love sucking cock!" Tonya stroked my head as I obeyed her. "Now take Richard into the bathroom and give him a bath. Then wipe him down with that preservative and put him in a plastic zipper bag so he'll stay nice and supple. I think I'm going to be spending a lot of time with him and I want him to stay in good shape. Leave him on my bedside table—I want to admire him."

I did as she asked. I was in somewhat of a numb state, my mind blown by what I'd done, what we were doing. I couldn't think too hard about it yet, just went through the motions. I came back and we snuggled under the covers.

"Wow, I'd say that was a successful experiment, wouldn't you?" Tonya exclaimed.

"Did ... did I please you? Did I pass your test?"

"Johnny, you passed with flying colors! I'm very proud of you! You didn't show a jealous bone in your body. You may just not be masculine enough for that. You served me and my lover like a perfect sissy cuckold. In fact, you surprised me! I never would have guessed you'd be so eager to suck cock! Maybe my husband has a little gay streak? Do you think you could handle the real thing? Do you want to taste some other man's cum seeping out of my pussy? Do you want to know that I am enjoying a fuck with some other man more than any fuck we've ever had?  Do you want to hear me screaming another man's name in the throes of orgasm?"

Her more than graphic suggestions gave me pause.

"I don't know, Tonya. No one can predict the future. What I do know is that imagining you with another man tonight was terrifying and humiliating, but it excited me more than I could have imagined! The more I pictured you with a real man buried in you, driving you to orgasm after orgasm, the hornier I got and the more devoted I felt to you!"

"Oh, baby! How could another man's cock in my pussy make you love me more?"

"I know it doesn't make any sense, but it drove me wild! I think ... I think I really want to try it. I think I want you to do it, to fuck another man, a real man. I imagine ... his big cock..."—and I stumbled, because I was thinking of real cock, flesh and blood, and I was feeling excited, sexually excited by the image of being in the presence of a throbbing, erect, sexy cock. "I want you to feel his big cock inside you, going insane for it, dying to feel his hot cum!"

"Oh, Johnny! You say the most romantic things! You really know how to sweet-talk a girl!" She hugged me again. "But now put your mouth to better use. My poor backside's feeling neglected. My pussy had all the fun, but I know you love my asshole just as much. Get your tongue in my ass, cuck-boy!"

Her ass was fragrant with pussy drippings, but as I stuck my tongue in her anus, it encountered something else! Her ass wasn't entirely empty this time. But what kind of clean-up boy would I be if I balked at that? There was a bitter taste, but not much. It must have been only a tiny bit of dirt. Well, I would clean it up. I did not shrink, but continued to probe her ass until it was squeaky clean. I gave her rosebud a passionate. and turned back right-side up.

"Thank you, boy," Tonya sighed, and we fell asleep in each other's arms.


-Day 5 Wednesday-

The next morning I awoke early. We had turned in very early, exhausted from our exertions. I snuggled up to Tonya and found her still sleeping. I decided to wake her up with a few kisses on her pudendum. Her pussy smelled even stronger this morning, having ripened overnight. I inhaled her scent deeply and nuzzled into her labia. She hummed softly, still half-asleep.

"Mmm ... hmm ... what a nice way to wake up. You're so gentle with my pussy! Even your cock was just a gentle tickle, even when you were trying to bang away. Not like Richard. He battered my poor cunny. Not that I'm really complaining....

"And how are you this morning, cuck boy? Any morning-after regrets? Do you really want another man sucking at these tits? Do you want a he-man kissing my lips, sticking his tongue down my throat? Do you want his sturdy biceps hugging me, pressing me to his rippling pecs? It won't be a disembodied penis—it will be a real man, a person. Can you stand the competition?"

While she described all that, it strangely did not frighten me: it aroused me. I was imagining what it would be like for Tonya—to feel her breasts pressed up against his chest, to feel his arms crushing her, to feel his dick parting her....

"It wouldn't be a competition. I couldn't compete with a man like that. I surrender. He wins."

"But you haven't even met him yet. And he wins me already?"

"You say there's lots of bigger men out there, that you can have your pick. I know you are a very desirable woman, Tonya. I have no illusions. You married down by marrying me. I'm no BMOC, no jock, no frat boy. I never could figure out how I ended up as your husband."

"Because of your heart, baby! As nice as those big cocks are, a girl wants a soul-mate; someone she can talk to; a gentle, polite, considerate partner; someone who'll be there to raise kids, watch a movie. Fucking ain't everything!"

"But it's an important thing and I can't do it for you," I replied.  "You deserve to have it all, baby. You're one in a million. You shouldn't have to settle. I want you to have the best of everything, even the best cock, the best fuck, the best boyfriend!"

Tonya looked hard at me, trying to see if this was sober sincerity or horny bluster. I could see the wheels spinning in her mind.

"Well, I'll have to think it over carefully, baby. It's not as if I have somebody on call. I don't think 'fuckpole' is a listing in the Yellow Pages. It'll have to be the right person, the right situation. Not someone I work with. Not someone we know. Not a neighbor. Nobody who thinks he's gonna win my heart and get me to leave you. More like a 'fuck buddy' who knows I'm married and I'm going to stay that way.

“,....;;;;;lAnd I'm gonna watch you. I'm not entirely convinced. Maybe one day you're going to snap out of your testosterone trance and say, 'Hell, no!' I'll be thinking and looking and watching. But a real live cock attached to a real live hunk: that would be very nice, I admit. Makes me a little wet just thinking of it!"

We went off to our jobs just like any other day, but I felt as if everything had changed. Every time I thought of Tonya scoping out some passing men for their "potential," a felt a twinge of excitement in my little dick. And apparently she did too.

"Baby! I've been so excited all day!“ she told me back at home that evening. ’I can't believe it. I'm gonna get to fuck any man I want! All of a sudden I'm like a kid in a candy store! All those men. All those cocks! Big ones, thick ones, long ones, hard ones, sweaty ones! Every man I've seen today, I think to myself, 'How about him? I wonder how he's hung? What would he be like to fuck? To kiss?’ My imagination has just gone wild! It's as if I'm in a dream where none of the normal rules apply."

After dinner Tonya was at the computer.

"I thought I'd skim the personals. I'd be looking for a certain kind of ad." I felt a little thrill—she was really trying to find a lover! I felt a strange mix: fear, embarrassment, and lust. The "cuckold's cocktail" I'd bet.

"How about him, honey?" She'd brought up an ad that had an attractive picture: a nude one, of course. "Look at those pecs, honey—and look at that package!" He looked like a body builder and he was very healthily endowed in the penis department as well.

It felt odd for me to be looking at a man's penis to evaluate his virtues as a lover. I could be sucking down the cum spurted by that cock—or sucking it! Could I do that? And—more disturbing thought—did I actually want to? It unsettled me to ask myself: did I find something attractive about that organ? I'd never once thought of a man in a sexual way before. Was I now?

"I'll bookmark that one. And I think I'll save that picture. It can be my screensaver!

"You do have to be a little leery of someone who'd just post his picture in the buff on the Internet," she continued. "I mean, I'm all for truth in advertising, but it's pretty crude. How do you know about the chemistry?"

"Um, I guess you'd meet him for a coffee or a drink first, you know, to see if you hit it off. I mean, I guess there really is such a thing as chemistry, that we pick up pheromones and body language," I offered. "I saw something on PBS about experiments where girls were more attracted to the smell of a guys' sweaty T-shirt if his genes were a good match for hers."

"You must be right, honey, because I was attracted to you before I knew about your little dick problem. Well, back to the salt mines," she said, turning back to scroll through the personal ads. She went to several sites, every few minutes clicking on a page to bookmark it and save the picture.

"I wish they'd include an erect picture," she complained. "How do I know it's going to be big enough if I can't see it ready for action?" But pretty soon she'd made a folder of at least a dozen men's pictures, some having several shots. I noticed she'd only saved the full frontal pictures, none of the clothed ones or head shots.

"Look, baby, I've set our screensaver to be a slide show. I thought you'd like that. You can fantasize about these big dicks fucking your wife! Come here and watch it."

I stood beside her and she set the slide show to start. She reached over and rubbed my budding erection through my pants.

"That must be one great thing about being a cuckold: the anticipation. Every handsome or hung man you see is a possible rival. Your horny little imagination probably can't help but picture this cock or that cock slipping into your wife, those hands or these hands cupping her ass, those lips or these lips sucking her nipples!" Her hand on my dick was maddening.

"Go ahead and get hard, baby! Get excited! Every time you think about me in bed with another man I want you to get so excited you pray for it to happen for real!" She unbuckled my pants and drew my penis out. She rubbed the pre-cum down the shaft. "Look at those men! Look at their cocks! Get so horny thinking about them fucking me that you can taste it! You don't want to fuck me: you want them to fuck me! So I get fucked good! You want it so bad that you'd hold my legs open for them to stick those poles into me! You'd take their cocks in your hand and guide them right into my pussy! You'd suck them hard again so they could fuck me again! Wouldn't you?"

She was right. I was fascinated by those thick, long cocks. And when she talked about my wrapping my hands around them or sucking them, a frighteningly strong thrill seized my brain and rippled down my spine and into my stiff prick-lette.

"Wouldn't you? Wouldn't you do that for me?" she demanded.

"Yes!" I croaked in a strangled half-whisper.

"Then look at them and picture that! Picture it all. And then wish for it. Pray for it! Say it out loud: 'I want you to fuck them! I'd do anything so you'd fuck them! I want you to fuck them instead of me! Please fuck them!' "

"Oh!" I shuddered at her taunting. I did everything as she asked. I pictured it. I pictured a man standing in front of me, his cock stiff and red. I pictured staring at it, mesmerized by its power. I pictured grasping it, imagined the sensation. I even imagined wrapping my lips around it, how it would feel like the dildo, but better: warm, electric, alive. And as she demanded, I made myself wish for it, and then I recited it: "I want you ... to fuck them. Please, Tonya, please ... fuck them. Fuck them, not ... me...."

"Tell my pussy, Johnny. Tell my pussy what you want." She pulled her pants down and sat back in her chair, spreading her legs wide. I kissed her swollen, slick lips and talked to them.

"Please fuck them. I want you to take in their cocks. You deserve to ... be filled. I want you ... to milk their ... seed. I ... want to ... lick their cum as it drips back out of you," I prayed to my pussy-goddess.

"Now look at them, at the men you want to fill this cunt with their cum! And beat yourself off as you pray to them to fuck me. Squirt your worthless sissy seed on your wife's pussy while you look at the cocks that will fuck her!"

Gladly I took my dick in my hand. I felt its smallness as I looked at the manly pricks of the hunks my wife pined for.

"Doesn't that feel good, cucky? Isn't this your heart's desire? To grab your dick and masturbate while your wife fucks her lover? Isn't this heaven for you? Enjoy it! Let your heart embrace it. Don't be ashamed! Or: be ashamed, but love being ashamed! This is what you were born for: a little dick, a sissy mind, a beautiful wife—so you could love this. Love debasing yourself, humiliating yourself. You love it! Say it!"

"Oh, God! I do! I ... love this! Ohhhh!" And with that my cum shot forward onto Tonya's pussy. The first shot hit above her pubic hair and only the tail tailed onto her patch. The next three squirts coated her cunt hair and lips. She pulled me forward so that the last drops would add to the puddle.

"That's it, baby. Squirt your sissy cum on my pussy. Just on the outside, not inside anymore.

"Now pretend you're licking it up after my lover has fucked me and deposited his seed. Pretend you are tasting a real man's cum as it oozes back out of my satisfied pussy. Lick me clean and give me a nice afterglow climax."

I did exactly as she said. I knelt down and tried to imagine her cunt was oozing another man's potent sperm, not my silly cuckold cock-spittle. I licked and kissed her cunt lips clean and then concentrated on her clitoris.

"Oh, I love that. My pussy is still hot and wet from his fucking and here's my devoted cuckold husband kissing my poor sore pussy. Don't you love that, baby? Don't you love the taste of cum and pussy juice? Won't it be so much better when it's a real man's cum? And the juice of a satisfied pussy? Oh! Oh, God! Oh! Fuck! Fuck!" she screamed and came, holding my face against her spasming vagina.

Not much later we got ready for bed. "Richard" was still proudly displayed on her bedside table from the night before. Tonya opened the protective pouch and took it out. I wondered if she were going to use it in front of me now?

"I think you should give Richard a goodnight kiss. Or start with a kiss and give him a little goodnight suck. Pretend you're getting him hard for a second go at your wife's pussy. Show me how much you want him to fuck me again."

As I took Big Dick in my hands,. Tonya gently toyed with Little Johnny. I kissed the underside of the head and then the tip. But just kissing it made my mouth hunger to feel it my lips wrapped around it again!  I couldn't wait to feel it pressed against my palate, filling my mouth! I wanted to feel its squishy hardness and press it all around! I felt a thrill of excitement and began to suck it in earnest and a surge of satisfaction filled my chest! I told myself I was sucking it to be rewarded by it fucking my wife again and depositing another load of creamy cum in her cunt. But part of me just loved sucking on this thing, this stand-in penis!

"That's a good boy! Get him nice and hard for your wife! My cunt needs a big cock!"

But my performance was cut short.

"That's enough, sissy boy. Don't want you to get too fond of sucking cock, or you'll just find your own boyfriend and leave Tonya out! Let Richard go. He's my boyfriend."

Tonya's words startled me. Did she guess how much it had thrilled me? I felt as if I'd been caught out. But, no, maybe she was just teasing me, saying something she knew would be humiliating. She slipped the dildo out of my mouth and gave the top of the cock a kiss herself. She put it back in the zipper bag and closed it.

"Kiss my bunghole good night now and then go to sleep, Johnny." This was becoming our ritual. I burrowed under the covers, where I spread her cheeks and planted a kiss on her musky rosebud.

"Dream of well-hung studs banging your bride, honey!" Tonya cooed, and we drifted off into sleep. But my dreams that night did not follow her script. I dreamed of well-hung studs. But I dreamed of how their cocks would feel in my hand. I imagined pumping them hard and watch pearls of pre-cum ooze from their tips. I dreamed of how their cockheads would feel between my lips and against the roof of my mouth. I imagined ropes of white cum shooting out of those penises. But Tonya and her pussy were nowhere to be seen.


-Day 6 Thursday-

The next day things seemed almost back to normal. Of course Tonya insisted I kiss her pussy and ass good morning, and at my place at the breakfast table was a glass of her piss in place of my usual orange juice.

"It's yellow juice instead of orange juice, but it is freshly squeezed—out of my bladder!" Tonya joked. "Never frozen, not from concentrate, straight from the source. The Breakfast of Cuckolds!"

The computer sat at the desk across from the breakfast table, the screensaver still flashing from one full frontal to another. Well, maybe not completely back to normal.

That night Tonya went back to cruising the Internet looking at personal ads, swinger websites, and some cuckold websites. She kept saving pictures and ads. She called me over to the computer to admire a particularly nice looking cock—"Isn't that a nice one? Would that feel good tickling my cervix?"

She started researching the "cuckold lifestyle."

"The wife's lovers are called bulls or alpha males. The theory is that there are real men, the alpha males, that are the kind every woman really lusts for, and the rest of the males, the betas, who will always be second class. When a really first class woman ends up married to a beta male, everyone knows it is an unstable situation. The beta male knows he can't really satisfy his wife and he can't keep his wife from being attracted to the alpha males. The alpha males know that the husband can't really hold onto his alpha wife. And she knows she can have an alpha at the drop of a hat. So the only way for a balance to be struck is for the cuckold husband to accept that his wife needs to fuck alpha males and to learn to actually get sexually excited by her infidelity.

"In some cuckold marriages the husband goes further and becomes like a slave to his wife and her lover. Another variation is for the husband to become a sissy and become feminized—he wears panties and hose and nighties and sometimes wigs and lipstick. Some cuckold husbands go so far as wanting to see their wives get pregnant by her boyfriend. That's the ultimate in cuckoldry.

"I don't know if I'm ready for all that, honey," Tonya said. "I did get off on you hiding in the bedroom. And I sort of like having the power to say you can't fuck my pussy. Maybe those years of frustration are making me a feel a little mean now. I know it gives me a little thrill to humiliate you a bit—to make fun of your little dick, what a little worm it is, and to call you a sissy and a cuckold. Maybe I have a little tiny bit of a dominatrix in me. But still and all, it is really more about getting a big manly cock in my cunt, isn't it? I'm not into tying you up or whipping you! I just want a good fuck!"

Tonya downloaded lots of pictures from the websites she found. There were more good-looking men, but also more close-up shots of one long thick cock after another. And then she saved pictures of cuckold situations: the big handsome men groping and fucking the wives while their wimpy husbands looked on helplessly. Having the cuckold husband suck the lover's cum out of the wife after was a standard part of these scenarios. Those were the pictures that touched some dark secret place inside me. I found myself excited by that idea.

"It's called cream pie," Tonya informed me. ”I guess you may become a cream pie connoisseur," she said, reaching out to rub the lump in the front of my pants. I blushed at being caught. "We have to find a baker who can make them for you."

The screensaver was quickly becoming a regular XXX-rated show.

"Baby, this is making my pussy wet," Tonya declared, snaking her hand into the front of her slacks. I thought I was going to be called on to go down on her, until she said, "I think I'm horny enough that Richard is going to have to come over tonight. So you go to the guest room and have your own jerk-off party. I need Richard."

I was torn again between jealousy and excitement. The sexual fever between us was intoxicating and the perversity of walking away from my wife knowing she was going to be fucked by someone else was electric. As she retired to our bedroom, I picked up the laptop and brought it with me to the guest room. I set it on the table and set the slideshow to continue as I lowered my pants and grasped my erection.

As the images flashed from one hunk to a hard cock to a bull fucking a wife, to a cuckold hubby sucking a "cream pie," I pumped my little stick. Pre-cum drooled out of my pee slit, just as I imagined Tonya's slit was drooling pussy juice to slicken her love tunnel for her lover. After the stimulation of Tonya's lecture on the cuckold lifestyle and looking at the pictures all night, I came quickly. I was getting better at catching my sperm and I sucked it down like a good cuckold.

I waited for a while and then, getting a little restless, I cracked open my door and spied down the hall. I saw a crack of light—the door was ajar. I could hear Tonya's voice. I put my ear to my cracked door and listened.

"Oh, Dick! Fuck me! Fill me! I need your cock so bad! Oh, God, you feel good! Oh, I've missed this so much. I'm never going back to baby cock! I want more! Deeper! Unh! Unh! Fuck! Oh, God! I love you! I love you! Unh! I'm coming! Oh! Oh! Oh!"

I closed the guest room…er… my door. I grabbed my little dick for solace and gently stroked it. It was firm but I was too exhausted to come again. I lay down on the bed in the dark, watching the images change on the computer screen. 'I love you!' I heard Tonya say as each meaty cock came on the screen. My little dick oozed pre-cum as I watched the cocks go by and I kneaded my member. It felt comforting. Before I realized it I had fallen asleep.


-Day 7 Friday-

I woke the next morning disoriented, slow to realize that I had spent the night alone in the guest room. I checked my cell phone to see if Tonya had called me, but there were no missed calls. Unsure what to do I went into the adjoining bathroom and took my shower, trying to kill time. When I got out I saw there was still no call. Cautiously I opened the door a crack.

I heard some stirring. Tonya must just be awakening.

"Oh, Richard!” I could hear her moan. "You fucked my brains out! God, I love how you feel in me. How about a morning quickie before you go?"

I kept my ear to the opening of my room. Sound carried all too well down the hall. I could hear the bed creaking and Tonya's soft moans and grunts.

"Oh, God, you feel so big! Faster! Deeper! I want to feel you everywhere! Unh! Unh! Unh! Unh! So good! Oh ... my ... God!"

I was like a deer in the headlights. I couldn't stop listening. Maybe Tonya wanted me to hear—why else leave the door ajar? My dick was firm, revealing my reaction to what I was hearing.

The groans quieted and then stopped and I knew Tonya had climaxed again. It hardly surprised me when my phone trilled a minute later. I picked it up, but there was only a text: "CLEAN UP TIME."

I found Tonya clutching the dildo between her breasts, hugging it with both arms.

"Good morning, cucky! I hope you don't mind: Richard decided to stay the night. I was so horny after going to those cuckolding sites, I was insatiable! I hope you weren't too lonely, but I guess that's the cuckold's lot in life, isn't it? I wasn't lonely, I tell you!"

She handed me the dildo.

"Here, clean Richard up. I'm sure he needs to go to work."

I sat on the edge of the bed and began to lick her juices off the rubber shaft. Tonya reached over and cradled my stiff prick in her one hand.

"I admire your attitude," she said, clearly referring to my erection. "Doesn't it taste good, baby? There's lots of my cum on there. I can't count how many times I orgasmed with that pole inside me. Go ahead; you want to suck it too, don't you? Show Richard there's no hard feelings!”

I put as much of the phallus into my mouth as I could fit. My penis stiffened further and not all because of Tonya's stroking. Sucking on that fake cock was arousing me!

"Isn't that nice, Johnny? Don't you love the feel of that boner in your mouth? Hard but soft at the same time. Slick and wet. Go ahead and enjoy sucking on a real man’s cock! OK, now put him away and use your mouth on me."

I put the dildo in its protective bag and I sucked on Tonya's pussy and asshole for a couple minutes.

"That's a good boy. Now come in the bathroom for an extra treat. I need to reward you for letting me spend the whole night with my lover.” We went in the bathroom and she told me to lie down on the bottom of the bathtub.

"This is a precaution because you are new at this. I want you to get so good at this that you won't spill a drop and we can do it anywhere. I want to be able to use you as my piss toilet whenever and wherever, OK? Now open wide. I feel pretty full, so let me know if I need to stop or slow down."

Tonya squatted over my face and hovered, her pudendum an inch from my mouth. After only a moment's hesitation her urine started hissing out of her pee hole and into my mouth.

"Oh, baby, I'm getting a charge out of this! I'm pissing right into your mouth! Wow! I'm feeling that dominatrix thing a little bit! Now swallow! Here I am above you and I'm pissing on you! And you're just lying there opening your mouth for it! And look! Your little dickie is all hard, like it wants to wank with your mouth full of hot piss!

"Is it strong, baby? I bet my morning pee is really strong, isn't it? I've read that artificial sweeteners go right through into your urine, like from my iced tea. Can you taste it?"

"Uh huh," I agreed. "It is a little sweet and salty. A lot stronger."

"Open up: I've got a lot more. You want it all, don't you, you greedy little pig!"

I opened up my mouth again and immediately another stream started filling my mouth. I tried to swallow without closing my mouth. It was hard, but I managed a few gulps.

"Oh, Johnny! You're so talented! You haven't spilled a drop yet. It must be so nice and warm, coming right from my body. Doesn't that sound sort of romantic, in a dirty way? The water of my body becoming part of your body. It's like you worshipping my body. My holy water!"

Her stream started to taper off. I was glad because my stomach was feeling full and I was sure salt water wasn't such a great thing to drink. I thought I had read that some yogis drank their own urine every day and thought it had some health benefits.

"Do you think there might be some female hormones in there, baby? Might a steady diet of that turn you into more of a sissy? Would you start borrowing my panties and my nighties, like some of the cuckold husbands?"

I didn't answer except to reach my tongue up and lick the last drops of her pee off her labia.

"Saves on toilet paper too! Now thank me for your gift, Johnny."

"Thank you, Tonya," I obeyed.

That night was Friday night. For the first night in almost a week, we spent a quiet night watching TV. The laptop in the corner kept up its parade of cocks and cuckolds, but we just watched our shows. The only difference was that Tonya frequently remarked on the handsome men in the shows and she speculated about which ones probably had "the right equipment to properly satisfy a woman."

At bedtime came our new ritual: Tonya got Richard out and had me kiss and suck him briefly. My traitorous dick got hard as a rock while I did that, much to Tonya's delight.

"You like that. Good!"

Then I kissed her ass and pussy goodnight. She spooned me from behind and fell asleep holding my half-hard penis in her hand.


-Day 8 Saturday-

When Saturday morning came Tonya announced that she'd decided every day now would start out with pee drinking training.

"That's when I'm bound to have the fullest bladder with the strongest pee. Since you did so well in the bathtub, I'm going to take a chance and try it here in our bed. Here's some towels to put down under you just in case."

She squatted down to my face. It was nerve-racking doing it on our bed, but it was at least more comfortable than lying on a cold hard bathtub. This was a big test.

"Here's your treat, clean-up boy!" she said as her golden liquid started cascading into my mouth. I was getting the hang of it, as I managed to swallow her whole gift without a spill.

"Oh, baby, this is going to come in handy. No more stumbling to the latrine in the night when we're camping and no more dirty gas station bathrooms for me!"

I wondered what our new relationship would mean for our weekend. Would Tonya go out cruising for men on Saturday night? What actually happened was that she gave me a list of errands and chores for the day. That was a decidedly unsexy ramification of the subtle power shift in our relationship.

"I need you out of the way so that I can do some more research on this cuckold thing," she teased me. As I busied myself with the chores she sat at the computer.

When I got back home from running errands we had lunch.

"I’ve learned so much more from those websites, baby! People are into all kinds of kinky things, but I've got a couple ideas I think we might like!" I felt a stirring of anxiety, not knowing what she might propose.

"One of the big problems is how to keep the hubbies happy when they are not getting any fucking. Of course, since their little dicks are made for wanking, that's mostly what they do. But they do miss squirming in the wives' pussies and they get awfully horny knowing all the good fucking their wives are getting.

"There are a number of different solutions," Tonya said archly, "but a popular one is prostate massage."

"What's that?” I wasn't sure that sounded like much fun.

"It's a way for the hubbies to get a little extra thrill to make up for no fucking, and it also drains off some of the excess semen your horny imagination produces. I want to try it right after lunch!"

Tonya led me to our bedroom. She brought a small bowl, which seemed a little odd.

"Your prostate is at the base of your little dickie, Johnny. But the only way to get right at it is through your little bum, like the doctor does when you get a physical. A lot of men are put off by that, but they say that once you feel what a prostate massage is like, you'll be volunteering to spread your cheeks every day!"

Tonya had me strip and she put out a towel on the bed. She had me get on all fours, with my rear end near one edge of the bed. She came from the bathroom with a jar of Vaseline.

"Now this will probably feel a little funny and I've never done this before, so it might take me a while to find your prostate, so bear with me."

I took a deep breath and waited nervously. Tonya took a big fingerful of Vaseline and smeared it on my anus. I guess that didn't feel too bad, although I felt so exposed and vulnerable. And I knew what came next.

"Here you go, baby. Losing your anal virginity!” She massaged around my hole and then dipped a finger in. I immediately tensed—this wasn't natural! Things are supposed to come out there, not go in! Tonya was gentle though. She dipped her finger in, then out, then in again, trying to let me get used to it. All the Vaseline really helped: my hole was really slippery. But I was tense and my butthole wanted to clamp shut.

Tonya started to work her finger in a circle, stretching my asshole out sideways.

"Relax, baby. Let Tonya in. Let me finger-fuck you. It's gonna feel so good."

With her talking like that, my cock started to come to attention. I could feel it filling while Tonya cooed sweet perversions in my ear.

"That's it, baby. Let Tonya into your boy-cunt. Doesn't Tonya's finger feel good fucking you?” She reached down with her free hand and starting pulling on my tool. I shivered at her touch. The double stimulation of her finger in my ass and her hand on my cock made my stomach do flip-flops. These were some new sensations!

"You like that, eh, baby? I knew you'd like it as soon as I read about it. I thought, 'He can't fuck me—maybe he'd like me to fuck him!' ” Now Tonya was moving her finger in and out of my ass steadily in a gentle fucking rhythm. My ass didn't feel so tense anymore. The finger didn't feel quite so foreign. It was sort of starting to feel good. It shouldn't feel that good, should it?

"Let me really lube you up, baby. That'll make you so nice and slick, like a wet pussy.” She got another dollop of Vaseline and plunged it into my ass. "Oh, yeah, that's getting nice and slick. Yeah, your ass is your pussy, baby. You have a nice pussy. Tonya's going to make your ass feel so good."

Tonya had her finger up to the last knuckle. Then I felt her start to curl it down, reaching out. I could feel her rubbing something. It felt very strange but sort of good. I groaned.

"Oh, I guess I found it!” She pulled down on it. I felt my stomach flip and it almost felt as if I had to pee, but my cock jumped. She pushed harder on it again, stroking the lump she was feeling and it felt like a tiny electric shock! My cock got harder. I groaned again.

"Oh! Oh! Keep doing that!" I urged. "Oh! Wow!" It felt good. Really good. It was so exciting that it was almost painful, like an overload.

"You like it, baby! Tonya's fucking you good, eh?"

"God! Oh, God, don't stop! Oh, God!" I babbled. I began pushing back against her finger now, trying to get more pressure, more stimulation on my prostate gland.

"That's it, baby. Fuck yourself. Fuck yourself on Tonya's finger. You want it. You want her in your ass. It feels so good to be fucked in the ass."

That didn't sound so good, but I couldn't get enough of what she was doing. I found myself praying for even more stimulation. It felt good, but almost like teasing. I needed more. I wished she would put another finger in my ass or she could reach deeper, farther, harder. I started rocking and twisting on her finger, trying to get more.

"God, that's good, Tonya! I've never felt anything like it! Oh! That feels so good!" I squealed as she pushed a little hardier right on my prostate.

"Just wait, baby. You ain't seen nothing yet!” She let go of my cock and moved the bowl just below the tip of my penis as it hung down. "Watch this, baby!” She started pressing hard on my prostate and raking it hard toward my dick. That felt even stranger, as if I were going to pee myself. I feel something moving down my dick, and for a second I was scared that I was going to wet the bed. I opened my eyes and looked at my cock in time to see a drip of milky white semen fall into the bowl! I stared transfixed as the drip turned into a slow dribble of sperm, in time with Tonya's stroking of my prostate. I watched amazed as a small puddle of my cum slowly collected in the bowl.

"That's it, baby. Give it up. Let go. Relax and let it flow."

Tonya's urging excited me and seemed to have an almost magical effect on my cock. As she continued to beseech me to "Let it go! Open up! Give it to me!" I shivered and watched as my cum continued to drip out of my cock. I felt out of control, as I were peeing my pants, but I was being incontinent of cum rather than urine!

"Oh, what a good boy! That's it, give Tonya all your nasty spunk! Give it up, baby! You can't hold it back, can you? Tonya's milking it out of you, isn't she? You’re my cum-cow! You can resist, can you? You've sprung a leak. Tonya's squeezing it out, draining you. Your manhood's dripping out of the end of your dick and you can't stop it! Not shooting out like a man's. Get rid of that nasty boy-juice and be my sissy!"

I felt a burning sensation all down my urethra. It almost felt as if my cock were being turned inside out. The insistent pressure on my prostate had flipped some switch in my nervous system. Tonya's finger was in control. It felt good, almost too good, as if it were shorting out my sexual circuits.

I was aware that my arousal was centered on my ass now, not on my cock. Tonya wasn't even touching my cock. My ass felt sexy and sensitive and her finger felt so nice. Despite myself I pushed back, wanting feel her finger deeper and harder. She'd turned my ass into a cunt! My cock was just a hose now, a hose that was leaking jism!

Tonya reached over and took my cock in her hand again and I moaned. My cock felt half-sore. I was acutely aware that I hadn't ejaculated—I'd only leaked. I hadn't had an orgasm. My cum had been wrung out of me, but I hadn't had the release of a spurt. But I wanted one—desperately. I drove myself back on Tonya's finger almost frantically, trying to push myself over the edge. Tonya feathered my cock agonizingly lightly, teasing me, keeping my right there. I looked at my cock and saw that I was oozing clear pre-cum now, no cum anymore.

"They said you'd do that," Tonya told me, almost clinically. "Like one of those monkey's on a stick. That you'd be even hornier after this, as if you hadn't let go of all that cum. But I think you're all out, baby. I think Tonya's milked you dry!"

"Oh, baby, please! Jerk me off! Make me come!"

"Baby, I'm not sure you’ve got it in you."

"Oh, please! You gotta! I gotta come!"

"Don't be greedy, Johnny! Wasn't that good? Didn't you like Tonya fucking your ass? It looked like you loved it."

"But I didn't come! I need to come!"

"Well, go ahead and jerk yourself off then. But look at all this cum here. I don't think you've got anything left!"

I was frantic. I grabbed my cock and started beating my meat. Tonya started withdrawing her finger and I almost shouted.

"Oh no! Please keep fucking me! It feels so good. I want to come with your finger in there!"

"Oh, you really like it, don't you?” I thrilled when she shoved her finger back in.

"Please fuck me! Please, I want to feel it!"

"Here, baby, let's put some Vaseline on your cock so you can jerk yourself off so nice! That's it, Johnny. beat your meat while I finger-fuck your ass."

The Vaseline made my dick nice and slippery. I gasped at the wonderful sensations coming from my hand and my ass. I knew I'd come very soon.

“Can you ... put another finger in?” I asked sheepishly.

“Oh ho! So you’re a size queen too! Tonya’s little finger isn’t enough cock for you!” She grabbed up some more Vaseline and a second finger pressed in.

“Oh, unh!” I winced at the stretching. But it didn’t take long before she was plunging both fingers in and out.

"Shoot in the bowl, baby. Aim for the bowl.” Tonya picked up the bowl and held it up to my dick. Pre-cum drooled into the bowl in a spidery string.

I felt my orgasm building. It seemed to be starting in my ass, not my cock. It was as if my whole pelvis were a sexual organ, rather than my penis.

"Ow!" I yelped as my cock started to spasm. "Ow! Ow!” Every attempt of my dick to shoot was a sharp pain. Only a few drips of cum dribbled out. It was practically a dry cum!

"Baby, are you OK? Are you hurt?"

"Oh, oh, oh!" I slumped over sideways on the bed. "Ouch, that hurt! I feel as if someone just tried to pull my tubes out. I think I just squirted out some of my balls!"

"I told you I didn't think there was anything left. Tonya milked it all out. That's how the wives keep their cucky husbands healthy, keep that nasty jism from backing up and gumming up the works. But you overdid it!"

I lay on the bed. I hoped I hadn't ruptured something.

"You look beat, honey. Here, let Tonya feed you something to restore you strength.” She held up the bowl to my lips and let the pool of my spunk slide into my mouth. "Mmmm. Man-milk, builds strong bodies 12 ways!" she parodied. "Of course, milk from a real man would build you up faster. Lick the bowl clean, baby. That's a good boy. Oh, and lick Tonya's fingers clean that have been in your boy-pussy.” The Vaseline had a faint motor oil taste, but I didn't taste anything worse. I was almost used to the taste of my cum by now.

I wondered what else Tonya had learned at those cuckolding sites....

The rest of Saturday was less eventful. Tonya ran a few errands of her own and I mowed the grass and edged the walk and watched some sports on TV.

The tingly feeling in my ass kept reminding me of my milking and how much getting "finger-fucked" had turned me on. I'd never felt anything like it. Just thinking of what it had been like made the hair stand up on the back of my neck. I'd never known that anything to do with my ass could feel so good. My cock started to rise again just thinking about it! It was almost scary. Guys weren't supposed to get turned on by things like that. But I certainly had. I was learning all kinds of new things about myself. It made my stomach do flip-flops.

My imagination wandered to Tonya's absence on her errands. I wondered whether she were "prospecting," checking out the guys she passed by, scoping out their bulges. I asked her when she got back.

"It's amazing, Johnny. I feel like a teenager again, all hormones and guy-crazy! We've only been together two years, but I hadn't realized how 'married' I'd gotten. I'd stopped thinking of myself as a 'catch' because I'd already been ‘caught.’ But these last few days it's as if my blinders are off! I notice men, how handsome or sexy they are. And I notice how they look at me, whether they are checking me out, whether they appear attracted to me. And they are!

"And I notice how I look back at them! I catch their eye, I smile at them. I'm sure they are picking up on my vibes: 'I'm available! I'm interested! I'm looking for a few good cocks!’ It's exhilarating! I feel as if I've woken up from hibernation!

"In fact," she said, taking my hand, "feel my pussy.” She unsnapped her waistband and plunged my hand inside her panties. Her cunt was swollen and slick. "That's just from running a few errands and thinking of myself as a free agent! I shouldn't wonder if they can even smell me and know I'm excited!"

We had dinner and watched a DVD. When it was over, Tonya informed me, "Since it's Saturday night, honey, I have date coming over. I'd appreciate it if you'd help me get ready."

What?! Had she invited over a man without telling me? Was this the real thing? I looked at her with a shocked expression. She laughed.

"Not really! Oh, your expression is priceless! Were you scared or excited? I mean Richard, of course. It's Saturday night so I want you to help me get ready for Richard!"

We went up to the bedroom. I undressed Tonya and got her out a slinky negligee. Just handling the filmy fabric and know she was wearing it for someone else got me hard again. The perversity of slipping it over her head, helping her prepare to fuck someone else made me quiver with lust. She was so beautiful and sexy with it on—all the more so because she was out of my reach, at least for tonight—and out of the reach of my cock permanently. The thought did cross my mind that I really did wish that a real man was coming over, followed by a wave of anxiety and doubt about what that would be like!

Tonya enjoyed the naughtiness too. She had me get out some candles and light them. With the lights out and the candles flickering our bedroom immediately became Tonya's boudoir, her illicit love nest. I caught a whiff of the perfume that Tonya had put on.

"How ’bout some music? I picked up some mood music on my errands. Put this one on, will you, Johnny?” She handed me a CD, "Music for Lovers Collection.” Dutifully I started the CD player.

"Oh, this is perfect! Thank you, Johnny. How many other husbands would make things this perfect so that their wife would enjoy fucking another man? You're so good to me.” She pulled me into a hug and kissed me, then whispered in my ear, "Think how much more exciting it will be when it is a real man! When you'll get to lick his cum out of me!

"Now I think Richard is going to want to stay the night again, baby. So get down here and I'll give you something to keep you warm all night."

She stepped over me and brought her cunny to my face, tipping my chin back. I knew what was coming, so I opened wide. In a moment her piss was filling my mouth and I drank it down thirstily. Then she turned around and I kissed her fragrant rosebud.

"That's your good night kiss, honey. Now off to your room. If you're good and don't bother Richard and me, I got a surprise for you when I was out today. I'll give it to you tomorrow if you're good tonight."

"Yes, dear," I answered. "Good night."

I went off to "my room.” Not the guest room anymore? I grabbed the laptop on my way. My cock was half-hard but I wasn't so horny after my "milking" that day. Maybe Tonya was starting to wear me out? I couldn't remember if I'd ever come that many times on one week.

Rather than jack off immediately, I decided to go to some of the cuckolding websites Tonya had found. I read a lot of the postings. There were all kinds of different relationships discussed. Some men were so turned on to the idea of being cuckolded that they'd actually begged their wives to take a lover. Some of the relationships were S&M type where the husband was tied up and punished and the cuckolding was part of his punishment. Sometimes the husband was further humiliated by being dressed up in women’s clothing or make-up.

And then there were men like me, who reluctantly accepted cuckolding to make up for impotence or a small cock. Many of these men wrote in to admit they'd found their wives infidelity strangely exciting, to the extent that they'd become addicted to the experience. They had come to lust after being humiliated by their wives, even to the point of sucking off her lovers or even submitting to having their wives' lovers take the husband anally!

But apparently the crème de la crème of cuckolding was allowing the wife to be knocked up by the lover! To knowingly accede to her stopping her birth control to let the "bull" impregnate her. To watch her belly swell with another man's child. For the cuckold to raise the child, knowing it was not his. Some wives had several such children, sometimes by several different men!

All these things sounded like so many masturbatory daydreams to me. But so had all of this just a week ago! I was tongue-fucking my wife's ass regularly. I'd already given up fucking my wife. I huddled in a spare bedroom while she humped a dildo. I'd let her milk me and make me eat my own cum! I was playing a toilet for her, letting her piss in my mouth! And I'd already agreed to let her take a lover. What would be next? Sucking her lover's penis? Letting him butt-fuck me? Letting her have his child? How far would it go?

'How far do you want it to go?' I asked myself. Wasn't that the scarier question? Which of those cuckold husbands was I? The slave whose mistress-wife would rule him? The wimp whose wife steamrolled him? Or did I really want it? Was I the husband who was addicted to the sexual thrill of cuckolding, that wanted to take it as far as his wife would go, to experience that twisted eroticism?

I didn't know, but I did know where I would turn for comfort. I grabbed my cock and began to crank it. My "wanking cock" was the comfort that would never desert me. As I huddled on my bed with fear and lust and shame and uncertainty warring within me, the luscious feel of my hand on my dick was there for me. My wife was in the throes of lust with her dildo lover, but I had my little boy-clit. It felt good in my hand as my head whirled with images of my wife in the arms of a handsome hunk, of me licking another man's cum out of her leaky pussy, of a man's erect member in my mouth or my ass, of my wife's belly swelling with another man's bastard!

My hand stroked my meat and my nerves sung with the electricity of all that stimulation. I was a wimp, a pervert, a cuckold, a cum eater, a piss drinker, an ass licker, a wanker. My dick didn't care. It just wanted to be hard, to be stroked, to spurt its goo. God, it felt good! I didn't care—if all that was what I needed to feel like this, bring it on!

With that thought my orgasm overtook me. It was one weak spurt and a dribble over my belly. That milking had drained me! I felt wrung out. In a daze I wiped up the cum onto my fingers and scooped it into my mouth. I looked over at the clock. It was 2 a.m.! I had spent hours looking at those websites! I pulled the covers down and huddled under them and fell into a fitful sleep.


-Day 9 Sunday-

The next morning I awakened late. I took a chance of calling Tonya's cell to see if I could come out. She sounded sleepy.

"Oh, Johnny, you're a dear to give me the whole night with Richard and to let me sleep in. Here you don’t get to fuck me and you have to play second fiddle to a dildo and still you're so considerate! Come in here and help me wake up!"

I came in and found Tonya stretching and "Richard" lay on top of the zipper bag.

"Baby, come in here and kiss my sore pussy! It needs your special attention!” I crawled under the covers and was greeted by the powerful fragrance of Tonya's sex cream. Either she'd just finished another fuck with the dildo or she'd had several bouts last night. Her labia were swollen and loose.

"Oh, your lips feel so good on my cunny! You're so gentle. You know how hard it's been used and you're so nice and delicate! My pussy needs to know you still love it even though you can't use it! But you show me you still love it with your wonderful tongue and lips!” Her praise still thrilled me even though (or maybe because) she slipped some digs in with it.

"Oh, now love my ass too, baby. Richard's way too big for it, but your tongue is just right. Oh, that feels good to feel your tongue way up my ass! Make your tongue hard and long! Fuck my ass, baby! I'm trying to open up for you, baby. I want you to lick out my whole ass!"

I could feel her sphincter really opening up and relaxing. There was something so forbidden about licking out her asshole; I felt so close to her right then, as if we were one.

"Oh, thank you, baby. You are a God-given ass eater! Now show me what a good cocksucker you can be! Big Dick's all grody with Tonya's juices. Give him a good licking too.” She handed the dildo to me and she stroked my hair as I licked and sucked it.

"Oh, that looks so hot to see that cock going in and out of your mouth! It should seem gay, I suppose, but I just think it's sexy! Richard gives me such pleasure and I like to see you sharing that with me. It's such a magnificent cock, what man wouldn't want to worship it? And it's like giving thanks, that you're grateful that he is fucking your wife so well. When you're sucking it, it's as if you are showing me that you want me to enjoy that cock without guilt or reservation!” She stroked my own raging hard-on. "But it's nice to see that you enjoy sucking cock for your own reasons too! You're a different kind of man, Johnny!"

Her speech made some sense in an odd way, almost made my cock-sucking seem noble. Anyhow, her encouragement relaxed me a little and I let me give myself over to actually enjoy sucking that cock—which I was forced to admit did not feel that foreign anymore. It was smooth and soft and it fit against the roof of my mouth like a gun in a holster. And Tonya's hand on my erection was thrilling. I felt some self-consciousness about continuing on past the point that the dildo was clean, so I stopped myself. I applied the preservative and put it back in the zipper bag.

We enjoyed a nice leisurely Sunday breakfast like the "old days.” I was curious about Tonya's "surprise," but I didn't want to pressure her, so I worked a crossword puzzle while she perused the paper. Despite having spent the night exiled to the guest room and sleeping apart two nights this week, I still felt close to her. Closer than ever actually—we'd shared deep dark secrets and we hadn't flown to pieces. I guess you never know how things will turn out.

After a nice lunch Tonya seemed excited. She told me to follow her up to the bedroom. She sat down next to me and hugged and kissed me tenderly.

"You've been such an understanding husband, I have a surprise present for you!” She went into her closet and brought out a wrapped box.

"Open it!" she gushed.

I tore open the package and opened the box. There was a dildo, the slightly smaller one we'd first seen, and a dildo harness. I was nonplussed.

"What is this for? Is that other dil..., er, Richard, too big for you? And what's the harness for? You want me to wear a dildo and fuck you?"

"Johnny!" she shook her head in chagrin. "It's not for me! Richard's just fine for me—perfect, in fact. But he's too big for you!"

"For me?"

"Duh, silly! After I saw how much you enjoyed your prostate massage yesterday, I decided that just because you can't fuck me decently doesn't mean you should miss out of fucking all together. With this dildo and harness I can fuck you!" Her voice was bright with excitement. She was very pleased with herself, as if she'd discovered something quite brilliant.

Finally it sunk in what she was talking about. Fuck me? She intended to fuck my ass with this dildo! The now familiar flood of fear, shame, and overpowering arousal washed through me. My face went hot, my cock stiffened, and anus twitched.

"Whoa! Isn't it awful big?"

Tonya yelped and hugged me. "Well if your first question isn't whether, but how big, then I guess you'll do it? You'll let me have your anal cherry? I mean, I will be your first, won't I? You are a virgin down there, aren't you?"

"Uh, yeah!' I sputtered.

"Oh, Johnny! If you liked my fingers, just wait until my cock is humping your ass—you'll be in heaven, just like I am when Richard is fucking me! Take it from me, there's nothing like a big cock taking you! Especially for a guy whose prostate is as erogenous as yours is. Feeling me fill you up and rubbing that prostate will feel so good!"

When she said the words "my cock" I had a shiver go down my spine. That was so dirty!

"I don't know if I could take that back there. I could tear something."

"Oh, baby, don't be silly. We'll lube you up good and loosen and relax you. Sure it'll be a tight fit at first, but after a few times you'll stretch out. You've seen those pornos with girls taking huge cocks in their ass, haven't you? And men are bigger than girls to start with. In fact, once you get used to this one, you might want to give Richard a whirl!"

I felt as if I'd fallen through the looking glass. Who was this woman I was married to? I had to admit, I remembered how good her fingers had felt in there. The idea of replaying that same feeling, only stronger, sounded pretty hot.

"You promise to be very gentle? And if it hurts or I don't like it, we'll stop, right?"

"Oh, you'll do it!  You'll do it!" she enthused. "I only want to make you feel good! Just because you've got a tiny dick doesn't mean you should miss out on fucking. You'll just have to be the fuckee instead of the fucker! I can't wait to feel what it is like to play the man's part. Think of it as empathy training—you'll get to see how the other half lives!"

"I guess.... But what if ... what if I'm ... uh ... 'full' down there?"

"Of course we'll have to prepare you. You'll have to 'douche' your boy-cunt to get it fresh and clean and ready for company!"

With that she laid me down on the bed and went into the bathroom. I heard her running water. She came out holding an enema bag and tubing. I started to feel embarrassed. I hadn't had an enema since I was about 10. I felt about 10 now! I noticed that the tube had a long flared nozzle I'd never seen before.

"That's a douche nozzle!" Tonya explained. "I figured it was more appropriate, considering." She set the enema apparatus aside. "First let's get you a little relaxed with some lube. I got the special anal lube that's compatible with the Cyberskin. I explained to the store clerk what it was for and he said this was just what we needed. Now let me see your cute little butthole," she said, making me pull my legs up to my chest. I felt exposed and a little silly.

She rubbed a little on the outside of my pucker and worked it around in circles. I felt sort of good, and she was being slow and gentle.

"Relax, baby, let Tonya in and you'll feel so good!" She dipped her finger in just a little and back out, rubbed a little, then dipped in and back out. It felt better and better.

"Now here's the nozzle going in. Let me fuck you a little with that!" The nozzle didn't feel as good as her finger: it had four lengthwise ridges and was hard rather than soft. Tonya poked it in me and then worked it in and out, in and out. The rubbing started to relax me.

"OK, here's the water to clean you out. It'll be nice and warm to relax you!" With that I could feel the warm water rushing in. It felt strange and I could feel an unnatural pressure moving up my bowels. Tonya crimped the tube and the water stopped.

"Let's let you get used to that for a second. I see Little Johnny likes it." Despite the embarrassing position, my dick was hard. Tonya reached over and pulled on it.

"This will help you relax, baby. Let Tonya take care of you. Tonya's in charge." She kept jacking me off while she uncrimped the hose and let more water flow into me. I felt it move up my belly. "We want your cunt all nice and clean so Tonya can fuck you nice and deep and long." The gender reversals in her talk sent a spark through my cock for some reason.

After another minute she said, "That should do it." She pulled out the nozzle. "Now go empty yourself and come back."

I moved gingerly into the bathroom, fearful of an accident. With relief I let the water go. I sat there a minute to be sure I got it all out and then crept back into the bedroom.

When I returned to the bedroom I saw a sight that started fireworks in my brain. Tonya had strapped on the dildo and stood there, a mind-blowing hermaphrodite. There she was with her gorgeous curvaceous female body with a seven-inch cock jutting lewdly from her crotch, held on with leather straps that crisscrossed her thighs and ass.

"Like my cock, boy?" she taunted.

"Oh man! Oh wow! Man!" was all I could say. I couldn't believe how nasty and sexy she looked!

"Come here and get me wet!" she ordered. I fell to my knees and grabbed the dildo. "Suck my cock!" she commanded. I took the cock in my mouth and did my best fellatio imitation.

"Oh, that looks so hot! I don't know why it turns me on so much to see you suck cock! It's just so damn dirty! I think I'll have to get you to suck a real one sometime." She ran her fingers through my hair and held my head as it bobbed up and down on her "cock." She started to make little thrusting moves with her hips.

"Oh, that feels wild! I am going to go crazy when I'm burying this in your ass. That feels so cool!” I took her ass cheeks in my hands and concentrated on fellating the dildo. I could feel her muscles ripple. The cockhead filled my mouth a little less than "Richard" had and I found myself missing the "full" feeling, but the idea that I was pleasuring my wife's "cock" was startlingly exciting. I thought momentarily of how disappointing my own cock would be to suck compared to Richard or even to this cock, and I empathized with Tonya's frustrations. Then I started wondering what this pole would feel like penetrating my virgin ass! Then Tonya pushed me back off the dildo.

"OK, baby, let Tonya see if you are all ready for her.” I lay down on the bed where she'd laid out a large towel. She took a big dollop of lube on her finger and pressed it into my hole. She plunged in all the way and worked her finger around.

"Oh, you feel all nice and clean. Now let's get your cunt ready for its first fucking!" She started working her finger in and out. It felt easy and slippery. "Now relax," she said as she started to move her finger in a small circle, pushing sideways against my sphincter, stretching it. "Loosen up, let go. You want this, baby. You want my cock. You want Tonya in you. You want Tonya to own you."

She reached for the lube and got another fingerful and started to push against my ring with two fingers. She'd just get them in barely and pull them out. Two fingers really stretched my muscles and they protested a little.

"Unh!” I winced.

"It's OK, baby. You just got to get used to it. You got to adjust. Take your time. I want this to be so good for you. I want you to feel as good as I do when Richard fucks me. A big cock inside you is wonderful!” She kept poking two fingers in and taking them out, then in a little further and out. It was getting easier. Then she had two fingers all the way in. She twisted her hand around, massaging and rubbing my rectum. I could feel her fingertips against my prostate and it sent electric waves of arousal through my pelvis and up my dick. I moaned.

"Oh that's good! It's getting good, isn't it, baby? And that's just my fingers. Wait for my big cock!” She was finger-fucking me now like the day before.

"Oh, I can't believe how good that feels," I moaned. "Oh, do me, baby. Just keep doing that! Oh! Oh!” I thought, 'Maybe this is good enough. Maybe we can just stop here.'

The I felt a third fingertip in me and I winced as it stretched my ass painfully,

"Ow! Ow! That hurts!"

"OK, OK. It'll be OK.” She went back to two fingers, but she began pulling sideways, stretching my ass this way, then that way. She started spreading her fingers apart, widening my hole. A second later she had the third finger in me and started pushing all three into me. It felt tight and I could feel stretching, but no pain. Tonya kept rotating her fingers and reaching for my prostate.

"Oh, baby, you're getting there. You're opening up for me.“ She reached for my painfully hard cock with her free hand.

"Oh, watch it! I'm gonna shoot if you do that!”  But she just cradled my dick without stroking it, driving me crazy. I moaned and bucked against her hand.

"No, you don't, buster! This isn't about you little dick. This is about my big cock and your ass-cunt. You sex organ is your ass today. This in my hand is your little clitty. Focus on your ass. Make it your cunt. Concentrate. Feel it. Your cunt wants to feel a big cock way up in it. It wants to feel a big cock fucking it, in and out, in and out!"

I felt it. I felt my ass getting warmed and looser. It was feeling sexier.

"Beg me, baby. Beg me to fuck you! Do you want it?"

For a second I felt torn between the humiliation of a heterosexual male asking to be fucked up the ass and the crazy lust sparking through my nervous system. It didn't take long for the balance to tip.

"Yessss!" I moaned drunkenly. "Please ... unh! ... please fuck me!" I panted. "I ... want ... your cock ... in me!" I groaned.

“I knew you’d like it!”

Tonya withdrew her fingers from me and took the dildo in her fingers. She smeared lube all over the dildo and then got another glob and covered it with a thick greasy coating. It looked even lewder and more menacing all greased up and gleaming.

Tonya pushed my legs up and wedged a large pillow under my butt, lifting my ass up off the bed. Putting my legs over her shoulders she brought the tip of the dildo to my anus. As it pressed up against my hole I could feel it pushing out on all sides. It seemed so big, much larger than her fingers. I tensed involuntarily. No way could that fit in me!

But Tonya nudged it against me.

"C'mon, baby. I wanna fuck you with my big cock. My big cock wants to feel that tight pussy! Open up!"

She pressed in and backed off, pressed in and backed off, rocking against my muscle. She moved the dildo in a circle, massaging me. Then she pressed in and did not stop! I could feel my muscles resisting and then being overpowered. It was tight, taut; I could feel stretching, just on the border of painful. But she was in! She just rocked there, pumping back and forth just a half-inch.

"I'm fucking you, baby! I'm actually fucking you! I'm fucking your pussy!” I moaned at the perversity of her repeatedly telling me I had a "cunt" and a "pussy.” It was so dirty, so wrong—and so sexy!

She started pushing in an inch and then almost out, then in two inches and almost out, then in three inches. All I was feeling was being stretched, forced, pulling, tightness. But her insistent pushing was starting to overwhelm my muscles. With every thrust they were stretching, loosening. The lube was getting slipperier from the friction and the warmth.

"Unh! Unh!" I groaned as she continued to thrust. The back and forth motion started to feel like scratching an itch. My ass was getting warmer. I could feel blood flowing to it, heating it. Tonya started to pump faster and longer strokes.

Suddenly I was getting fucked. I could feel a wave of surrender wash over me. I was helpless. I couldn't resist this invader. And I didn't want to. It started to feel oh so good!

"Oh, God!" I said in amazement. "Oh! Fuck me! Oh, fuck my ass! Oh, your cock feels so good!" Now the dildo was sliding in and out easily. "Oh, fuck me! God, go all the way in! I need it all the way in!"

I could feel Tonya's excitement. She heaved herself against me. I felt the cock hit the top of my rectum. It felt strange, a little scary, but satisfying in some way.

"Oh, yeah! Oh, yeah!" I babbled. "Oh! Oh!" I grunted as each stroke rubbed against my prostate. It tickled and I started to squirm around the dildo, wanting more prostate stimulation.

"Oh, faster! Harder! Fuck me! Fuck me good! Don’t stop!"

"Oh, baby! Oh, you love it! You love being fucked! What am I fucking? Am I fucking your ass? Or do you have a cunt now? Am I fucking your pussy? Do you have a pussy?"

"Oh! Oh!" I cried as her taunting excited me even more. "My pussy! Fuck my pussy! Oh, your cock feels so good in my pussy!" I cried. It felt so good I couldn't believe it. I didn't want it to stop. I was hunching my hips, trying to meet Tonya's thrusts, trying to drive the dildo deeper into me. I felt crazy. I never thought I could want this but now I was in a frenzy, almost beside myself with lust.

"Rub your clit, baby! Give yourself an orgasm with my cock in you! Rub yourself off with your clitty!”

I grabbed my dick and started pulling on it. It felt wonderful, especially after Tonya reached in and smeared it with some lube. Then it was squishy and slick in my hand, oozing pre-cum. I started jerking it furiously. I couldn't believe how much sexual energy was running rampant through my whole pelvis and belly. The house could have been burning down and I have been pulling my prick and yelling for Tonya to keep fucking me.

With a gasp I felt my cum arrive at the base of my dick. I felt a spasm pass through my groin and, after an impossibly long pause, with a shudder a jet of cum flew from my dick. Another spasm, a pause, and another powerful spurt. It felt almost like a seizure rather than an orgasm, as if cum were being torn from my balls.

"Unh! Unh! Ow! Ow! Oh! Oh!" I keened.

"That's it, baby. I fucked the cum out of you!"

"Ow! Stop! Oh, please stop! Ow! That's ... that's too much! Hold it! Hold it!" I pleaded. Tonya buried her cock in me and held it there.

"Oh, that's ... that's better. Wow! Oh! Wow!" I babbled, breathless, panting. "Oh, baby! Oh, baby! Too much! Too much! Oh, wow!” I felt as if I were limp dishrag. "Oh, don't move! Oh! Oh! " I gasped, trying to catch my breath.  “Oh, you're so big in me. So big! Don't move! Stay there. It feels good. I like to feel you ... in me."

"Oh, Johnny!" Tonya beamed. "Oh, I liked that! I can see why you guys like to fuck! It felt so primal, so powerful to be thrusting my hips, such a jungle rhythm. And to see that cock going into you, going in and out! It was so hot! Seeing your ass grabbing at that cock, squeezing it, trying to hold onto it! Wow!"

I lay there exhausted for a space.

"Baby, I don't know if you're ready to handle it, but there's a lot of cleaning up to do. You're covered with cum. And my cock is covered with your pussy juice!"

"Ugh!" I groaned. "I suppose you expect...."

"Of course. A clean-up boy has to pay the piper!” She pushed up on her arms and started squeegeeing up my cum with her fingers and presented it to my lips to lick off. Over and over she brought her cum-covered fingers to my lips.

Slowly she pulled back on the dildo and eased it out of my ass.

"Unh!" I groaned as my ass protested losing the fullness I had needed so desperately a minute ago.  "Oh, wow....” I felt satisfied and tired, but at the same time I felt tingly in all my nerves.

Tonya stood up and brought the dildo even with my face. I turned on my side and looked at her.  She looked like a sex goddess—female and male melded powerfully together. The dildo gleamed with lube. I wanted to show her how much I loved her and how good she'd made me feel. With trepidation I reached out and took the end of "her cock" into my mouth.

"That's it, suck my cock, baby. You love sucking cock! Suck your pussy juice off my cock!” She slipped her hand under the base of the dildo and started to rub herself as I took as much of the phallus into my mouth as I could. The lube had a greasy taste. I tried to pretend her cock was real and I was giving her a blow job to reward her for the good fucking.

"Lick it all off, clean up boy! You're such a whore! You'll do anything to keep me fucking your ass, won't you?"

"Uh huh," I agreed around the shaft.

"Your pussy is nice and loose now. You can't wait for your next fuck, can you? We'll have to do it regularly so your pussy can't tighten back up, won't we?"

"Uh huh," I grunted.

"Who does your ass belong to?"

"You," I answered.

"And who does my pussy belong to?"

"Uh ... Richard?"

"Yup! Richard or whatever stud I want, right?"

"Uh huh."

"My pussy doesn't belong to you, does it?"

"Unh unh," I answered with almost no hesitation. She was right. I was already starting to think that way. I had no idea how many times she'd fucked herself with that dildo, but I hadn't all week. Her pussy didn't belong to me anymore.

"I can fuck you and I can let anyone fuck me I want. My pussy belongs to any man I want."

I tried to nod my head while licking her cock. I marveled at how easily I gave in. I was getting more submissive to her every day. I submitted to eating her ass, then eating my cum, then drinking her piss, then sleeping apart, then being milked, and now being fucked with her dildo. Being cuckolded was just the next natural step. How could I deny her that when I hadn't denied her all the rest?

She was still scrubbing her clit under the harness.

"I need your tongue in my ass! I'm almost there from watching you suck my cock, but I need to feel your tongue up my backside!"

She swung herself over me. Her ass looked even sexier framed by the leather straps of the harness. She planted herself right on my tongue and I plunged it straight into her rosebud.

"Oh, yeah! Eat my ass, Johnny! I love your squishy tongue up my ass! Maybe later I'll just put this dildo up there and see why you like it so much!"

That picture excited me and I redoubled my efforts to ream her out with my tongue.

"Oh, you like that idea! Oh, that feels good! Would you like that, Johnny? Would it excite you to know that I'm giving my ass to my lovers too, not just my pussy? You've never fucked my ass. Would you like to know that another man had been somewhere you never have? Would you get off on licking their cum out of my bowels? Would you shoot if you saw my dainty rosebud gaping wide open, oozing cum and Vaseline? Oh, God, what a hot idea! Uh! Keep going! Almost there! Unh! Unh! Ahhhh!!!"

I felt her asshole clenching my tongue and she was coming, hunching desperately on my face. She collapsed forward onto my chest and knees, leaving her ass where I could continue to kiss and flick it with my tongue. The dildo was trapped between us. We lay like that, both wrung out.

I could feel my ass still tingling from its fucking. I felt it all the way up inside and I was more aware of all the nerve and sensations from there than I would have ever dreamed possible. My ass still felt warm and loose. My sexual sensations were not all centered on my cock—I was feeling erotic sensations in my ass and my cock. I thought to myself that it really was as if I had a new sex organ that I didn't know I‘d had. Tonya really had given me a cunt!

I felt grateful for her pushing me to try this, for opening me to a new world of pleasure I hadn't known possible. There was her ass and I felt so full of love for her that I leaned forward and kissed her anus tenderly. I kissed it over and over, as if I were kissing her mouth.

"I love you, Tonya," I cooed to her backdoor. "Thank you. Thank you for fucking me. Thank you for giving me a pussy! I loved it! I loved having you inside me! I loved being taken by you, possessed by you!” I planted kiss after kiss on her hole.

After a couple more minutes Tonya stirred and crawled around to hug me. She curled up next to me, still wearing the harness, the dildo rubbing against my hip. She caressed my face and kissed me.

"This is so hot, me having a cock! What a nice one, eh? I like it. I think I'm gonna be wearing it a lot! Too bad you don't have one like this, eh?"

I reached down and grabbed it, playfully pulling it as if I were giving her a hand job.

"I'm glad one of us has a big one!" I joked.

"Maybe if we practice you'll relax enough to handle Richard. I know you cock-sluts: you always want more!"

"Whoa! I wasn't sure I could handle this one, baby! Let's see how I feel tomorrow. I mean, it felt good, but I really feel stretched out. Let's be sure you didn't do any damage first!"

"Oh, I think you did fantastic, baby. I'm proud of you! You're a sexual adventurer! I can't believe how your ass swallowed that thing! It was going in and out like nothing at the end! I'm sure you could take Richard after a little more practice. That would make me happy to share my boyfriend with you—what a bond to have!

"Uncock me," Tonya ordered. I hesitated and then unbuckled the harness. "Wash it, kiss it, and put it on your nightstand. I want it out where you'll see it. I have my lover and now you have yours. Then let's take a shower."

We got in the shower and lathered each other up. "Bend over," Tonya bade me. She probed between my ass cheeks, rubbing her fingers across my back door. Then without any warning she thrust two fingers into my rectum.

"Oh, you're still relaxed!” She worked her fingers in and out. "It's still so slippery in there! It really feels like a wet pussy! And baby, we're gonna keep it that way! I want to get you used to being fucked, so when you're horny, you're horny for me to put my cock in you! We'll get your mind off your little cock and onto this ass of yours!"

She continued to work her fingers in and out, adding the shower's wetness to the lube left from her fucking me. I felt myself surrender again to the invasion, opening and loosening. My legs were wobbly and I felt like a sock puppet with her hand in total control. My spent cock responded by struggling to get erect again.

"Mmmm!" I moaned softly as she probed me, amazed how much I could enjoy this. "Whatever you say, baby."

"If you're horny for me to fuck you, you won't mind so much if I'm getting fucked by someone else, will you?” She withdrew her fingers. "I have to tinkle! I guess it won't matter if I let go right here."

She put one foot up on the side ledge and I could see her relax. A pale yellow stream started to pour forth from her pussy. I watched it splash onto my leg and the tub, feeling hot against my skin.

Suddenly I knew I wanted it. I didn't want it to wash uselessly down the drain, wasted. I dropped to my knees and lunged toward the stream, feeling it splash on my cheek and then tasting the tang on my tongue. I stared at her pudendum and watched he urine emerge from her urethra. Seeing it come out of the middle of her sex, halfway between her clitoris and vagina, framed by her labia, gave that liquid so much erotic power!

"Oh, baby, you really are starting to want it, aren't you! You want to feel it going down, you want to feel it in your belly! You're getting addicted to it! That's my essence, isn't it? Right from my body, right from my sex! It's so hot, so sexy that it is delicious to you! You thirst for it!"

Her stream had stopped and I licked at her. She paused and squirted out a few more drops.

"Thank you, baby!" I said, from my knees, looking up at her.

"I like you on your knees worshipping me!" Tonya laughed. "I might keep you there all the time. Would you like to be my slave, serving me and my lover? Kissing our feet?"

My throat went dry as that picture flashed through my mind. My cock stiffened and my cheeks flushed.

Tonya looked hard at me and without a word pressed my mouth to her pussy. She held my head there and I sucked her clitoris. After a few moments she grabbed the shower head and started hosing us off. I hadn't said "No," and it hung between us. We finished showering in silence. She stood and I toweled her off, but she didn't towel me off.

That night after I kissed Tonya good night on her pussy and ass, we slept together again, flanked by our dildos, Richard on her side and Tonya's on my side.

As I lay waiting to fall asleep I could think about what had happened that day. I was startled by what a mind-blowing experience it had been to be fucked. I hadn’t just liked it: I'd loved it! It had stirred something deep inside me. I couldn’t believe my ass could make me feel so good. The prostate stimulation was one thing, sure, but the feeling of being filled was awesome. But even more I had liked being taken, being the passive one who was being used, being dominated. Where was this coming from? What was wrong with me? But there was no doubt that it had awakened a hunger in me. My stretched ass tingled and my little dickie stiffened at the thought of Tonya using me like that again … and again!


-Day 10 Monday-

The next morning I wakened Tonya by kissing her cunt and ass, then she climbed on top of me and said, "Open wide, toilet boy," and emptied her bladder into my mouth. I was proud that in the course of a week I was now able to swallow her whole morning urine without stopping or losing a drop.

I noticed Tonya applied more dramatic make-up and wore a clingier, sexier top that she usually wore to work.

"You look especially nice today, dear," I remarked.

"Well, I'm back on the market, Johnny! I have to let the men know I'm available, don't I?"

Her directness took me aback, but my cock swelled instantly. My libido was piqued by the idea of my own wife trolling for a lover! My brain went into a fuzzy sexual fog.

"I mean, I like Richard, but the idea of some real flesh-and-blood cock in my pussy and the strong body of a real man over me makes me wet! I know I've gone without for over two years, but when you know your drought is almost over, it becomes nearly unbearable! When you've decided you're not getting it, you resign yourself. But when you know you're free again, then every man is like dangling a Big Mac in front of a starving person. Now that you've experienced yourself what it is like to have a nice cock in you, you can imagine what it's been like for me to go without."

The ease with which she talked about our sex life as if she'd been celibate the whole time still surprised me. It embarrassed me into not responding, but my dick stayed traitorously hard.

"There's all sorts of men coming in and out of our offices: salesmen, manufacturer's reps, lawyers, accountants, delivery boys. Now that I'm free, it's as if I'm being presented with a box of chocolates! I just have to figure out which one is the fudge royal and not get stuck with the orange crème again! Of course, it's not just the meat. I want a nice cock, but he'll have to be handsome and have some muscles too. I want my lover to be the whole package. I want him to push all my buttons!“

The picture of a chiseled hunk with matinee idol looks formed in my mind's eye. At first I was just seeing his face and muscular torso. But then I was seeing his long thick cock, like Richard but warm and pulsing with real blood through bluish veins. Then his cock was hard and Tonya was in the picture. On her face was a look of lust and delight. I could see her stroke a strong bicep with one hand while the other wrapped itself around the unaccustomed girth of his phallus. I could smell her scent as her pussy gushed with anticipation.

My mental movie rolled on to Tonya lying back on our bed, her legs spread eagerly. I could see her pussy lips gaping wide, glistening with lust. Somehow the urgency of her desire for his cock made me more excited rather than less. In my mind's eye I saw a look of ecstasy on her face as she felt her lover's rod press against her opening. Then she was writhing as he filled her. I watched as he pistoned in and out and waves of delight pulsed from her cunt. Orgasm after orgasm racked her body. All thoughts of her wimp cuckold husband were driven from her mind, except for one lingering question, "How could I have settled for him?!" to be replaced by the shout, "I want this! I want more and more and more of this!"

I was lost in my fantasy. my cock was as hard as it could be. I could feel pre-cum starting to drip from its end. I realized with a start that I'd been staring off into space for I didn't know how long. Suddenly I felt Tonya's hand on my crotch.

"Yes, it's an exciting prospect for you too, isn't it, baby? I'm glad to see that you're as excited about it as I am. I think you want me to find a good fuck almost as much as I do! Isn't a man's mind an amazing thing? A husband who wants to be a cuckold, who actually lusts to see his wife fucked by a better man?"

I looked at her like a deer in the headlights. How did she know what I was thinking? I flushed with embarrassment at being caught and looked down at my feet. What kind of man roots for his wife to find a lover? Tonya took my chin and raised my face to hers.

"Don't be so ashamed, Johnny! It's OK! It's touching, really. You love me that much!  You are excited for me! You imagine the ultimate pleasure I'll get from a real man who can satisfy a woman completely, and it gets you excited!” She was looking deep into my eyes and it was as if she could see into my soul.

"And I know about the other part too. I know that part of you wants to humble yourself. You feel small, weak, unmanly. Well, because you are! You don't feel right pretending to be a real man. So it feels good finally to acknowledge your proper place as an inferior. You want to bow down to me and suck my pussy and lick my ass and drink my piss. You want to bow down to me and offer up your ass and let me fuck you. It must be a relief to give up all pretense of being my man.

"And yes, this is the deepest, the most embarrassing, the hardest, scariest part. You want to bow down to my man too. You’re eager to please him by offering up your wife for him to fuck. You look forward to bowing down to him and licking his cum out of your wife's fresh-fucked cunt!” Tonya's voice got softer, lower, more ominous, almost a whisper.

"And even more: to bow down to him and suck his superior cock! To lick your wife's juices off his spent cock. And to suck his magnificent penis back to hardness, begging him to fuck your wife again, because it gives you such a deep erotic thrill to be humiliated like that! It is an irresistible need to be humbled over and over!

"Once you acknowledge it, you can't deny it! Once you say out loud, 'I can't satisfy my wife: I'm not man enough,' then it's a juggernaut. You can walk away, you can suffer in misery, or you can do what you've started to do—to embrace it, to revel in it, to learn to love it! To be excited that you're not man enough, to lust after being humiliated, to gladly sacrifice your pride so that you can beat your little dick while your wife is fucking some stud! Let the rhythm of him pounding my cunt be the rhythm of your pulling your pud!"

At that Tonya unbuckled my belt and zipped down my fly. She reached into my pants and brought my pre-cum smeared cock out.

"Look how excited you are! Your little dick is drooling at the thought that I might find a real man to fuck me today! Oh, baby, I'm so pleased! You really want this! Embrace it, baby! Don't be ashamed. Enjoy it! Grab your little dickie and beat it.” She took my hand and wrapped it around my dick for me, her hand over mine, and she began pumping it up and down.

"Say it proud. 'I want my wife to humiliate me with another man! I want my wife to humiliate me with another man!'" she chanted.

Waves of pure erotic energy were crashing over me. Her hand on my dick was like molten lava.

"I want...," I began. My mouth was dry, my throat tight. Could I say it? What kind of man was I?

“…my wife to…” Pictures flashed through my head—a stud pounding into my wife, her in rapture.

“…humiliate me..." I stumbled, my tongue clumsy.

“…with another man!” I felt a rush of relief. My heart felt light. I'd admitted it. I'd said it out loud. The relief was ecstatic.

"Oh!" I groaned, my cock throbbing with arousal. "I want ... I want my wife to humiliate me with another man! Oh!” I felt my eyes welling up with tears, as if I were about to cry.

"Yes, baby!" Tonya exulted. "Admit it! It's OK! Be free! You don't have to hide it! Don't deny it! Say it again and again! Tell me!"

"I want ... my wife ... to humiliate me ... with another man. I want my wife to humiliate me with another man."

"Or maybe you should say, 'with a real man.' I'm not sure you really are a 'man' anymore.” Tonya used her hand to slow down my strokes. I was delirious now with lust. My cock felt as if it might split in two, like an overcooked hot dog, if it got any harder.

"Imagine your joy, baby! When you know a real man's cock is plunging into me, when you here cries of ecstasy through the door, cries the like you've never heard from me before! It will be glorious! Your cock will be so hard, like now! You'll know in your heart of hearts that he is making me feel better than you ever could, and that I want his cock in me, not yours! And that I always will! You'll know then that you can never be half the man he is, that my cunt will never be yours again! And that humiliation will be so exciting that you'll want to do anything to feel it again, to feel it deeper, stronger!"

I was writhing as I imagined everything she described. I needed just a little more stimulation to come, but she was holding my hand still, keeping me at the edge.

"How bad do you want it, baby? How bad do you want a real man to fuck me? Do you want to beg me? Tell me!"

I bucked against her hand, crazy with need, but she held me still.

"Tell me how bad you want it! How bad do you need it to happen, to see my pussy gaping with his seed dribbling out? How bad do you want to taste another man's cum dripping out of my cunt? Do you want to beg for it?"

"Oh, God, Tonya!" I gasped. "Please do it. I want you to fuck a man! Yes! I want it!  I want to hear you come as he fucks you! I want to smell his scent on you! Arrgghhh!” I was almost sobbing.

"I will, baby! I'll fuck him and I'll bring my cheating cunt to you, so you can taste his cum mixed with mine. I'll feed you his cum from my pussy, like a mommy bird and a baby bird. And you'll humiliate yourself by eating it like a starving man, licking up every delicious drop of a real man's cum!"

She took her hand off mine.

"Go, baby! Jerk off your little baby dick. Shoot your girlie cum while you beg me to cuckold you!"

I cranked my dick furiously.

"Please ... oh! ... cuckold me! Arrggghhhh!" I cried as I was racked with a tremendous orgasm. Despite its intensity, I was surprised to see only a modest spurt shoot out over my free hand, then a small glob, then a smaller spurt that didn't even get past my hand, then a pitiful few drips into my palm. I slumped back against the chair.

"Oh, baby," Tonya crooned, "you really enjoyed that! Not much cum after all that build-up, but I guess there just isn’t that much in those little-boy balls.” She cradled my head to her bosom. "That took so much courage, baby, to admit all that! But doesn't it feel better? You don't have to hide your shameful secrets from me. You were brave to open your heart to me. But you did it! It's like cleaning out a wound: it hurts, but you need to do it to get better.” She chuckled to herself.

"Who'd a thought it? Some man's cock in my cunt is going to bring us closer together! Another man's cum dripping out of my pussy is going to be the glue that keeps our marriage strong!"

She took my hand in hers and raised it to my face.

"Practice, practice, practice! Pretend it is his cum. Mmm, tasty warm cum!” I licked the little puddle off my palm. "Of course, I expect there'll be a lot more than this and it'll be a lot stronger and probably a lot more ... uh ... manly tasting. Oh, there's some on the floor and a little on your pants. You'll need to lick that up and then change your pants."

I knelt down to scrape up the squirt on the floor with my finger.

"No, honey, I think it would be more fitting if you licked it up straight off the floor. Get your face down there!"

I hesitated, but then bent down and licked the globs off the floor like a dog! Tonya was right—it was even more humiliating to be on my hands and knees, my pants down around my ankles, bowing down to kiss the ground my Goddess walked on.

Tonya leaned down to kiss the top of my head.

"I'm off to work now. Wish me good hunting!” My heart skipped a beat when she said that.

"Good luck," I squeaked. "I love you!" I gushed out.

Tonya stopped in the doorway and held my gaze.

"I love you too, John. I won't rest until I find a man to make you a cuckold!” With that she was gone.

I got up and took off my pants. My head was spinning. I couldn't tell if I were happy or sad or embarrassed. I felt mostly strung out. How could I got to work after this?

Somehow I managed to get to work and get through the day. All day electricity was humming through me. Every time I thought of what I'd pictured and what I'd said that morning my dick twitched excitedly.

About three in the afternoon I got a text message on my phone from Tonya.

"Have news.” News! Oh, my God! I tried to keep my mind on work. I must have reread that text 50 times. I left the office at the stroke of 5:00 and sped home. I beat Tonya home and waited on pins and needles. I'd been home for half an hour when she came through the door.

"What's your news?" I burst out.

"Oh, it's good, but you'll have to wait. Don't forget your manners. How do you greet your wife?” She stood inside the door and lowered her panties and hitched up her skirt. I fell to my knees in front of her. I looked down and saw a dark spot of dampness on the crotch of her panties. As I leaned into her mound I was hit by her scent. My tongue reached out and dipped into the warm cream covering her lips.

"Oh, baby, you can do things for me no one else can. No big strong man is going to drop to his knees and lick the pussy that is weeping for another man! Oh, that feels so nice!"

I redoubled my efforts when she admitted the cause of her wetness was another man! My nose rubbed her clit while my tongue reached between her swollen lips.

"That's wonderful. Now say hello to my butthole too. It might be a little dirty, but you don't mind, do you? Your wet pink toilet paper should take care of that!"

She turned and leaned forward over a chair, spreading her cheeks for me. Her pink star winked at me, but I could see a fleck of brown and smell the dirt mixed with her musk. I could hear her speech that morning echoing in my ears. 'Bow down to me. Humble yourself.' I did want to. I wanted to humble myself. I would lick her dirty ass to serve her.

With those thoughts in my mind I thrilled at the bitter taste of her dirt. I licked it clean and then stuck my tongue in and probed her rectum.

"Oh, God, you're sticking your tongue in my dirty ass! You want to taste my dirty ass!"

I did. I did want to taste it all. The taste was strong and bitter, but it dissipated as I cleaned out her hole. I pushed my tongue deeper, reaching, probing. I felt it touch something solid, and I knew I had found a little piece of her dirt. Rather than feel revulsion, I found myself excited. I pushed harder and stretched my tongue.

"Oh, you're excited! You little shit-eater! Fuck my dirty ass with your tongue! Stretch my ass so my lover can butt-fuck me!"

Oh, she says the most romantic things! But she knew it would only inflame me and I did as she said. The taste was bitter every time my tongue touched her dirt, but I loved the feel of her ass grabbing at my tongue, and I shuddered at the image of a lover's penis filling her rectum and her straining to take it, just as I had taken her dildo yesterday.

"OK, Johnny, that's clean enough, I think. What do they say, 'If you lick it more than twice, you're playing with it'?"

"I love licking your ass!" I enthused.

"Well, go wash your face. I'm not kissing that mouth until you do."

I wiped my mouth self-consciously.

"If you're thinking about ... anal ... why couldn't you and I do that? My ... uh ... size would be an advantage there, wouldn't it?"

"You mean like training wheels? You could help me get my ass ready for my lover? You could help him fuck my ass? No, baby, I want to save my ass as a special treat for my lover. I want him to be the first man to take my anal cherry. Of course, after I take him there, you'll be in the same boat as with my pussy. Once I have a real man, why would I want to go back to the junior model? I hope that doesn't hurt too much."

"Uh, I guess I understand. I was just asking."

"Oh, your dirty cucky brain is always thinking, isn't it?"

"What's your news?"

"Oh, I have news! And I have a present for you too! Let's sit down to dinner and I'll tell you."

I was filled with impatience as Tonya microwaved a casserole and I threw together a salad. We sat down to eat and Tonya made her announcement.

"I think I've found a possible!” My heart skipped a beat.

"Uh ... who?"

"A new courier started today. There's something about him: I felt chemistry right away! You know: chemistry in my panties, I mean! And I think he felt it too. I could see him checking me out and from how he looked at me, I think he liked what he saw!"

"Tonya, if he's male and he's got a pulse, he liked what he saw! You're a beautiful woman."

“A beautiful horny woman!"

"So what did you do?"

"Well, I introduced myself to him. His name is Brian and he's just been assigned to our route. So he'll be coming every day. Then I flirted with him a little bit! I told him that if all their employees were as good looking as him, they'd put all the other companies out of business. I could tell he really liked that. And he flirted back! He said he'd make it a point to always stop at my desk and see if I had a package—or needed a package!"

I was starting to feel a little jealousy. Tonya's eyes were lit up and she was grinning like the Cheshire Cat telling me about this.

"Then I was a very naughty girl! I told him I only accept big heavy packages! I thought he was going to choke—he didn't see that one coming! As good looking as he is I bet he flirts with women all the time, but I bet most of them don't give it back to him on the spot. I mean, we'd only been talking two minutes. I hope I didn't come across too slutty."

I looked at Tonya and I wondered where this new sexually forward personality had come from. She was excited—not just sexually, but emotionally too. I looked at her, imaging how the courier would see her. Stepping back I saw again what a beautiful, alive woman she was. He'd probably left her office with a boner! A big one? I wondered. Wow, that felt weird, picturing another man's cock, wondering how big it was, and whether it was hard. I felt myself getting hard thinking about it!

"Here's the best part. When we stopped laughing, he came back with, 'Well, we'll see a lot of each other then, because big packages are my specialty. And I've never had any complaints about how I deliver long, thick packages either!' Well, he'd turned the tables on me, all right! I didn't know what to say for a second and then—oh, I can't believe I said this—I told him, 'We don't get many deliveries like that here. In fact, I can't remember the last time I got a package like that.' And I looked him hard in the eyes! I think we both blushed then and some other people came by."

I felt my heart pounding. She was really doing it—she was trying to pick up this stud horse so she could bring him home anD fuck him! Tonya was radiating excitement as she recounted this and I could just imagine the vibes that had been flowing between them. A hunter knows his prey! Brian was probably salivating!

And my Little Johnny was as stiff as a board! My wife was telling me how she was seducing another man and it was making me horny!

"I made up a story that I'd better take his picture for security reasons. If he was going to access to the whole building, we'd want to know if someone tried to impersonate him. So I took out my cell phone and took his picture! I think he knew it was a fib, but he posed for it anyway. After that he said he had to go, but that we'd have to continue our discussion of the 'ins and outs of package delivery' tomorrow. Then he said I could turn out to be one of his best customers!

"Johnny, we only talked for five minutes and I was so wet I thought I was going to have to start wearing panty liners!"

My mind was racing.

"You have a picture of him? You took his picture?"

"Yup! Got it right here on my cell phone!" She whipped out her phone and scrolled to the picture. He was a very handsome guy, maybe a couple of years younger than we were. I couldn't see much of his torso, but I could tell he had broad shoulders.

"He's a couple of inches taller than you. Let's hope a few inches longer too!" she jibed. "He looks pretty fit. He'd have to be, lifting boxes and pulling hand trucks all day. And the way he sparred with me— those come backs were pretty quick and pretty clever—so he’s got something on the ball. And he's got that 'alpha male' swagger. He knows he's a winner. That's what I'm looking for!"

That really got me in the goodie. She already sounded smitten with him! I'd only been thinking about her fucking him. What if she fell for him?

"He certainly is a handsome guy," I conceded. "You don't think this could get out of hand, do you? I mean, you're not going to fall for him, are you?"

Tonya laughed.

"I certainly will fall for him: I'll fall on my knees and pull that 'long thick package' out! Then I'll fall on my bed and spread my legs and beg him to plow my pussy with it!"

Her enthusiasm only stoked my fears.

"But that's not what I mean! I mean, what if you fall for him emotionally too? I don't want to lose you!"

"You mean you don't want to lose me completely, don't you? You've already lost rights to fuck my pussy. But not the right to drink my piss or eat my ass or lick cum out of my cunt. I don't think you have to worry about losing those, cucky. A real man like Brian isn't going to want to do any of those things, and I really like you doing those for me. And he's not going to let me wear a dildo and let me fuck him up the ass, and I plan to do a lot more of that in the future. So I think you're pretty safe there.

"Besides, if I guess right, Brian isn't the kind of guy who sits around doing the crossword or watches romantic movies. He's probably mostly about the fucking and then he'll want to drink beer, watch the game, and shoot the shit with his buddies. So if he works out, I'll be calling on him when I need a man. When I need a husband, I'll call you."

I think she meant to be reassuring, but I wasn't sure it helped.

"Well, just don't go falling in love with him."

"Baby, I haven't even decided if I'm going to fuck him yet!” It struck me how that could sound like a concession by her. "The only thing I plan to fall in love with is his cock, if it's as big as he's hinting, and with the orgasms I'm going to have while he's sawing it in and out of me. And with the feeling of his hot cum exploding against my cervix!"

Again my traitorous mind could not help but picture that scene and my faithless cock swelled harder at her too-explicit description.

"Besides," Tonya continued, "isn't that part of the thrill for you cuckolds? Doesn't that fear and that jealousy make it all the more delicious? 'Is it just his cock that's better? Or is he a better man in every way? Is he just plowing her pussy or is he winning her heart?' It's the thrill of the roller-coaster ride—'Will we fly off the track this time?' If there's no danger, there's no fun!” She punctuated this point by reaching out and stroking the taut crotch of my pants. "Oh, look at you, Johnny! Just listening to me taunt you is making you so hard!

"Maybe playing with fire is the same reason it thrills you to think of doing kinkier and kinkier things. 'Will I have to suck his cock? Will he fuck my ass? Will he get my wife pregnant?' The fear of breaking a taboo, seeing how far you will go, that's where some of the deep excitement and fascination must come from. Yes, playing with fire!” She continued to stroke my stiff cock maddeningly through my pants.

"Aren't you proud of me, baby? Wasn't I a good slut-wife, casting my line in the waters to catch a big cock to make you a cuckold like you begged me to? We'll see tomorrow if he took the bait and then if I can reel him in. Then I'll see if he's a keeper. They have to be at least 8 inches or you have to throw the small fry back!” I moaned as her hand kept rubbing my captive dick.

"I think you're as excited about Brian as I am! You might be only a day or two away from making your fantasy a reality!” She took her hand off my crotch and I groaned in frustration.

"Don't be impatient, baby. Brian or somebody will fuck me soon enough. I'm gonna die if I don't get some real cock soon. I thought I was going to have to settle for your little clitty forever, but now that I know that I don't, I'm a madwoman to get some cock meat!

"But you might have noticed that I was a little late getting home. I have a present for you! I stopped by our favorite adult store and told the nice clerk how much you enjoyed the dildo he sold me."

I blanched at the idea that she'd told the clerk that! I'd never be able to walk in that store again!

"I asked for some advice about how to get your ass ready for some really regular use as soon as possible. And he suggested this.” Tonya reached into her satchel and pulled out a bag. Inside it was another dildo, but a little shorter than the one we'd used the day before, and it had a narrower part just before the flared base.

"It's a butt plug, baby! But it's a special one they call a 'trainer.' It's almost like a dildo, but it has a narrow part at the bottom. Your little muscles will clamp down and hold it in. It will stay like that, getting you used to having something dick-sized in you!

"I got it smaller than my dildo—I don't want you all stretched out and I want you hungering for me to fuck you good when you're horny. But when I'm ... er ... busy with Richard tonight, I thought you could play with your new cunt yourself!"

I held the plug in my hands. My wife was giving me permission—no, really, ordering me—to masturbate while diddling my ass with a dildo! I looked at it and I could feel my ass twitch pleasantly. I thought of how this implement would feel going into my bowels and tickling my prostate—and I felt a warm tingle in my rectum. Yes, I would. I would plant that in my backside and it would feel good.

"Do you want to, baby? Do you want to try it?" Tonya asked.

"Yes," I rasped out, embarrassed, my mouth dry. "I do."

"Oh, goody, because I have a date with Richard. I'm so horny after flirting with Brian. I need some male attention. I mean, from a real cock, not just someone with a Y chromosome. Come help me undress!"

I followed her into our bedroom as if in a trance. I helped her take off her top and unsnapped her bra.

"Suck my tits, Johnny. Think, in a couple of days Brian could be sucking these!” The thought both aroused and shamed me. I sucked her as asked and wondered if this was the last time they'd be only mine to do that.

I unsnapped her skirt and hung it up. She was cupping her breasts and tweaking her nipples as I did that. I returned and pulled her panties down and nuzzled her pubic hair. I breathed in the already heady aroma of her excitement.

"Get me ready for Richard, baby. Make me so wet that he'll slip right in.” She lay back on the bed and spread her legs wide. I thought of how just a couple weeks ago I'd be anticipating burying my cock in her, but now I was just a warm-up act. I gobbled up her juices and felt the already rubbery fullness of her vaginal lips. She groaned and I knew she was more than ready. Not aroused for me, but by her possible lover and anticipation of her sex toy.

"OK," she choked out. "Go to your room now. Take the enema bag. And there's an extra jar of lube in the bag from the store. I figured we might be using a lot.” As I left the room she was already unzipping the plastic bag "Richard" was in.

I closed the door behind me. I felt odd. I was being "sent to my room"—with orders to masturbate! I wanted to, in the worst way, but it felt weird to be told to. 'Johnny, you've been a bad boy! Go right to your room, young man, and jack off! And when I come in, I'd better find that butt plug in your ass!' Having Tonya aware of what I was doing made it feel as if I were not alone, as if I was doing it in front of her, like on closed-circuit TV.

But, hell, I'd jerked off right in front of her just this morning! I looked at the butt plug and it was almost hypnotizing me. It was like a chocolate cupcake sitting on the counter, shouting, "Eat me!" I took my clothes off. My dick was bobbing as I ran the enema. It twitched even from my getting a fingerful of lube: even that act was starting to have erotic associations. Just giving myself the enema already felt sexy to me. I was impatient for the main event.

I lay on the bed and pressed a well-lubed finger all the way in. As Tonya had done I worked it in circles, trying to relax my sphincter. I scooped up more lube and pressed a second finger in. It was a tight fit and the stretching was uncomfortable. I drew them out and when they went back in I was looser. I pushed sideways and twisted, stretching the muscles.

Tonya was temporarily forgotten. The dildo was my focus now. I lubed it up, thrilling at the lewdness of its greasy glisten. I held the tip to my opening. It felt good snuggled up against the ring of muscle. As I pushed it I was surprised how big it felt, even though it was thinner than the dildo I'd taken just yesterday. I guess I'd tightened back up. Maybe I did need some "training."

"Ouch!" I exclaimed at the pain as I tried to force it in. Maybe gentler was the way. I put it in an inch and then out. That wasn't so bad. In another inch, then out. Much better. In and out, a little deeper each time. I was tight, but I kept going. Oh! Oh, yeah! Ahhh! Feeling full. Oh! Rubbing my prostate. Unh! All the way in now. Relaxing. All the way in. Feel the nice fullness.

My dick was hard, oozing pre-cum. But the buzz was in my ass. I grabbed my cock and that felt good, but what I really wanted was more stimulation for my ass. I clenched my ass muscles. Oh, that felt nice. But what I really needed was to feel that cock going in and out of my ass! I pulled it out and the ring of muscle protested being stretched again. But the rubbing felt good. I started fucking myself with the plug, in and out. I needed more, faster. ’Oh! That's better! Oh, that's hot!’ My ass was getting loose and warmer now. The friction felt good.

"Fuck me! Fuck me! Harder! Faster!" I begged. I grabbed my dick and started to jerk off in earnest. Oh, my ass felt good! My dick felt good, but Tonya was right: it was as if my ass was ”where it’s at” and my dick was like a girl rubbing her clit to get her come.

Suddenly my cock was spurting cum all over my chest. I barely had any warning, as if I couldn't pay attention to my ass and my cock at the same time. It felt good but the force wasn't there. Later I wondered if the stretching of my ass kept some of my shooting muscles from squeezing as hard. But there was still something satisfying about it in a different way. Oh yeah, I was going to get some more ass-fucking. This was hot!

I left the plug all the way in. It felt bigger than ever now that I was coming down. I felt exhausted. I could feel the cum starting to cool and gel on my skin. Without enthusiasm I dutifully scooped it up with my finger and licked it off. Good practice, Tonya would say.

With some discomfort I pulled the plug out. Ass-fucked two days in a row, I felt a little ravaged. I hope I wasn’t doing any permanent damage.

I looked at the goopy plug and wondered what to do.

"Tonya expects it. Better get used to it," I told myself. So again with no great relish I licked the somewhat yucky-tasting lube off. I finished cleaning myself up in the bathroom. My opening was still a little loose. I could slip one finger in almost without resistance.

Just when I was wondering what I would do with myself until Tonya called me, my cell phone rang.

"I need you, clean-up boy," Tonya told me. I slipped into her ... er, our ... bedroom.

"Oh, baby, kiss my poor pussy! It needs lots of love.” I crawled on top of her in the 69 position and licked up her copious juices.

Tonya reached up and toyed with my anus.

"Oh, my! This hole's gotten a workout!” She slipped a finger up my rectum. "Oh, your training is working! It's so much more relaxed. Did you enjoy your new toy?"

"Yes," I admitted, feeling a little sheepish. "Very much. Thank you.” She kept gently toying with my bottom.

"My pleasure, I assure you."

“And did you have a nice time with ... Richard?"

"Oh, Johnny, how considerate of you to ask. Yes, I had a wonderful time. Don't tell Richard, but the whole time he was fucking me, I was imagining it was Brian! Was that naughty? Cheating on my lover while I'm cheating on my husband? I mean, Richard is hung, but he's not warm and he doesn't shoot hot seed into me like Brian will. I want to lie back and surrender to his manhood, to feel his body inside my body!"

Tonya turned over wordlessly and I dutifully licked and probed her ass, tasting the same bitter flavor I had encountered earlier.

"Oh, baby, that's such a nice dessert after a good fuck! Now here's your dessert.” She handed me the pussy juice-smeared dildo. With no hesitation I started licking and sucking it clean.

"Oh, you like sucking cock, don't you, baby? Maybe you're a little bit gay!”  I did not answer, but I tried to be a little bit less enthusiastic. I didn't want to admit it to her, but I did like it! Maybe a little too much!

"I don't think I'll tell Brian right away about your lust to be cuckolded. I might scare him off and I don't want to lose a shot at him. I may let him think I'm cheating on you. Or maybe I'll imply that we have an 'arrangement.' If we hit it off I think I'll get him addicted to my pussy before I let him know that you actually get off on being cuckolded. By that time, who knows, maybe he'll find it a turn-on himself."

"What do you think you'll tell him tomorrow?"

"I've got to see what he's like, get a feel for his personality. And I've got to be darn sure he ... 'measures up'! Then I need to let him know he really has a chance to bed me, that I'm not just a cock tease. You just leave it to me, Johnny. Where there's a willing cunt, there's a way!"


-Day 11 Tuesday-

The next day Tonya was made up to the nines and wearing an outfit almost too sexy to wear to the office. Some of her coworkers were going to go home horny tonight! My day at work seemed to crawl by. I couldn't wait to hear what Tonya'd done with Brian. It was like a soap opera cliffhanger. I rushed home and was waiting for her again when she came through the door.

"Baby, dinner can wait!” She grabbed me and kissed me on the mouth. "I think I’ve found the man to make your cuckold dreams come true!” She threw herself down on the couch and hiked her skirt up and her panties down. "But first things first. Get your face down there and suck me off!"

Her cunt was fragrant and dewy. My own pent-up excitement added to hers as I licked and sucked her lips and tickled her jutting clitoris.

"Oh, suck me off, you wimpy cuckold! Suck your wife's cunt that's creaming for another man! That pussy is wet for Brian! Give me an orgasm while I imagine him pounding into me!"

Her talk was driving me wild.  I sucked and licked and rubbed my face against her swollen cunt for all I was worth. She grabbed the back of my head and pressed it to her and hunched her hips against my chin.

"Fuck me, Brian! Stick your meat into me!" Tonya cried as her orgasm crested. "Take me, Brian! I'm yours! Unh! Arrgghh!" she grunted and spasmed. "Fuck! Fuck! Ohhh!” With that she fell back limp against the sofa.

"Oh, Johnny! I needed that! After lunch I went into the little girls' room and rubbed myself off, I was so horny. But then I got so hot again waiting to come home and tell you the news! I have a date! For tomorrow!"

There I was, kneeling on the floor with pussy juice all over my face, listening to my wife tell me she had a date with another man!

"What? When? Where're you going?" I sputtered.

"Get up here and I'll tell you!" I sat next to her. "Look at your face!” She kissed my lips and licked them and my cheek. "I like you with my cream on your face. I hope tomorrow it'll be mixed with Brian's cum!” She reached over and felt the boner in my pants. "Take that out! I want to see how excited you are when I tell you!"

I undid my pants and shivered as Tonya gripped my firm penis.

"Well, Brian showed up today about 10 am. He came to me right away. He said to me, 'I need to talk to you about special deliveries. If I had one of those special packages that needed to be delivered after business hours or on weekends, would you be available to accept it?' I told him, 'Well, I wouldn't go out of my way for just anyone, but for the right person with the right package, I'd make special arrangements.'

"His eyes lit up at that, baby! He says, 'How would you know it was the right person?' and I said, 'Well, they'd have to measure up to my requirements as to the weight of the package first.' He broke in and said, 'No problem there!' and I tell you, Johnny, my pussy clenched when he said that! But I went on, 'And they'd have to be a person oriented to customer service and satisfaction. I couldn't tell that without getting to know them at least a little bit first.' "

I could picture the two of them drooling over each other and sending each other smoldering looks and arched eyebrows. Tonya was fondling my seeping dick, but her eyes were far away. She was reliving it and her excitement came across in her voice.

"He said, 'I see you're wearing a wedding ring. Don't most married girls need to run home and make dinner for their hubbies? Wouldn't that get in the way of your being available for special deliveries?' I told him, 'I'm married, not dead! I've only been getting very small packages delivered at home, but I have space to accommodate much bigger ones. As it happens I have a lot of freedom in my schedule and I'm sure I could make myself available if you had a really big package to deliver—or even several deliveries the same evening!''

"Oh, baby, I was feeling very naughty then and I reached over and touched the front of his pants. I shouldn't have done it there in the office. I mean, I'd only talked to him for ten minutes, but there was something dashing about him and I wanted to know if he was bragging or if he really was equipped! Oh, baby, he was hard and he felt plenty big! I was close enough to catch his scent and he smelled good.

"He grabbed my hand and said, 'Whoa! We need to discuss this somewhere more private!' He was right: I was taking an awful chance. But I was starting to cream my panties—I think I was exciting myself with my own boldness. So I said to him, 'Can you come back around lunchtime? We could meet for lunch.' He grinned and said, 'For the sake of customer relations'—with the emphasis on 'relations'—'I'd move heaven and earth to get back here at noon. Those deliveries will be flying out of my truck! I won't be late!’

"He said it with an enthusiasm and earnestness that would make any girl swoon, Johnny! He made me feel in the moment that I was the most desirable woman in the world! He was my knight who was going to slay delivery dragons to rescue me! That would make any girl cream her jeans!"

Jealousy welled up in me, but Tonya's constant fondling of my member turned jealousy into an intoxicant. It felt as if we were both in a trance, both reliving her flirtation as if we were watching a movie unfold.

"Johnny," she said coming back to the present for a moment, "you have given me such a gift! I was so excited, as if I were a teenager being invited on her first date! I had to go into the bathroom and stuff tissues in my panties so I wouldn't stain my skirt! What a wonderful husband you are to give me this freedom."

Again the mixed message was making my brain fuzz out: I was a great husband because I was letting my wife fuck around? Being a cuckold is noble?

"So what then?" I couldn’t wait to hear more.

"He was back right on time. We went to the Bluenose, because it's dark and they have booths. I wanted something a little romantic. I got a glass of wine and he got a beer. We just talked small talk for a while. I think we both realized that if we just kept flirting we'd just tear each other’s clothes off and never find out if we actually liked each other's company. We just talked about where we went to school and where we lived and what our jobs are like. Before we knew it the lunch was almost over. I realized I was really finding him quite likable, fun to be with. So I decided to make my move!

"I told him, 'Brian, you really are good at customer relations. So if you really can deliver the size package I need, I'd like to schedule a special delivery.' My heart was pounding, Johnny! We were sitting next to each other in the booth and he took my hand and put it on his crotch! He doesn't lack for self-confidence! Then he said, 'I'm ready to make a delivery right now, Tonya!' In the dark of the restaurant I could take my time to feel him! Oh, it felt so nice and big, Johnny! A real man's cock! And as I felt it he closed his eyes and gasped! He was that turned on! When he opened his eyes he almost looked in pain, he wanted me so bad! I had so much power! Believe or not, I thought of you then! It was such a rush to think that I had two men, both mad for me! What a thrill!"

I knew how Brian felt. It was as if my dick were a Nintendo controller and Tonya could make me do whatever she wanted.

" 'What about your husband? Is he out of town or something?' Brian asked. I told him, 'You let me worry about him. Can you meet me tomorrow night after work? I'll arrange it so that my husband doesn't bother us. We can go out for a drink and then we can go to my house for that “special delivery.” ’ You know what he said? 'Why not tonight?' I told him I needed time to 'make arrangements' for my husband to be out of the house. So we have a date for tomorrow night!"

I thought I could hear blood rushing in my ears. Fear and excitement gripped me, just as Tonya had predicted. We were going up the first hill of that biggest roller coaster. Too late to get off. Committed. Bought the ticket. But even if they could stop the ride, would I want to get off? Or would I be disappointed, wanting to see what the big hill was like?

"Are you proud of your hot wife, honey? I caught a big fish on my first cast! When I got back to my desk I couldn't concentrate. I had to go to the ladies room and bring myself off! I don't even know if anyone noticed because my mind was just in a tizzy the rest of the day!"

"I don't know what to say, Tonya. I feel kind of mixed up."

"Little Johnny here seems pretty excited about it," she said, smearing a glob of pre-cum across the head of my penis. "Just imagine how excited you'll be tomorrow night! You'll be in your room, and just down the hall I'll be getting the fucking I've missed for the last two years. I'll finally be in the arms of a manly man and my pussy will be getting the cock it's craved.

“Close your eyes and see that thick cock going in and out, stretching me, touching places inside that I'd forgotten I had. And you can grab your tiny cock and beat off to your heart's content! With that going on down the hall, who knows how many times you might squirt? I'm bringing you a rush that you can't get from porno, Johnny. This is the real thing.

"And then after that, that'll be the real climax for you. After all the jacking off for you and all the fucking for me, you'll crawl in between my legs and see his cum leaking back out of my battered pussy! You'll know it's really happened, that he's hosed my womb with his sperm. You'll know your wife has been taken by another man instead of you!

"And then you'll show me that you accept that. You'll admit that you are powerless to do anything but worship my faithless pussy and the better man: you'll lick up that river of cum streaming out of my cunt. And you'll love it. It will be the best, most soul-searing thing you'll ever taste. And you'll want all of it, every drop. And you'll want more: you'll crave that taste again. You'll beg me to fuck him and bring you more of his essence, his and my essence."

Oh God! I could imagine it! Tonya was carving it in my mind with her hand on my cock! I groaned and bucked my groin against her hand.

"It's true! Look at you! You're desperate for me to fuck him, to bring you his jism! I'll be like the bee, collecting pollen from every flower, making it into honey for you to lick up.

"Do it! Stroke yourself off while you imagine that. Taste his cum mixed with my cunt juices as you beat yourself off. Say, 'I want it! I want it!' You hunger for it just as much as I hunger for his cock!” Again she put my hand on my cock for me and urged me on, with her hand on mine, to stroke myself. Her hand and my cock were wet with my pre-cum.

I grabbed my cock and a fire burned in me. I saw it in my mind's eye. Her red and swollen pussy,. White globs oozing. I could smell it. I could taste it.

"Do you want it, Johnny? Say, 'I want it!'"

"I want it," I whispered.

"What? I can't hear you."

"I want it."

"Louder!"

"I want it! I want it!"

"Taste it! Taste it! Now spurt! Now! Spurt, you cuckold! Give me your filthy cum!" she demanded.

On cue my dick spit out its slime. Tonya caught it in her hand.

"That's it. Spend your essence in tribute to my lover! Drain yourself to honor him!” She held it to my lips. "Taste a cuckold's weepings tonight. Tomorrow taste a real man's seed!"

My brain sputtered as the unpalatable glop oozed off her hand and plopped onto my tongue. I tasted it and swallowed hard.

"Lick it all off, baby. That's a good cuckold. That's your appetizer. My cum-filled pussy will be the main course. But now we need some dinner. I don't know about you, but I'm famished. Then we'll decide what I should wear for my date!"

I felt defeated, ashamed. I'd just masturbated to the idea of my wife cheating on me. I felt small, shriveled, spineless. I was quiet through dinner, almost timid. After dinner Tonya led my meek self up to our bedroom.

"Which do you think are my sexiest undies, baby? Or should we buy something new for the occasion? Do you want to gift-wrap the pussy you're giving away? The sluts wear black, but I always thought pink was the sexiest. Pink like pussy lips. And lacy. Lacy is so feminine. That gets the boys' cocks hard, doesn't it? How do you like this bra and panty set?” She held up some pink lacy tanga panties. When she wore it, half her ass hung out. The bra was a demi-cup balconette that presented her tits as if they were on a silver platter.

"He'll like those," I conceded.

"I want to wear my slinkiest cocktail dress, something short and low-cut. A girl wants to display her wares to the best advantage. And jewelry is the finishing touch. Dangly earrings. A sparkly necklace.” She laid them all out.

"What do you think about my wedding ring? Should I wear it or leave it home?"

"He knows you're married already."

"But maybe it would make him self-conscious. Well, maybe I'll let him decide."

"It's up to you. Whatever you want to do."

"I guess it is, isn't it? If you won't blanch at his cock in my cunny, what difference does it make if I wear a ring or not?"

We spent a couple of hours reading and watching TV. Then Tonya suggested we go to bed early.

"I'm gonna need my strength tomorrow.” When we go to the bedroom Tonya told me to lie on the bed.

"You've been such a dear to me. Here's some of my piss for you.” She settled onto my face and I drank her urine. "And let's see how your back door is doing.” She had me get up on all fours and probed my behind with one lubed finger. I was surprised that I wasn't really as sore as I expected to be.

"Let's make sure it stays open. We'll put your trainer in for a little while.” She opened up the storage bag and lubed up the plug. She massaged my anus, adding more lube. I tensed up as the plug pushed into me. "Open up, baby. Give me your ass. Tonya wants to fuck you."

Those five words sent chills up my spine. I bore down on the plug and felt my sphincter stretch and the plug fill me. It rubbed my prostate gently.

"That's it, baby. Feel my cock in you. Doesn't it feel good? Let's just leave it there and cuddle.” My cock sprang up again between us. Tonya hugged me to her and my cock left a wet smear across her stomach and wedged between us.

"To think I could have been stuck trying to get satisfaction from this little thing," Tonya said, rubbing herself against it. "I mean, it's cute, I'll admit. But fuckable?"

I felt her breasts pillow my chest. I was thrilled at her loving embrace at the same time I was aware of the lump in my ass. Every move made it rub and press against my innards. I felt safe in her arms and the plug steadily stimulated and loosened up my backside. She kissed me tenderly. We cuddled, dozing, for about an hour.

Then Tonya announced, "That's enough training—I don't want to spoil you!” She withdrew the plug and again had me lick it clean.

"The last night that I'm all yours, baby. Tomorrow begins the adventure of sharing my pussy with other men. You may enjoy your last night, but I'll be impatient for it to end!"

I had a restless night. Was I ready for this? Could I go through with it? Did I have any choice? If I even told Tonya to stop, would she? I felt as if I were on a speeding train with no engineer and no brakes.


-Day 12 Wednesday, C-Day, the Day I Became a Cuckold-

Tonya woke me up in a distressingly good mood. She bounced around the house and talked too much, like a kid on the morning she's going to Disney World.

"Oh, he's so handsome. I'm sure he's going to have a beautiful cock! I mean, they can be big but ugly, or they can be perfect like a Greek god. I want it to be as pretty as his face!"

She told me to be home as soon as I could and she'd meet me to get ready for her date. She wanted me to help dress her and drive her to the dance bar where Brian was meeting her.

"If something goes wrong, I'll get a cab home. If everything goes right, I'll bring him home to fuck right in our bed—the 'marriage bed.' I want you right there, in the same house, hiding in your room, so you'll be so excited and so that after, you can enjoy fresh hot cream-pie!"

Work was torture. I should give back my pay for that day. I tried to use my work to get the time to pass, but I was forgetting things and losing things. At lunchtime I went in the men's room and jerked myself off to relieve some of the tension.

I left at ten minutes to 5:00, hoping no one noticed or cared. I drove home as fast as I could without risking a ticket. Even so I only beat Tonya by a few minutes.

"Here already? That's good cuckold hubby! Can't wait to gift-wrap his wife for a real man to fuck! Help me get out of these clothes.

"Brian tried to get me to go out for lunch again, but I told him he'd have to wait. He told me his balls might burst before then! I told him he was naughty. I love how men get when they're so horny they're going cross-eyed! He told me how beautiful I was and how it was torture to see me at my desk and not be able to ravish me. I suppose when you know a girl might spread her legs for you, she does look more and more beautiful."

I had Tonya stripped by now and I looked at her through my own horny goggles.

"You are really beautiful, Tonya. I've never seen a more beautiful woman.” I went to my knees and kissed her mons, inhaling her powerful scent.

"Get out the scissors. I want you to trim me like you did last week. My pussy has to look perfect for Brian.” I carefully trimmed away a few stray hairs and brought the general length shorter.

"Kiss it, baby. Kiss that pussy goodbye. It won't be yours after tonight. Kiss my ass and wonder how long until he fucks me there too."

She stepped into the lacy pink tanga and I hooked the lacy demi-bra over her gorgeous tits. The lingerie offered her up more than it concealed, drawing attention to the delights in store more than hiding them. I helped her draw the tight clingy cocktail dress over her head and pull it over her curves. I sat on the bed as she sat at her make-up table, drawing on her "war paint," the dramatic, almost slutty false eyelashes, eye shadow, blush, and lipstick. She finished off with dangly earrings and a necklace and high heels.

"Do you think he'll want to fuck me?" she teased, letting me admire the total effect.

"Tonya, looking like that, there are dead men who will want to fuck you," I replied.

"Good, that's the look I was going for! Oh, I'm so happy and excited!” She reached over and rubbed my fly. "You're partly responsible, baby. You are so loving to give me this. It takes a big person to sacrifice his manhood for his wife's happiness. It's a good thing your heart is big, even though your penis is small. But that's why I married you, for your heart.” She placed her hand over her heart and looked me straight in the eyes for a long moment. "I love you!" she choked out, almost crying.

How did she do that: make me feel proud that I was letting another guy fuck her?

"That's what true love is, John. It's about wanting what's best for your beloved, even if it hurts. You really love me. I know that."

She grabbed up her evening bag. "OK, enough of the lovey-dovey stuff. On to the fucking!"

We got into the car and I drove, feeling as if I were her chauffeur. Tonya munched on a sandwich as I drove, no wanting to drink on an empty stomach.

"I hear this is a hot club. I want to get us really worked up with some dirty dancing first, then we'll come back home. Let me off around the corner, so that I don't have to explain who you are. I'll just tell him I got a ride.” I stopped the car where she said. "I'd kiss you, but I don't want to smear my lipstick—not yet! Love you, baby. I'll call you when he's left. The next time I see you, I hope I'm a slut and you're a cuckold!"

I watched her walk off, her behind wiggling seductively on her high heels, the dress clinging to her like a second skin. I shook my head. What was I doing?

I drove home picturing them in the bar, pawing each other. My boner wouldn't go down the whole time though. 'Traitor!' I said to it. 'Whose side are you on, anyway?'

'Brian's,' my penis replied.

When I got home, I parked around the block so that Tonya would not have to explain why there were 2 cars there. Once in the house I paced around, too nervous to sit. I had no idea when Tonya might return. What should I do? I made myself a sandwich and forced myself to eat it, although my stomach was too nervous to really be hungry. I realized I might be holed up in the guest room for hours, so I'd better have something to keep me occupied. I picked up the laptop and took it with me.

Could she even have him stay all night? She'd done that with 'Richard.' I'd better get my pajamas and my toothbrush. When I went into the bedroom I realized that Tonya had been so excited that she'd forgotten to really prepare the room for company. There were the dildos sitting on the bedside tables. Or maybe she'd deliberately left them for me, to test my devotion. I put them away in the drawers and looked around the room. There was our wedding picture on the dresser. That wouldn't be very romantic. Brian knew she was married, but maybe he wouldn't appreciate her husband staring at him during the deed. I picked it up.

If you want a love nest, you need candles, don't you? Every love nest needs candles. Tonya and I had a couple of mood candles in the cabinet. I got them out and laid out a pack of matches.

"I'm setting the mood so she can have a better fuck with another guy?" I asked myself. "But she'll notice you did that," I answered. "You'll get big points with her."

I went back to the guest room and got on the laptop. I decided to go to some of the cuckold sites that Tonya had found. That's one of the nice things about the Internet: no matter what bizarre thing you're into, you'll find a lot of other people in it. At least you don't feel all alone.

I read a few of the blogs. I was surprised how many were written by men who fantasized about watching their wives get fucked by another man and then hoped to talk their reluctant wives into cuckolding them! A lot of them were in the same boat: somewhat underendowed in the penis department. There must be some connection. If you're small, I guess you feel guilty about cheating your wife of satisfaction, so it feels good to give her what she really deserves? Or if you're small, you look up to well-endowed guys, like admiring a sports star—almost hero worship?

But why did it turn us on so much? I could see reluctantly submitting to being cuckolded out of being unable to stop it or out of fear of losing her altogether, but why did it made my dick so hard? The only possibility I could see was the sperm competition thing: "If he's getting it on with her, I'd better get ready to jump her second and hope my guys beat his guys to her egg.”

But if that was it, my head-brain wasn't communicating with my cock-brain, because my head-brain knew I wasn't going to get a chance for sloppy seconds. Tonya had cut me off. But I was still hard, thinking of her getting schtupped by this Brian. In fact, the more clearly I pictured it, imagined her cunt contracting around his girth, her cries, his cum spattering her womb, the harder I got.

Then I heard the front door open! I had no idea how much time had passed, so immersed I'd been in the cuckold sites. I'd forgotten to shut my door, so I sprang up to very quietly close and latch it. My heart pounded and I tingled all over, thinking that they were in the house, mere feet away!

My heart skipped a beat when there came a gentle knock at the door!

"Johnny? You in there?” It was Tonya. Had she come back alone? Had she changed her mind?

"Tonya! What happened? Why are you here alone?"

"Oh, baby! You sound so disappointed! Well maybe that answers the question I was going to ask you."

"What question?"

"Brian's out in the car. I told him I had to double-check that the coast was clear. But I really came in to give you one last chance to back out. Look at me, Johnny," she said, taking my face in her hands. "If you really don't want this, I'll send him away. I can tell him your plans changed and you came home unexpectedly. If you really can't handle it, I won't do it. So you have to tell me you want me to do this."

"Do you still want to do it?" I asked.

"More than almost anything I've ever wanted to do! I'm ready, willing, and able! I think I'm leaving a trail of pussy juice behind me. But I need to know you want it too. I won't drag you into this and have you come back accusing me of being a faithless wife."

She stared hard at me. Her eyes flickered over my face, trying to read my emotions.

"This needs to come from your heart, Johnny. Not just your little dick. I'm not willing to lose you for one glorious night of fucking."

My heart was in my throat. The roller coaster was at the tippy-top of the big hill, poised, ready to go over ... and it had stopped. They could bring it back down if I said.

"Tell me what you want, baby," Tonya whispered.

What did I want? So much pressure.

"I want ... you to go through with it...," I strangled out. "I want you to fuck him and come and come, until you’re satisfied. I want you to have what I can't give you. I want you to be happy."

"Oh, baby, that's what I needed to hear! And why I love you! OK, I'm going now. See you later.” She kissed me on the top of the head and closed the door.

I threw myself down on the bed. Was I doing the right thing? What would become of us? My heart was still pounding. I unbuckled my pants and reached into my shorts and grabbed my penis. It felt comforting. I was scared and excited. The feel of my cock in my hand calmed me, made me feel safe. It was going to be OK, I told myself.

It felt so good to have my raging hard cock in my hand—my "wanking cock" as Tonya had called it—that it seemed maybe this was the right thing to do. I was doing what was best for both of us: her to be fucked by a real man and me to beat my meat while she did. Those were our rightful places. 'My cock's in my hand and all's right with the world,' I thought. The wimp is jerking off and the real man has got the woman.

I could hear some voices and then nothing. Then my phone went off. What a time to get a phone call! I jumped up and fished for my phone. I looked at the caller ID. It was Tonya's phone! They couldn't be done already? I flipped it open.

"Hi, honey," she greeted me brightly. "How's everything at Mom & Dad's?"

"Tonya, what's up?" I asked.

"It's so nice of you to give me peace and quiet to work on my big project all evening. I hate to kick you out of the house, but you know I need to eliminate all distractions if I'm going to be able to give my all to what I'm working on. What? Well it is true that it gives you some quality time with your Mom & Dad too. Really? You think you might not get home until midnight? Oh, what movie are you watching? Well, I won't wait up for you then. I love you too. Bye!"

She said goodbye, but I could hear her set the phone down. She'd left the phone on! She had made that call so I could listen in to their lovemaking!

I trembled with the forbidden nature of my position: eavesdropping on my wife and her lover! I set the phone to mute my end but with the speaker on high.

"Well, that takes care of the wimp!" I heard Tonya say. The I heard what I took to be them kissing hungrily.

"Oh, God, Brian! I need you so bad! I need a big cock banging away in my poor pussy! I've put up with my husband's little pink worm for two years. I need a real man! Let me see what you have for me!"

"Oh, baby, I can't wait! I'm gonna fuck you so hard!" I heard Brian's voice for the first time. I heard the sound of clothes rustling.

"Oh, my God! It's so beautiful! I have to have that inside of me right now! Fuck me! Oh, God, I want you to fuck me!"

I heard groaning and then, "Oh, Brian! Oh, that's so ... oh! … so ... good ... oh! Oh! Oh, God! So nice! So warm! Oh, fuck! Fuck! I can feel you all the way up me ... oh ... I can't take it all! Oh, wait! Oh, gentle! You're so big! Oh, God!"

"Take it, baby! You're so wet! You're so hot!”

I shuddered. He was in her! The suspense was over. He was fucking my wife right now! I was a cuckold!

"Open up for me! You want this big cock! You want it!"

Oh, God, I wanted it too! I was feverish with lust. My cock throbbed!

"Oh, God, that's so good!" I heard Tonya say. "Keep fucking me! Harder! I need it so bad! Oh ... so hard ... oh, don't stop! You're making me crazy! Oh, how did I live without this! Oh, Jesus! I can't breathe! Hunh ... hunh ... hunh...” I could hear her start to pant, as if she were running a race. I could hear the bed rocking. He must be pounding into her.

"Oh, God! Oh! Unh! Arrrggghhh!"

And just like that, after he'd been in her less than two minutes, I knew she was coming.

"That's it, baby," Brian encouraged her. "God! You're coming around my cock! Oh, it feels so good! I knew you'd love it! Feel a real man's cock!"

"So ... good!" she groaned. "Oh ... baby! So strong! Oh ... your body ... so ... manly ... taking me...! Fuck me!" she screamed. "Fuck the shit out of me! I want you to take me, use me!” She was growling now. She sounded frantic, almost angry.

"Take me! I'm yours! Mark me! Unh ... unh ... grrr! Shoot your fucking seed into my womb! I'm your woman!"

I could hear Brian grunting, slamming his cock into her. Her filthy talk was so exciting! My beautiful wife was praying for this man to defile her, to break her wedding vows, to take her from her husband. She wanted him so bad. It was so hot!

I grabbed my cock again and it was as hard as steel. It felt so good to slide my hand up and down its slippery shaft. I was caught up in the drama in the other room. I found myself rooting for Brian.

"Fuck her brains out! Fill that cunt! Do it! Spurt in her! She wants it!” I imagined the satisfying feel of her cunt, stretched tightly around his thick meat, gripping it, trying to milk the precious cum out of it.

"Stick it to her!" I pleaded as I felt my own spurt building. "Yes! Yes! Go! Come in her cunt!"

"Arrgghh!" I heard Brian grunt. "Oh, God, I'm coming!"

"Give it to me!” Tonya cried. ”Oh, that's so good! So good! Fill me up with your fucking spunk! Oh, I can feel your hot cum pumping into me!"

It was done! His cum was in my wife, deep in her womb. I was a cuckold. I was beating my meat alone while another man's cum was filling my wife's cunt. I couldn't be that man, but Tonya was sharing it with me.

And my cum spurted out.

"Tonya! Oh! Tonya!" I cried. Ropes of cum shot over my chest. It felt as if all my longing and all my shame were draining out of me.

“Oh, God, Brian! I can’t believe how good that was!” Tonya panted. ”Oh, stay in me. I love your cock! I love your body on top of me! You are all man!”

I listened to the joy, the satisfaction in her voice with bittersweet pain. That’s how I wanted her to feel. I longed to be the man who could make her feel that way, but all I could be was the man who was loving enough to step aside so she could feel that way.

“Tonya, you are a lot of woman to handle! You fuck like crazy!”

“I’m glad I can remember how to fuck after settling for my husband’s baby dick all this time. I need a lot more of this!”

“I can give you all you can handle, baby! Your cunt ate me alive!”

“I’ve gotta make up for lost time! I’ve missed a lot of fucking in two years with Johnny!”

I felt my cheeks flush to hear her put me down. But how could I argue? Had I wrung screams, growls, curses, and panting out of her? Better to admit that he was the superior man. She deserved him. I should be happy for her. I scooped up my cooling cum and licked it off my hand.

“How’d you get him to leave his own house on a Wednesday night anyway?” Brian asked.

“Oh, he’s such a wimp, he’ll do whatever I tell him. I made up a story that I needed to concentrate on a project for work and if he’d be around he’d distract me. If I told him I’d be working all night long, he’d probably sleep at his Mom & Dad’s.”

“That might come in handy. I can go all night, baby.”

“Not when I have to go to work tomorrow, you bad boy! Plus it might take my pussy some time to get used to getting stretched out this much!”

“Won’t he be suspicious if your clothes smell of bar smoke and liquor?”

“Even if he suspected, I think he’d be afraid to say anything. He’d be too afraid of losing me. Hell, even if he knew for sure, I think he’d just look the other way. He knows he can’t compete and he’d be afraid that if he confronted me, I might leave him.”

“If he can’t compete, how’d a hot number like you end up married to him anyway?”

“Cause I know that a good fuck is not a good husband! I’ve had enough of you studs to know that you’re good in bed and good for the fun times, but you’re not good husband material. A gal needs someone who’s gonna be reliable, take care of her, be a companion, raise a family. Little-dicked guys are great for that. They know that’s all they’ve got to offer, so they try harder.”

“Well, I must be a terrible boyfriend then, because I’m a great fuck!”

“Amen to that!”

I could hear movement.

“Let’s get something, baby,” I heard Brian say.

“I don’t want to move!” Tonya replied. “I don’t want to lose a drop of your precious cum! My womb is so happy to have a real man’s seed in it! You stretched me so much that I’m afraid if I stand up my insides will fall out! Just help yourself to whatever you find in the kitchen. There’s an open bottle of wine. Bring me a glass, baby.”

I heard Brian rustling around in the kitchen and glasses clinking. Pretty soon he was back.

“Thanks, doll,” Tonya said. “Here’s to dutiful dickless hubbies and beautiful big-dicked lovers!” I heard their glasses clink.

“To special deliveries, may there be many more!” Brian offered.

“I’ll drink to that!” Tonya replied. “Now that I’m motivated, I bet I can think of lots of excuses to get my husband out of the house! Maybe we’ll have fight and I’ll make him sleep in the guest room!

“Speaking of special deliveries, let me see that long, thick package,” she continued. “Mmm! I was so hot to stuff it in my deprived cunt that I didn’t take time to properly admire it. My, it’s beautiful, a work of art. And you know how to use it too! I want to kiss it and make it feel as good as it made my cunny feel."

<Kiss!><Kiss!> I heard.

“What a nice dick! Oh, I just love to taste it! Mm! Mmm!” I heard Brian gasp and what had to be the sounds of Tonya sucking his cock. She never did that for me!

“Oh, that feels so good in my mouth! I forgot how nice it can feel to suck a real man’s cock! My husband’s is so small, I’d feel like a child molester if I sucked on his! Or maybe a lesbian! It’d be like sucking on a clit! This is a man’s cock!”

“Oh, baby, I love what you’re doing! Your husband doesn’t know what he’s missing, poor sucker! Oh, that’s it, baby. Get me hard and I’ll give you an encore.”

“Mm! Mm! Yes, baby, get hard for me again. My pussy wants more! I can’t wait to get another dose of that man-seed in my hot cunny. Mm! Mm!”

“Oh, yeah, suck me! Oh, yeah!”

“I want you all nice and hard! I know! I want a picture! I want to be able to see your cock whenever I want. I want to dream about this cock! Here’s my phone. Take a picture of me sucking you off! I’ll e-mail it to you! Here, just hit this button here!”

“Oh, God, you’re a dirty girl! You’re gonna make dirty pictures of us? That’s hot! OK, here we go! Smile! Oh, I guess you can’t with your mouth full of my cock, eh? How do I see what I took?”

“Oh, God!” Tonya gasped. “I can’t believe how horny that makes me to see myself sucking your beautiful cock! That’s gonna be my wallpaper! Take more! Or take a movie! This button here, you click there. OK, hold it still. Mm! Mm! Ahhh! Mmmmm!”  I could hear her lewd noises as she fellated him enthusiastically.

“Oh, God, if you’re going to do that, I can’t hold the phone steady! Oh, that feels so good!”

“Let me see! Hit this button! Oh no! Oh, this is so weird to see myself! Shit, I could be in a porno! Here, take one of me giving you a hand job now! Oh, how’s that, baby? Do you like it when Tonya jerks you off? Oh, that big fat cock feels so good, so hard, so long! Mm, let me kiss the tip!”

“God, baby, let’s not waste this! Let me bury it in your cunt!”

“Yes, but first let me take some pictures of your beautiful cock, all hard. Hold still!” <Click!> <Click!>

“Give me that phone! No more pictures! Fucking!”

“Oh, you beast! All right! Just let me put my phone down first! Now take me!”

“Unh!” I heard Brian grunt as he no doubt drove himself deep into my wife’s cunt.

“Oh! Oh! So good!” I heard Tonya groan. “Fill me! Unh! Unh!”

“You’re so wet!” Brian gasped. “So hot!”

“Fuck me! I want to feel your cock pound my pussy! Make me forget I’m married! Make me forget my own name!”

I could hear him pounding away at her and hear her grunt and make little cries. The tempo got gradually more frantic.

“Oh, yes! Oh, oh, oh! God, I’m coming!” groaned Tonya. “Oh, shit! Oh, fuck! Oh! Unh! Unh! Unh-hnh-uh! Fuck!”

“Unh! Unh! Unh!” Brian grunted as thrust faster and faster, straining for his own orgasm.

“Do it, baby! Spray me! Make me your slut! I want to be yours!”

“Aw, shit! Aw, God! Aauurrgghhh!”

“Give it to me! God, I can feel you shooting!”

The intensity was amazing. My mouth was dry. I was glued to my phone. Brian’s recovery ability was impressive. I was just getting hard again and he’d already fucked my wife to another orgasm. I couldn’t compete with that. Tonya must be in heaven.

"Oh, don't take it out! I want to feel you in me!"

"But babe, it's getting late. Your husband will be coming home."

"But I'll feel so empty without you! My cunt will be like a cavern when you take that baseball bat out. And all that glorious cum will start leaking back out. I want your seed in me! It feels so right." I heard some more kissing.

"When can I see you again?" Brian asked. "It's gonna kill me to now to see you at your office. Can you get away this weekend?"

"Oh, I know! I'm gonna be so horny until I can get more of your cock! I'll figure out a way to get rid of my husband for a while on Saturday."

"Here again? Won't that be risky? We could go to a motel or I could get my roommates to clear out for a while."

"No! I want to fuck you right here, in my bed. That way I'll feel close to you every night, whether I can see you or not. I'll take care of my husband. I have him wrapped around my little finger."

"He doesn't own any guns, does he?"

"Johnny!?!" Tonya guffawed. "Guns?!? He's not man enough for that!" as if the very idea were absurd. "You have nothing to fear from him. He knows he can't satisfy me in bed, so he may realize it's only a matter of time before I get my needs met elsewhere. For all I know he may figure I'm already doing it and deliberately looks the other way so he doesn't have to know whether I'm seeing someone else."

I heard more kissing.

"So did I meet your customer requirements, ma'am? Can I count on taking care of all your special deliveries?"

"Oh, yes. You have the right equipment for the job and great customer service skills! You know what happens when you keep the customer satisfied, don't you? You get customer loyalty and a lot of repeat business."

"You mean they keep 'cumming' back for more?"

"And coming and coming and coming!" Tonya sighed. I heard more rustling.

"Just let yourself out. I'm going to just lie here and soak in your cum, baby. You fucked the stuffing out of me!"

I heard the door close and few seconds later a car door slammed and an engine revved up and moved off. To my frustration I heard movement over the phone but no summons. I dared not upset Tonya by coming unbidden, but I was dying to see her. I heard her talking to herself.

"Oh, my! Look at that! Oh, this will be good. A couple more for good measure." Finally I heard, "Come here, clean up boy!" I sprang up and rushed to our bedroom.

As I came into the room, Tonya barked at me.

"Wait! Kneel down next to the bed, Johnny," she said with firmness. She lay back, her legs spread wide, but one hand held flat to her cunt. I realized immediately that she was doing that to keep Brian's cum from draining right out of her. She turned her head to look at me.              

"Johnny, you have given me a great gift tonight, and I want to reward you properly, the way a cuckold most wants. But first I have to say some things.

“Now that you've given me to another man, I realize that our relationship has changed. No, I don't mean that I'm going to leave you, or that I don't love you. I may love you more than ever! But now that I've been filled by a real man again, I know for certain that I'm never going to give that up again. I need that kind of sex. And not just once in a while. I'm going to need it regularly. And I'm going to have it regularly. In fact, I'm going to have it a lot and whenever I want. If not from Brian, then elsewhere.

"So you're going to have to accept that you're not my man anymore. You're my husband and my cuckold, but not my man. Other men are going to be my man. We're going to have to start doing things to help you accept that and even help you be happy about it. Maybe even excited and proud about it.“

I started to ask questions, but Tonya hushed me.

"No, don't interrupt. That's part of it—you're going to have to realize that from now on I'm going to be calling all the shots and you're going to be following my orders. But right now you need to accept that this is the way things always should have been with us. A sexually inadequate man like you can't have a beautiful sexy wife like me without accepting some compromises.

"The cuckold’s biggest compromise is to accept that his wife is going to get her sexual needs met by fucking real men, and that he needs to take his pleasure in seeing that his wife is happy and sexually satisfied by those men. He should not resent those men but rather admire and look up to them. He needs to accept that it is his sexual inadequacy that leads to this, not some failing of his wife or her lovers.

"He needs to take pleasure in being a part of his wife's satisfaction, by preparing her for her dates, by buying her sexy clothes and lingerie and jewelry, by paying for her dates, by giving his wife privacy for her dates.

“But even more, he needs to actually be excited by her infidelity, to look forward to her being fucked by other men. He wants to talk about their fucking her, to enjoy hearing her talk about their prowess and how they are superior to him in every way—their manliness, their length, their thickness, their technique, their stamina, and their enthusiasm.

"A good cuckold needs to be eager to actually be involved in their sex itself in any way possible: by getting her wet and ready for her lover to penetrate her, by preparing her ass for him to take her there, and, most important, by reveling in the act of licking her lover's cum out of her after he's done. And wanting maybe to do even other things beyond that."

Once again listening to her catechism had an amazing effect on me. My dick, even though drained from a very ejaculation, stood at full attention, as if eager to show her its agreement by seeping pre-cum from its tip. And my mind went into a trance-like state where I saw myself doing all those things. The images rolled through in front of my mind's eye like the hottest porno movie, with my wife as the star. The excitement was almost unbearable. How could I think or reason or decide anything in that state? I was hers to toy with, a zombie.

"Tonya...," I croaked out, my throat tight with want, fear, and excitement. "...I want whatever you want. I'll do whatever you ask. I'll be whatever I need to be to make you happy!"

"Oh, yes, baby! But the most important thing is for you to become whatever you need to become to make yourself happy with this arrangement. It's going to be hard at first. We're going to have to train you to accept it, then train you to desire it, then to love it, then to desperately need it with every atom of your being! To long to be the most abject, humiliated cuckold you can be! To look for ways to serve me and my lover—and to show the world and yourself how inadequate you are as a man! To actually love humbling yourself or being humbled.

"You've already shown a talent for being excited by lowering yourself: you're excited to drink my pee and to lick dirt out of my ass. Most people would be disgusted, but you love it and look forward to it! You're proud that you can do it! That's what we want! For you to be proud that your wife is being fucked by a stud, by a man you couldn't hold a candle to, to look forward to it, to encourage me to see him more often and go further in cuckolding you!"

That was quite a speech. Tonya must have planned this little discussion in advance. But how could I argue with any of it? It was all true! She had been right about everything so far, terrifyingly right, almost psychic. She was probably right about this too. Why fight it? It felt like inexorable fate.

"I guess that's my fate...," I breathed.

"Yes! You're right! You see, you really see! It's what is right for us. We can fight it, go back to 'normal' and make ourselves miserable, or we can embrace it, run with it, and learn to love it!"

"OK," I stammered.

"Oh, baby, you make me so happy that I married you! Even the wimp that you are, you are going to make me happier than any manly husband could have! Let's start right now. I want you to realize what a privilege it is that I let you have the excitement of being under the same roof while I was fucking my lover and I even let you listen in! Tomorrow I'll let you know about another surprise I engineered to let you be involved.

“But most important, you have the privilege of eating Brian's cum right out of my well-fucked puss while it is still hot and juicy! Since this is such a privilege, I think you should beg me to do it and show me that you really deserve it and appreciate it."

What a saleswoman! She had me so hard, so excited, I was drooling at the prospect! She made it sound so special that I had a momentary fear that she might say 'No!' when I asked! My heart quailed at that idea! I'd waited like a good little boy—I deserved to lick out her cum-soaked pussy!

"Please, Tonya! Please, I want to lick out your pussy so bad! I have to!"

"Not just my pussy, but what else?" I looked down.

"His cum. To eat his cum," I mumbled.

"How badly do you want it? I mean, it's another man's disgusting spunk. It's the proof that another man has taken your place, that your wife has broken her wedding vows. Why would you want to stick your face in that?"

"That's why! I have to see for myself, I have to know that you've really fucked another man, that his seed is in your cunt! I need to taste it, to taste your love juices mixed with his!"

"Yes! And to show that you still love my cheating cunt! That you'll even suck it dripping with another man's jism, that you'll make love to it no matter what. Even if your wife has just fucked another man, you'll lower yourself to lick her faithless cunt!"

"Yes!" I strangled out.

"Then do it! I've been holding all his spunk in me. I tried not to lose a drop. Eat it! You've eaten your own cum, but now you will have knowingly taken another man's cum into your sissy mouth. I bet you want to know what a real man's cum tastes like!"

She took her hand away and I looked at her cunt. The sight shook me. Her pink labia were reddened and swollen. But what ripped through me was the chasm that was her opening. It hung open like a cave. She had obviously been stretched wide by a much larger cock.

"My God, Tonya! How big is he?"

She threw her head back and laughed.

"Oh, that's perfect! Yes, you have to shrink when you see that, don't you? You see? Do you see that you can't possibly satisfy a woman who can have that? He's no freak. About the size of Richard. A big man, a real satisfying hunk of man-meat, but no monster. So he's half-again as thick as you. I'd say more than twice the size when you consider he's at least three inches longer too. It makes quite a difference.

"Feel that, baby! Feel that sense of inadequacy deep in your gut. Your little dick is nothing compared to that! You are right to be impressed. Or is it intimidated?"

"But you didn't look like that after Richard!"

"Because it wasn't attached to a real man! I was pushing Richard in with my little woman hands. I wasn't being pounded by a muscular man in a frenzy of fucking heat! And I couldn't piston away with my little arms like Brian could ream me with his body. It's like when I fucked your ass—after a while of being rammed and stretched, your poor little muscles just gave up and let go. That's a marvelous feeling of surrender that you get with a real man who knows how to fuck! It'd been so long I'd forgotten how good that is! You're helpless, they own you—your body can't keep them out, so it just quits trying!

"See, Johnny, you're doing just as I asked. You're appreciating just how exciting it is for me to have sex with a sexually potent man and how impossible it would be for you to satisfy me. By asking these questions you are reveling in your own inadequacy, exposing your weakness. By lifting up your little dick and placing it alongside Brian's real cock you draw attention to your failure and you acknowledge his superiority. Well done!

"This would never happen if you weren't right here, looking right at my pussy with your own eyes, minutes after my lover's left. It would not have near the impact if you just knew that I was cheating on you but you weren't experiencing it close up like this. Enjoy that feeling in the pit of your stomach. That's the feeling we want you to have again and again. Say to yourself, 'See how his superior cock has stretched out her pussy! He's ten times the man I am! If his cock is that superior, I can't wait to taste its superior sperm!' "

My ego was shrinking as I let those thoughts course through my brain, but my cock wasn't shrinking. For some reason it was harder and harder. I looked into the cavern that was her vagina and there I saw white globs of his deposit floating on a lake of her spendings. As I watched, it started to ooze out, trickling down toward her asshole.

I actually felt a thrill of anxiety. Don't let it drip away! It would be a waste to let it soak into the bedsheets! On impulse I sprang at Tonya's pussy and licked quickly at the escaping drops. Tonya placed her hands on my hair and held my face to her gash.

"Yes! That's a good boy! Taste it, baby! Suck it up! You're eating another man’s cum! You have another man's semen in your sissy mouth! How gay is that?"

I was tasting another man's cum for the first time! I was really doing it! My wife had fucked another man and here I was eating his cum! Oh, my God, it was so exciting!

I sucked at her opening like a babe at the tit. I recognized the telltale flavor from eating my own cum, but the generous amount of Tonya's pussy juice made it intoxicating. Clearly she had lubricated copiously, partly out of overwhelming excitement but partly, no doubt, in self-defense, to ease the battering he'd subjected her pussy to. The knowledge that I was tasting the fruits of their illicit coupling made me frantically excited. I drove my tongue deep into her slack opening, trying to reach more of the goo.

"That's it, baby! You want it! It's delicious. It's the essence of your humiliation. You can't deny another man has marked my womb as his territory! He's touched places your little peepee has never come close to! He's shot his wad so far into me that you'll still taste it tomorrow! Look forward to that!"

"Mmm! Mmm!" I moaned in perverse satisfaction. She was right. I was reveling. I was eating another man's cum and it was making me incredibly aroused!  His cum, Brian's cum.... It was intoxicating! This was the cum of a superior man, a man who had made my woman his own.

Well, I guess not "my woman" anymore. Oh! That hurt. Not my woman. My wife, yes. But that was just a legality. In truth she was his in the way I most wanted her to be mine.  She was his bitch ... and so—now—I was his bitch too! Oh, my God, that thought made me tremble! I was submitting to him, eating his cum, even if he didn't know it! The realization drove me more desperately at her cunt.

"Even his balls are superior to yours, baby! Taste how much cum he shot into me. I bet he pumped out twice as much cum as your little squirts!"

And, deep within me, I wanted it. I wanted all of that cum. I kept licking, sucking, seeking every drop. A real man's cum.

"Baby, I have an idea for your training. Come up here." I groaned at having to be separated from her glorious pussy. At least with my mouth on her cunt I didn't have to look her in the eye.

"I know we said you weren't going to defile my pussy with your little wanking stick, but I'm gonna make a special exception just this once, to prove a point. Go ahead and put your weenie in me. Come on, it's all big and hard, isn't it? Well, hard anyways. Wouldn't you like to fuck Tonya's pussy again one more time for old time's sake?"

I had an inkling what she was about, but I certainly missed fucking her pussy. I climbed on top of her and pushed my little willie into her.

"Is it in yet?" she mocked. "Feel that, baby. Are you touching the sides? Your little dick is sliding through Brian's cum! His baby batter is all over your dick now. That's an honor for a little feller like yours, to use a real man's spunk for your cock lube. Go ahead and fuck me. I even give you permission to come in me just this once."

It was useless. I might as well have been fucking the air. Her pussy was so loose and it was so wet, I couldn't get any friction. I tried to change my angle. I tried to wiggle around.

"Feel that, baby. Feel how pathetic you are. Before you could see how much bigger Brian is; now you can feel how much bigger he is! No, don't stop. Keep trying to fuck me with your little worm. Keep fucking and let that feeling of futility sink in. Keep going! Keep pumping your useless dick. This is part of your training. Keep pumping while you say to yourself, 'No woman wants to fuck my dick! No woman wants to fuck my dick!' Say it and feel it at the same time. 'No woman wants to fuck my little dick. No woman would ever want to fuck my baby dick.' Don't stop. Revel in it! Try to fuck me, but say to yourself, 'I'm useless as a man. I'm useless as a man. I'm useless as a man!' "

The feeling of frustration was tearing me up as I found myself reciting Tonya's words aloud.

"No woman wants my dick! I'm useless as a man! I’m useless as a man!"

"That's right, baby! Good! Keep it up! Now tell me, if you were me, who would you want to fuck, you or Brian?"

"Brian!"

"OK, keep thinking that while you fuck me! 'She's right to fuck Brian. She should fuck Brian. I want her to fuck Brian.' Who do you want me to fuck, you or Brian?"

"Brian!"

"Say it!"

"I want you to fuck Brian! I want you to fuck Brian!"

"And if you and I are going to fuck, who should fuck who? Should you fuck me or should I fuck you?"

"You ... should ... fuck ... me!"

"Why?"

"Because you have a bigger dick!"

"That's right! OK, stop now!"

"Aauurrgghh!" I groaned with frustration.

"It's not my fault your dick's too small for a woman's cunt! I gave you every chance! Now back to eating sperm out of my cunny. There should still be plenty left for a nice dessert for you. Do you like eating his cum? Is it tasty? Does it excite you?"

Oh, God, how scared I was to answer that question!

"Yes," I whimpered and my cock jumped with its own answer. I tasted another man's cum and it excited me terribly!

"Good! Good little cuckold. Did you give yourself an enema today?"

"Yes, while you were at the bar."

"Good. Hand me your training dildo and the lube. Now go back to eating me out, in the 69 position." I settled over her with my ass over her face. She was right, quite a bit more cum had leaked out of her while I was trying to fuck her. It completely covered her crack and ass. I hungered for more of that taste! I eagerly accepted the task, just as felt a cold fingerful of lube being smeared on my asshole.

"Let's let your little wiener cool off while I continue your training. Of course your masturbation will be your main sexual activity as a cuckold. But when you and I have sex, your satisfaction will come through your sissy cunt here. I want you to be almost as eager for your hole to be drilled as you will be for my boyfriends to drill mine. Ah, you're nice and clean. But too tight!" She worked two fingers into me as I lapped up her and Brian's juices.

"Your tongue is so gentle. It's soothing after the battering I took from Brian. Let me tell you about our date! We went to Dingo's, that dance bar. It was a good crowd for a weeknight. We had a drink and talked first. He was curious about how I could get away by myself and get the use of our house on a weeknight."  Tonya was working two fingers in my ass.  Talking to me about her date while I was licking her cunt out had me so distracted that before I knew it she had no trouble plunging two fingers all the way in and out. Then I felt the end of the dildo plug at my sphincter. I grunted but she pressed it in and it went in with only a little discomfort.

At this point Tonya started working the dildo plug in and out of my ass. I started grinding my hips back into the dildo and moaning. It was getting pretty hard to concentrate.

"So then we started dancing. We were all over each other, with his hands on my ass and mine on his. Pretty soon we were grinding our crotches together. He actually got his hand between us and under my skirt and started fingering my pussy through my panties. I'd say we gave the crowd a pretty raunchy show. We stopped for one more drink, but by then I knew I was going to go all the way with him, so I suggested we'd better get home.

"In the car we made out for a few minutes, but I didn't want our first sex to be in a bar parking lot. I could tell he was well hung, from the dancing and feeling him through his pants. I kept one hand on his crotch while we drove home, but I didn't want to cause an accident!

"I'm glad we'd had that lunch together, because at the bar it was too noisy and we were too horny to really talk. So it's a good thing I already knew I liked him, that he was a nice guy, not just a hunk."

By this time I was fucking myself back onto the training dildo. My ass was really feeling good. There was a pool of my pre-cum on Tonya's chest.

"OK, baby! Here's the lube. Grease up your weenie and make yourself come while I work the plug in you. Keep kissing my pussy and tell yourself, 'Thank you, pussy, for fucking Brian! Please fuck him and bring me more good cum to eat. Thank you for bringing me his cum. I want him to plant his seed way up where my puny dick can never reach!'"

I lubed up my dick and pulled it in time with the dildo reaming my ass, while I recited the words Tonya was saying. Bent over as I was, it did feel as if I were praying to her cunt. Her cunt had become my graven idol.

"Thank you for fucking Brian," I whispered to her cunny. "Thank you for letting me eat his manly cum." My ass was getting hotter and hotter. Tonya was working the dildo in faster and faster.

"Come now! Come now, saying, 'I don't deserve this pussy! I don't deserve this pussy!'"

And I did. I grunted out, "I don't deserve this pussy! I don't deserve this pussy!" and my cock shuddered and with a strangled cry I squirted onto Tonya's stomach.

"That's it, baby! Keep wanking! Keep saying it while your little balls squirt: 'I don't deserve this pussy! I don't deserve this pussy!' You can only have this delight when you are acknowledging that!"

I had just two little squirts despite all the build-up. I guess my little sissy balls couldn't keep up. I kept whispering to myself and half to Tonya's cunt, "I don't deserve this pussy."

Tonya pulled the plug out in one movement. My ass protested the sudden emptiness. It felt hot and tingly.

"Quick, get up here and lick up your squirts while it's still warm. Lick it up with your tongue. Lick it right off my tummy!"

I shifted around and stooped over. I flattened my tongue to lick across her baby-smooth skin and lap up my acrid dribble.

"That's it, baby, lick up your dick-spittle. Mm-mm! Good cum, yum, yum." She turned over. "It feels like a lot of Brian's cum leaked onto my asshole while you were pretending to fuck me. Lick it all off, OK? That was sort of cute in a way, you playing at fucking me, as if you were a real man! You're like a little boy: 'I'm gonna be a fireman when I grow up!' But you need a real grown-up hose to be a grown-up fireman!"

My cheeks burned as I stuck them between her cheeks. To be ridiculed like that by my own wife! But I had to swallow my pride—or give it up altogether—because she was right. How could I have ever thought I was man enough to be her husband?

'I am ridiculous,' I thought, 'so how can I resent her? She's just reminding me to accept it. I'll only be ridiculous if I keep trying to be something I'm not: a real man, a real husband. As long as I accept what I am, a cuckold, I won't feel humiliated. I need to try what she said,' I thought to myself. 'I need to try to be the best cuckold I can be, to take pride in serving her, to even enjoy my cuckold duties.'

I found her crack filled with sticky, pungent, half-dried cum, some of it raked out of her pussy by my frantic "squirming on top of me," as Tonya had called it during that first talk, only ten days ago but seeming like another lifetime now.

'I am honored to be Tonya's cum-wipe clean-up boy,' I said to myself. "Mmm, more of Brian's cum to lick up. Mmm, mixed with Tonya's pussy juice. Tonya and Brian's cum mixed together: my favorite! And Tonya's asshole is my favorite place to eat it!' I actually did feel better.

I stuck my tongue into Tonya's ass and got a little taste of her musk. She'd said she'd let Brian fuck her in the ass one day. I stuck my tongue in her ass and thought of that. 'She'd gonna let him fuck her ass,' I thought. That idea actually did excite me! 'She wants me to get her ass ready for him.' I felt another thrill go through me. 'One day I'll be licking Brian's cum that he squirted into her ass!' God, that was hot! I drove my tongue deep, touching the end of something that tasted bitter on my tongue.

"What's gotten you so excited, Johnny? Did some of Brian's cum get up my ass and you're trying to get every drop?"

I decided to tell her the truth. How could I sink any lower?

"I was remembering you said you were going to let him fuck you in the ass."

"And that got you excited? The idea of Brian fucking my ass? So you want me to do it? You'd get off if Brian put his cock up your wife's ass?"

How could I answer that? Was it just an exciting idea? Or did I really want it to happen?

"Yes, ma'am." I didn't know why I addressed her that way, but it felt right. "The idea of a cock in your little rosebud is so dirty. And it's something you've never let me do, or any other man. So if you would give that privilege to him and not your husband...."

"Oh, Johnny, you are a treasure! You want me to give my ass cherry to another man! But, baby, we could go one better. You could actually help me give my ass to him. You could buy me plugs to stretch me, so I could take him more easily, like they do at the Chateau in the 'Story of O'! You could watch me masturbate with a dildo up my ass to get ready for the big day. You could draw my enemas to clean me out so I'm ready for Brian's cock there. And, of course, you'd lick his cum out of my ass after the deed was done! I suppose I could even squeeze his cum out of my ass into your mouth! Well, that is, if his giant cock hasn't destroyed my ass and left it gaping open."

We both looked down and my dick was hard again!

"Well, your little dickie is like a lie detector: I can tell you're not lying when you say you like that idea! Oh, Johnny, believe it or not, your little confession's made me horny again! That's quite something when you think of the fuckings I got tonight! Get your tongue back up my ass! I'm gonna sit on your face!"

I lay on my back and she say facing my feet, presenting her asshole for my attentions. She started scrubbing her clit as my tongue probed her backside.

"Oh, Johnny, you're making me so happy! Not only are you letting me fuck a real man, but you are encouraging me to! That makes me feel so loved! To really be happy, a woman needs two things: love and cock! But how many women can find them both in the same place? One in a hundred? They find cock but they aren't loved. So they jump from bed to bed and end up lonely and heartbroken.

“Or they find love but they're deprived of cock and they go through life bitter and deprived. Many of them take their frustrations out on their husbands and end up losing their love, so then they have neither. Or they cheat on their husbands to get cock and they are guilty or they get caught and lose their husband or his love or both.

"But you, Johnny, you give me your love and don't resent that I need to get cock elsewhere. So I have you for love and Brian for cock! Or Tom for cock, Dick for cock, and Harry for cock! I have the best of both worlds!

"And now you say you even want to see me get ass-fucked. Oh, Johnny I have this nasty picture in my head! I'm on all fours and Brian's behind me. And you're there, greasing up his cock to deflower my ass! You're holding his cock and holding it up to my ass, aiming it for him, inviting him to take me. You're saying, 'Please, be my guest. No, really. You're a better man than I am. Enjoy!' And I'm squirming, because I can't wait to feel him in me and for you to see it happen!"

As she said this she was furiously rubbing her clit and bobbing said ass on my tongue. With every thrust my tongue hit into a log in her rectum. But Tonya was right about me. That just made it dirtier and more exciting to me! It tasted a little bitter, but it was just a few molecules. I felt proud that I wouldn't shrink from my duty to my mistress. I was proving what a devoted cuckold I was, to tongue her to orgasm while she planned to take her lover's cock in her ass.

"Fuck me! Fuck my ass, Brian!" Tonya cried. "Stick you cock up my dirty ass! Take me! Arrggghhh! Oh, shit! Hnh! Hnh! Hnh! Unh! Unh!" Tonya trembled with waves of orgasm. Her ass clenched my tongue as went over the top.

Tonya fell forward and collapsed on top of me. I found her cunt in front of me. It was leaking still more cum! Her contractions must have pushed more of it out.

"Baby, sit your pussy on my mouth. You're dripping more cum."

"God, Johnny, what a cum whore you are all of a sudden! Haven't you had your fill yet?"

"Just following orders, ma'am. Just following ,,, mm ... mmphh ... mmmm...."

"You are something else!"

We soon fell asleep in each other's arms. I was already looking forward to Saturday.


-Day 13 Thursday-

About 4 am Tonya nudged me awake.

"My bladder's full, but I don't want to get up and get all chilly. You get under the covers and take care of me." I burrowed down to put my face near her cunny. Tonya rolled on top of me on her knees. I opened my mouth and awaited her urine.

"It's not easy to relax and do this in bed!" Tonya complained. "But it'll be worth it once I get the hang of it." A few seconds later her pee started, first as a dribble and then a gusher. I concentrated on drinking as fast as I could without choking. Her urine was strong and bitter, probably from the drinks she'd had at the bar. It seemed to go on forever. When she was done I gently licked at her tiny pee hole, lapping up the last drops.

"Oh, that's much better than toilet paper. Thanks, baby. Can you still taste Brian?" she asked. I dipped my tongue into her slit and probed. I could! Her pussy still tasted musky.

"Yes, a little bit," I admitted.

"That firehose of his injected cum way up there, where you've never been. Saturday his new guys going in will probably meet his old guys still coming out!”

The sun came up Thursday as if it were just another day, but I knew that it wasn't. It was the first day of my new life as a cuckold. Tonya was in irrepressible high spirits. I heard her humming to herself in the bathroom. She had a bounce in her step. At breakfast she explained.

"I feel like a new woman, Johnny! You and Brian have made me so happy! I think I've discovered the secret of the ages. It's just as I said last night: it's love and cock. That's what every woman needs to be happy. The secret is: don't try to get them both in the same man. I should write a book!" she laughed.

"The problem is that every woman couldn't have what I have. There aren't enough men like you to go around. Well, there's probably plenty of little-dicked guys, but not many with the loving heart and unselfishness that you have. And there certainly aren't enough cocks like Brian's around, more's the pity! Then again, I suppose a man with his virility maybe could keep a few woman happy at the same time. That is, until he had a heart attack at a young age! So maybe I should just keep the secret to myself."

"Speaking of secrets, what's the 'surprise' you mentioned last night?"

"Oh, I can't wait to show it to you, but we have to get to work right now! All I'll tell you is that it is part of your training and that you'll really like it! In fact, I think you'll fall in love with it!"

I was consumed with curiosity. She'd had no time to go out and buy anything. What could it be?

All that day I was haunted by the feeling of excitement that had come over me when I tasted Brian's cum leaking out of Tonya. I shuddered at the thought. I'd tasted another man's cum. And ... oh my! How turned on I had been!

Looking back, I wonder how I didn't get fired from my job during this period. My day at work seemed like a blur. Half the time I was off in a sexual fantasy and the other half of the time I was impatiently watching the clock. I must either be so good at my job that I can do it in my sleep, or it's a job a monkey could do.

I’m sure my coworkers noticed that I had started becoming one of the guys who left at the stroke of 5 o’clock, because I was so eager to get home. Get home to find out what my cuckold training was to be? Everything about this cuckold deal seemed backwards. Asking to be cheated on. Excited to be a wimp. Eager to be trained. But she said I’d “love it”!

Once again I beat Tonya home. I busied myself with emptying the dishwasher and tidying up the kitchen. I found Brian’s beer bottle and Tonya’s wine glass still in our bedroom. I put the mood candles away that I had put out. ‘Clean up boy is right,’ I thought. I decided I’d start something for dinner. I’d just gotten a few things out when Tonya came through the door.

“Oh, Johnny, that’s great! You’re starting dinner! That’s perfect! That will give me some time to work on your surprise. There’s a little bit I have to do before it’s ready.  And you’ve emptied the dishwasher and put things away! See, even some things as simple as that can really be part of supporting your own cuckolding! You’re doing things like that leaves me time and energy for other things—if you know what I mean!  It might give me time to talk to Brian on the phone, or to plan our next date, or to do my nails or do a facial to be pretty for him! Or maybe even to masturbate while I think about his big cock! Now this time it so happens I’m going to use the time for you instead, but the principle is the same.” She came over and kissed me.

“I don’t want to hold you up, but I think such good behavior deserves a reward.” She pulled up her skirt and leaned over the kitchen table, clearly offering her bottom to me. I knelt down and skimmed her panties down, exposing the beautiful rounded cheeks of her ass. I kissed each cheek and then gently pulled her cheeks apart, exposing the star of her anus. In the light of the kitchen and with her position I had a much better view of her ass than I usually did. I took a second to admire its beauty.

“I’d like to take a picture of your ass, baby. It’s gorgeous. I’d like a portrait of it to admire when you’re not with me,” I said.

“Good idea! Get your phone and take one right now! Oh, that will be perfect. Horny minds think alike, because things like that can be part of your training, just like having all those cocks and cuckold pictures on our screen saver helped warm you up to the idea.”

I took several shots of Tonya’s behind. I took a couple of her ass and then she held her crack open and I took some close-ups of her rosebud. The lighting from the overhead fixture in the kitchen was perfect.

“Now get your reward, baby!” Tonya urged me. I leaned in again and kissed her asshole. It still smelled musky.

“You didn’t shower this morning!” I exclaimed.

“No, baby, I didn’t want to wash off any of Brian’s cum or the juices he wrung out of my pussy until I absolutely had to! Do I smell too funky?”

I leaned in and took a good whiff. Her scent was strong and ripe, but it was wonderful! It still had a “post-fuck” aroma, not all pussy juice, but still some cum overtones. My cock went <boing!> at the smell.

“Oh, no, you still smell wonderful!” I enthused.

“Well, a happy pussy is a healthy pussy! My pussy really needed a workout: it hadn’t had a good one in a long, long time. You know what they say, ‘Use it or lose it.’ Some of my muscles in there hadn’t been used in a long time. Good thing now that they’ll be getting regular exercise again.”

I kissed her ass more passionately, and then dipped my tongue into her rectum. It tasted clean today. I kissed her bottom a couple more times and let her go.

“That’s how a husband should greet his wife every time! There’d be a lot fewer arguments if they established who’s kissing whose ass every day! Who’s kissing my ass?”

“I am!” I proudly declared.

“Damn straight! Glad we’ve finally got that settled around here! Now you make dinner. Don’t interrupt me: it’s a surprise, so don’t spoil it!”

I could tell Tonya was still in an up mood. Adultery certainly agreed with her. I wish I could have made her that happy by myself. I guess I was partly responsible by letting her fuck Brian. “Love and cock.” I just couldn’t supply the cock.

By the time dinner was ready Tonya had come back. “What kind of wine goes with this dinner? Red, white, or yellow?” she inquired archly.

“Those rules don’t need to be followed slavishly,” I dodged. “It’s up to the individual.”

“Then I’d say white for me and yellow for you.” She proceeded to take my wine glass and put it under her skirt and fill it from her pussy. “All natural: no artificial anything!” she joked.

I took the glass and took great pains to hold it up to the light and admire its color and then swirled it and savored its bouquet.

“Note the golden tone. Excellent bouquet. This was a very good afternoon for goddess nectar!” I put it to my lips and drank a sip, thinking to myself, ‘She is my goddess! I worship her. Even her piss is precious to me!’ I felt it go down my gullet hotly, warm right out of her body! But what was making me warmer was the idea which had just popped out of my mouth: my goddess. The nectar of my goddess.

Tonya liked it too.

“Goddess nectar. I like that. Very good attitude. Johnny, I think being a cuckold has inspired you!”

We settled down to eat and we were both in a good mood. Tonya was still riding high on the euphoria of last night and I was reassured by our settling back into joking and making each other laugh. For the first time in a while we talked some about things at work and the weather. Maybe the sky doesn’t really fall when your wife is fucking another man.

“Well, you’ve been very patient,” Tonya said after I had done the dishes and cleaned up the kitchen (while she relaxed in the living room). “Your surprise is here on the laptop. I was downloading some pictures from my phone.” She opened the media program and clicked on a folder labeled “Training.” In it were several subfolders, “Pictures,” and “Videos.” I was intrigued. She opened up the Pictures folder and clicked on an icon. It opened up a large picture of Brian’s cock!

It was a magnificent cock. About 8 inches long I would guess, although I was just estimating from the proportion with his leg, and at least two inches thick. It had a nice pink circumcised head and it was straight and symmetrical, without any bend or blemishes. It was standing out taut.

“There’s what you’re up against, baby. I would say, ‘There’s your competition,’ but as you can see, there’s really no way you could compete with that.” She opened up several other views of it, some closer, some from straight in front, like it was stabbing at me, and some from below, like you were looking up at it looming above you. Then she paged from one to another, like a slide show. I found myself mesmerized by the show. I was in awe. Each time she changed to a different view it was like a blow. My mouth was dry. My stomach was tight.

“You need to look at these, baby, to help you accept your position as a cuckold. You need to remind yourself how superior Brian is to you sexually, and how inferior you are. You’ll only be happy if you know that, deep in your heart and soul, and if you don’t forget it for a second. Then every time your jealousy tries to rear its ugly head, this cock will demolish it. Whenever you are tempted to say, ‘Wait, I’m a man, I don’t have to put up with this,’ these pictures will remind you what a real man has.”

“I see,” I croaked out between dry lips.

Tonya’s hand went to the crotch of my pants and felt my dick, stiff inside my constricting shorts.

“You really are born to this, baby. Not many men would get a hard-on looking at their wife’s lover’s penis. But you do! You know a magnificent cock when you see one and your little dickie stands up to attention, to show respect to its better. It’s like a little boy who tries to stand a little taller when his football hero walks by. But your dick is Little League, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” I muttered.

“This cock is playing in the Super Bowl and your weenie is playing Pop Warner.”

“I know. I get it.”

“But do you know it every minute of every day? You’re going to have to know it as well as you know how to breathe. You have a whole lifetime of thinking that ‘All men are created equal.’ That idea’s been drummed into you. ‘A man’s home is his castle.’ ‘Every dog has its day.’ ‘On any given Sunday any team can beat any other team.’ But it’s not true, is it? You weren’t created equal. Brian was created much better. There isn’t any Sunday when your dick is even going to beat this cock’s shadow! My cunt is this cock’s castle!”

“Oh, God!” I whimpered. I felt a pain rack my gut. She was right. I was acknowledging Brian’s superiority with my lips and even some of my actions, but deep within me there was still a part that rebelled. And these pictures were battering that part, beating it back.

Tonya held me.

“I know it hurts, baby! That’s why we need to do this! I don’t want to lose you! I want Brian, but I want you too! It’s going to hurt until you stop thinking that you are really a man like every other man. This is a man,” she said, pointing to the computer screen. “This is a mouse,” she said, rubbing my still-hard cock through my pants.

“As pathetic as your little clit is, baby, it’s going to be the key to your salvation. Because the fact that this dick is hard tells me that this dick knows what your ego can’t accept. It knows that Brian and men like him are the real sexual kings of this world. When it gets hard it is telling you that you are in the presence of greatness. It is trying to tell you to accept your place and even take pleasure in it.

“Take your dick out, Johnny,” she ordered. I undid my belt and dropped my pants and underwear to the floor. “Take it. Stroke it. Let your wanking dick teach you, baby. It knows what it is. It knows what you are. Look how hard it is! We’re talking about what a sorry excuse for a man you are and it is hard, hard, hard! It’s not resentful. It’s not arguing. It’s not whining. You’re looking at the cock of a man whose already fucked your wife twice and is about to fuck her again. Your dick isn’t shriveling. It isn’t angry. It is excited! It’s looking at a superstar and it is telling you to enjoy it! Revel in it!”

I took my cock and a thrill of delight went through me.

“We’ll use the wisdom of your little dickie to beat back that part of you that still thinks you’re a man. ‘Out of the mouths of babes,’ eh? ‘A little child shall lead them.’ That’s from the Bible, you know. That same verse says ‘the wolf will dwell with the lamb.’ The wolf is Brian and you’re the lamb! ‘The cuckold shall live with the stud’! See, strange things can be the right thing to do.”

I was still entranced by the computer screen. Tonya kept paging through the pictures on after another. The one where it was jutting straight at me made my stomach do flip-flops every time it came up. The perspective made the end of it seem huge, like it was an inch from my face. It looked like a weapon: well, it was a weapon!

“Now I don’t want you to come. Little boys lose their motivation after they come. Just keep it hard. Just enjoy how good it feels to touch your clitty. Can anything be wrong that feels that good?”

”I guess,” I groaned.

“Doesn’t it feel good? Don’t you like looking at Brian’s big cock?”

“Oh!” I whimpered.

“Answer me! Doesn’t it feel good to touch your clitty? Isn’t it exciting to see such a big manly beautiful cock?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“Then say it. Say, ‘I like to look at Brian’s cock and touch my clitty.’”

“Unh!” I yelped.  I struggled to make my lips move. “I like to look at Brian’s cock and touch my clitty.”. And I did. I was fascinated by it. It was so powerful, so sexual, so ... sexy.

“Very good! Oh, your training is going to go so well! You’ll be so much happier when we kill that nasty little male ego. What better thing to beat it to death with than Brian’s big cock and your tiny one? Now take your hand off you clitty, baby, because I have lots more surprises and if you’re touching yourself you are sure to shoot when you see these!”

I reluctantly let go of my dick. It was red and shiny with blood and a long spider web of pre-cum connected its tip to a puddle on my chair. Tonya closed the pictures of Brian’s dick and I felt my fever abate a few degrees. Then I saw the mouse pointer click on a file called “hand job.”

It took a second for the media viewer to load. This was a video! Tonya clicked the Play button and on the screen came a shot of Brian’s cock with Tonya’s hand on it, stroking him to hardness! I had heard her over the phone giving him a hand job to get him ready to fuck her for the second time. Now I was seeing it with my own eyes!

This was even more powerful than the still pictures. Here I was in the room with them, seeing Tonya touch him, sexually excite him. I saw her and saw her hand on him, saw his cock twitch with delight at her touch, saw it swell and bob with its own weight with every move.

I was paralyzed by the scene, like the proverbial cobra’s gaze. Then unconsciously I began to reach for my own dick. Tonya’s hand intercepted mine.

“Very good, Johnny! Your first instinct at seeing your wife pleasuring her lover is to masturbate! Wonderful! How like a cuckold! Brian gets his pleasure from a woman, but the cuckold’s lover is his hand! It excites you seeing me handle that beautiful dick! But don’t touch your joystick now. You’ll go off in two seconds and then you’ll go into that funk you boys go into after you’ve shot your load. For now just drink it in with your eyes. There will be lots of time to jack off to this video later. All you want! Beat off to your heart’s content: as long as you are looking at this, it’s OK!”

The video was short but she had it set on a loop. When it started again I shuddered. That seemed prophetic: she would always be pleasuring him, over and over. As soon as she was done they’d just start over again! That would be my life now! I watched it over and over, hardly moving, hardly breathing.

“Oh, he felt so good in my hand, baby. Such a nice thick rod, so hard but so silky. Feeling it throb in my hand, so exciting! I said to myself, ‘What a fool I’ve been to deprive myself of this!’ I’m never going to give it up again!”

I whimpered again as the loop began anew.

“Hear that little man in you? He’s hurting. This is wounding him. Every time you watch this video, he’ll bleed a little more. He’s seeing, ‘She’s not my woman! She’s his woman! She doesn’t want my dick! She wants that cock!’” As I stared at the screen, Tonya leaned right up to my ear and whispered, “I’m not your woman anymore. I’m your wife. I’m your wife, but I’m not your woman. Look at that and say, ‘She’s not my woman anymore. She never was.’ ”

“Unh!” I whimpered again. “Unh!” I cried in pain.

“It’s hard, baby! It’s so hard for you! But you have to face it! Take your dick again. Stroke it very very slowly. Look at the video. Look at my hand lovingly stroking his cock! Say, ‘She’s not my woman. She’s his woman.’”

My cock felt on fire. I felt like I had a fever, like I was going into delirium.

“It’s true. It’s a fact. So say it!”

“She’s … not … my … woman….”

“Good! Now take your hand off your cock!” She shut down the video. “Baby, you need a break! You’re not gonna make it through the rest of what I have for you unless you cool off. I know what I need.” She led me over to the couch. She pulled up her skirt and sat down, her pelvis pushed toward the front of the cushion.

‘This is getting me as hot as it is you, but it’s safe for me to do something about it. You kneel down here and suck me off. That will cool me down and give you a break at the same time. While you eat me I’m going to think about Brian fucking me last night and how he’s going to fuck me Saturday! Oh, a cuckold is a wife’s best friend! Not best lover, but best friend!”

I started to take down her panties and noticed the stain of arousal on the front of them. That reminded me. “You never said anything about whether you saw Brian today at work!”

“Baby, how sweet of you to ask! Well, the terrible fact is that I couldn’t see him today. We had a meeting that lasted almost all morning. I know he came by, because he left a note on my desk, ‘Call me to arrange a delivery.’ ”

“Did you?”

“Not yet. I needed to decide when I was going to try to meet him on Saturday. I’d love to spend the evening with him, but it might seem suspicious if I don’t spend Saturday night with my own husband. Two evenings in the same week might seem suspicious. But maybe I could make up a story to convince him.

“I’m not ready to let him know about your cuckold status. It works for us, but he may not know what to make of it. Some big cock guys are pretty unimaginative. They’re like dumb blondes: they’ve got through life with their looks and their cock and haven’t needed to develop the fantasy life you little-dick guys have.

“But I digress: you have a job to do!” With that she pushed my head into her snatch.

Once you have your face in a woman’s cunt it’s pretty hard for her to hide whether she is excited or not. The aroma of Tonya’s cunt would turn Elton John hetero. On top of all the cum and juice from last night was a new gush of excitement from the pictures and videos. I went at her like a starving man, pulling her labia into my mouth, licking up and down her slit, sucking her clit between my lips. But in my mind part of the excitement was knowing that the cock I'd just been admiring had been plumbing this pussy not that long ago. Tonya was pretty far along when I started and it didn’t take long for her to climax.

“Whew! There’s nothing like fucking, but that beats a lot of other things!” Tonya declared. “Come up here and cuddle me, baby. You need a little breather before we see what else Tonya has in her goodie bag.” She pulled me close and started licking her own pussy juice off my face.

“We never talked about whether lesbo stuff turns you on. Don’t answer that! It turns all men on, I guess. Especially dyed-in-the-wool perverts like you’ve turned out to be. I’ve never thought about it much. I’ve always been too much of a cock hound. But my, that pussy juice on your face smells so good it’s turning me on!

“Maybe after I’ve had a steady diet of cock, I’ll be satisfied enough to be in the market for ‘a little strange’ as they say. What would that be like, to be cuckolded by a woman? I mean it’s one thing not be man enough to compete with Brian, but what if you weren’t man enough to compete with a woman?”

“I don’t think it’s the same thing,” I ventured.

“No, you’re probably right. Most guys would probably get their rocks off thinking of their wife making it with another woman. But it takes a special guy to bust one over his wife fucking another man!”

“It seems so,” I conceded.

“Babe, let’s have some dessert. No, I mean real actual dessert: you know, cake, cookies, ice cream. Oh, sorry, ‘cream’ sounds like ’cream pie’ and we’re back in the gutter. I mean, let’s have some sweet food! Get your mind off sex, or rather me having sex, for two seconds.”

We got some cookies and some non-semen ice cream. But we talked about Tonya’s plans for Saturday with Brian.

“I think he’d go for something on Saturday night," I offered. "No guy is going to look a gift horse, er, gift cunt, in the mouth. Guys think with their dicks, they say. You can make something up that he’ll buy.”

“But what?”

“Tell him that an old college buddy of mine is in town and I’m taking him out on the town.”

“But wouldn’t I go with you?”

“Say that I invited you, but you begged off. You told me you we’d have a better time reliving the old days if we went out without you. You told me you’d feel like a third wheel when we talk about people you don’t know. He’ll eat it up with a spoon! He’ll like how clever you are: I’ll actually be giving you credit for letting me have a ‘night out with the boys,’ while you’re fucking him. He’ll be laughing his ass off. It’ll probably give him a hard-on thinking how he’s putting one over on me: I’ll be feeling grateful and indebted to you while you’re cheating with him! It’ll actually set up your next rendezvous: you’ll be calling in your chit for the night you ‘gave’ me!”

“Oh, baby! That’s just what I was talking about last night! You’re actually helping me cuckold you! That’s a brilliant plan, almost Machiavellian! But what I like the most is the motivation you’re showing. You really want to help me to get a chance to fuck Brian! You really are letting your little dick think for you! Your little dick is saying, ‘How can I get them together so I can be cuckolded again and get so hard and spurt my little dribble?’ ”

She hugged me and kissed me. I actually felt proud of my little stratagem. “The wolf will dwell with the lamb.” Yup, being a cuckold is like the Bizarro World: up is down, black is white, betrayal is loyalty.

“Are you ready for more training?”

My dick said ‘Yes!’ so I said “Yes!”

“Good! I think your training is going so well, I don’t want to wait to continue it!”

We went back to the laptop. She cleared the screensaver, still looping through all the cock and beefcake and cuckold pictures she’d downloaded from the Internet. The mouse pointer went to a file labeled “suck job.” This time I knew what to expect.

But I couldn’t really be ready for it. There on the screen was Tonya kissing, then licking, then sucking Brian’s massive tool. As hard as it was to see her stroke him, it was just as hard to see how lovingly she put her lips on that cock, almost worshipfully, tenderly. But then it changed to lustful tasting, then stuffing his cockhead into her mouth. It was like a porno movie. Her enthusiasm shocked me! She never sucked my dick!

“I know what you’re thinking, baby. ‘Why doesn’t she do that for me?’ Why do you think? Why don’t you eat dog food? It’s still meat, isn’t it? Sucking on your dick would be like sucking on a worm. Worse it would be like sucking a ten year old boy. It would creep me out. But sucking a cock like that is an honor! There’s something about it: it’s so manly, so virile. I even bet you’d like it! That hard-soft consistency, that slick skin, that heat. When it’s in your mouth you can feel every beat of his heart, feel every vein, feel it growing, hardening. You can feel his excitement! If you had a cock like that I couldn’t keep my mouth off of it!”

As the video looped I saw her slurping on that sausage over and over. She could only get about half of it in her mouth and it stretched her jaws wide. Brian obviously enjoyed it tremendously. He had been almost soft when she started, but he quickly grew to hardness. I looked over at Tonya. Where has this slut come from that had been my blushing bride?

As the video looped I got to see Brian go from semi-soft to hard over and over. I groaned with longing that it could be me, not him. But it never was going to be me! It was going to be him or some other hung guy. I wanted to close my eyes, but I couldn’t take my eyes off the lewd spectacle on the screen. This man inflamed her lust as I never had, as I had never had any hint she was capable of.

“OK, Johnny. I can tell from your look that you’re feeling a lot of envy here. Let me help you. You’re thinking you’d like me to be sucking your little willie.

“You need to be able to watch this and admire Brian, not envy him. You need to realize you might as well be wishing that you could play quarterback in the Super Bowl. It’s not happening to you because you don’t have what it takes. Take your cock in your hand. It’ll help you.

“Just watch it as a hot video. A beautiful sexy woman giving a nice suck job to a handsome, well-hung stud. That’s exciting: beautiful people having hot sex! You watch a football game and you’re excited, but you don’t say, ‘Hey, that should be me! How come I’m not in that game?’ You just admire people who are way more talented than you doing what they’re really good at.

“So while you stroke yourself, say to yourself, ‘He’s got such a nice cock! He deserves it! I’m happy for him! And look at her! She’s really getting into it! That cock is really giving her a lot of pleasure! I’m happy for her! And my cock, it feels so good to wank it! I’m happy I have this hot video to masturbate to! God, my wife is beautiful! She deserves to have such a nice cock to fuck!”

My cock was lubricating copiously. Clear pre-cum was drooling out the tip, slicking my hand. I wiped my pre-cum over the head and down the shaft. I saw Brian’s cock slick with Tonya’s spit and I imagined it was my cock that was wet and slippery with her saliva.

“That’s it, baby. Watch me suck him and pull on your willie! Be excited! Doesn’t that feel good? Isn’t Tonya good to you, to make you your own homemade porno, starring your own bride, so you can masturbate? You’re such a lucky guy!

“Imagine how he feels in my mouth. Imagine how good that would feel in your mouth! You could feel his manliness. Think of those cuckolds who are clean-up boys, who lick the wife’s bull off after he fucks her. He licks her pussy juice and cum off the bull’s cock and gets him hard for the next round. That could be you, instead of me! I could be lying there, my legs spread wide, my cunt yearning for his cock and you could be prepping him for me, so he could give me another great fuck!”

My mind tried not to picture that. I tried not to think it, but I couldn’t resist! ‘You there: don’t think of a hippopotamus!’ You can’t do it! ‘Don’t think of sucking that cock!’ But, God, I did. I did think of it! That would be too much! I’m not gay! OK, I already licked that cock’s cum out of my wife, but it was in her pussy! I didn’t want to suck it off his cock! Did I?

Tonya pushed my hand off my penis and took over stroking me, but very slowly.

“Think about sucking a man’s cock, baby! Wouldn’t that be hot? That would be a great way to show what a good cuckold you are. You would be showing that you know you’re not really a man, that he’s the man. And that you want to serve your wife and his lover. Such a profound way to submit to a man and give up all claim to your own manhood! Boys think that’s the worst thing you can call someone, a ‘cocksucker,’ but maybe it would be marvelous! Wouldn’t that be exciting? To go that far, to put a man’s cock in your mouth?”

I could not deny that tasting Brian's cum had excited me! What would it be like to suck his cock? I watched his cockhead slip in and out of Tonya's mouth. What would it be like to feel that thick shaft, feel that spongy head, to feel the rim of his glans slip over my lips?

“Whoa, Johnny! That got you a little too hot. We better let go of your cock. We have a little bit more training, but it’s going to be the hardest part yet, so you need to save your strength. We need to cool you down again. I know! I bet you haven’t had an enema yet today, have you?”

“No, I didn’t think of it. I cleaned up in the kitchen and got started on dinner when I got home.”

“Well, that’s perfect then. What you need is a little milking to drain off a little of the blue balls you’re probably getting. We have time. Go give yourself an enema and wait for me in the bedroom. I’m going to call Brian and spring the little plan you crafted. I’m going to make a date for Saturday night!”

I practically stumbled to the bathroom. I needed some kind of relief: my cock had stayed so excited it was beginning to feel congested, like maybe the blood wasn’t able to circulate right. You were supposed to get hard, get horny, and come, not get hard and horny and then just stay hard and horny for hours!

I ran the water in to get it warm and added some salt to make it normal saline like Tonya showed me, so it wouldn’t irritate my rectum. I just filled the bag less than halfway and ran it in slowly. It had been a lot more exciting when Tonya did it. Doing it to myself felt more like a medical procedure than foreplay. It was doing the trick of cooling my excitement. Unless I thought about eating Brian's cum ... or sucking his dick!

I went to the bedroom and laid out a towel on the bed, then lay down to wait. I could hear Tonya in the other room on the phone. I couldn’t hear what she was saying but I heard her laughing that high-pitched giggle girls get when they are flirting. I knew she and Brian were talking about how she’d put a good one over on her clueless husband and what a good time they were going to have fucking on Saturday!

Not long after, Tonya came in practically skipping.

“Your plan worked like a charm, baby! He swallowed it hook, line, and sinker! Just like you said, he’s already thinking about how we can use the fact that you ‘owe me one’ for letting you go out on the town with your college buddy to get you out of the way for the next fuck-fest after Saturday. I told him to come over about dinner time and he said I’d be having sausage for dinner! So I said, ‘Mm, good! I love big thick kielbasa!’ ”

She got me up on my hands and knees. “That’s the best position for milking.” She put some lube on my anus and pressed her finger in. I could tell that my ass was getting sensitized. Almost immediately I was enjoying the sensation of being filled there and I pushed back against her finger.

“Oh, you like something in your ass, don’t you? Every girl likes to have her cunt get some attention! But isn’t my finger just too small? It just doesn’t fill you up, does it? It almost like being tickled instead of really fucked! Just like me and your little wee-wee. But fucking isn’t on the program for you. Just a little prostate massage to get all the cum that’s been backing up in your balls from all the excitement tonight.”

She reached in more purposefully than the other night and went to work right on my prostate. She wasn’t tickling it: she was really pressing hard on, squeezing it. It was stimulating, but almost too intense, on the edge of painful.

“Come on, little spermies. Come to Tonya! We’ve got a nice little cup for you to dribble into.” It really felt strange, like I had to pee, but in the wrong place. I could feel something moving up my dick and then there it was, a drip, drip, drip of semen escaping my dick. “Good boys! Keep coming. Johnny doesn’t need you: he’s got no cunt to spunk. He’s like Onan: he spills his seed on the ground! Keep coming, baby!”

Once she got the stream started it seemed to pave the way as the sperm dripped steadily with every rake of my prostate. It was uncomfortable: my penis felt wrong. But Tonya was right about one thing. My balls started to feel a little better. Tonya’s always right.

“That’s not that much, baby. With as much as you’ve been hard tonight I would have thought you’d whipped up more semen than that. But I guess it’s easy cum, easy go! Get it?” She really was giggly tonight. It was talking to Brian. She was infatuated with him!

She wiped her fingers off and handed me the cup. “Drink up! We have the piece de resistance left of my training videos. I think you’re ready for them now!”

We sat down at the laptop once again.

"I have a special treat for you. Or I hope you'll come to enjoy it—oops, sorry about the pun! That was unintentional!"

She moved the mouse and clicked on another video file, labelled "Fuck." Could it be? I wondered as the media player opened it. It was our bedroom again. The angle was different, a wider shot. Tonya and Brian were both in the picture. Who was operating the camera? The frame didn't move. She must have put the phone down on the dresser and left it running on video! Brian probably didn't know they were being filmed this time. My heart was pounding. I felt a flush spread across my body. I was going to actually see them fucking!

Tonya was splayed across the bed, opening her legs wide. She would be wet and loose from their earlier fuck. Brian climbed atop her and thrust himself in! Even as loose as she was, he was big enough that it still took him a couple of thrusts to enter, going in a couple of inches deeper each time.

Though the camera mic was tinny I could clearly hear squishing noises and Tonya moaning half with pleasure and almost a little pain.

Oh, God, this was hot! At the distance and angle of the shot I couldn't really see his cock going in her, but I could see the powerful thrusts he made. I could see her body writhing in ecstasy from the sensations Brian's cock was producing in Tonya's cunt.

"Look at him, baby! That's a sex machine there! That man was made to fuck women and drive them wild. He's possessing me. He owns me right there. He's making me his woman with that magic wand. Could you do that? Does your dick make me writhe like that? Can your dick make me scream?"

She was right. Those sounds—her moans, her shouts, her curses, her pleading—that's how I could tell he was giving her so much pleasure that her nervous system couldn't handle it all.

In a way she was wrong about one thing. This wasn't harder to take than the blow job. Because seeing this, I knew I was never going to be any competition for Brian. She was right to show me this. Nothing could prove that to me better than my own eyes and ears. I had to see it for myself.

" 'Look on my works and despair!' the poem says," Tonya continued. "Is any woman going to want you to fuck them when they could fuck that? Is she going to settle for a tickle when she could have her cunt turned inside out? Hell, could she have that even once and go back to being poked by a pin-dick? If you were a woman, would you pick you or him?"

"Him," I answered with resignation.

"But you don't really have to despair, baby! That's the beauty of really accepting being a cuckold. You can know you are inferior, you can acknowledge the bull's superiority, and then you can enjoy it! That's the magic you have in your little wanking stick. Brian's got a magic wand that works on woman, but you have a little magic wand that works for you!

"Take that peter in your hand and watch another man fuck your wife and wring your orgasm out of theirs! Watch him pump his seed into your bride and squirt your seed out with him! There's your beautiful, sexy wife whom you adore. Enjoy watching her have climax after climax on that god's cock! Watch it over and over and blow your cookies all over the monitor! Enjoy it so much that you can't wait for another installment, for her to cuckold you again! Revel in his victory over you! Celebrate your defeat!"

Tonya'd told me to think of this as a porno, but it was much hotter than that. With every thrust of his cock my mind screamed, 'No! That's my wife! That's MY wife! That's my WIFE!' There was something poignant about that which made my arousal double. 'That guy's a real stud horse—who's fucking my wife! She's really going crazy on that cock—wait, my WIFE'S going crazy on that cock! He just shot his wad—into my wife's cunt!' I would have to be tied down to not beat my meat watching that.

Tonya had brought out the jar of lube.

"Here, baby, let's make your pee-pee nice and slick. Oh yeah, that's nice, isn't it? Isn't it wonderful to watch your wife fuck another man while you beat off? That's heaven for you cuckolds, isn't it? Why cry? Why curse your fate? If life gives you lemons, make lemonade! If your wife cuckolds you, get off on it! Then everybody wins. Masturbators have more sex than anybody! Go for it!"

Oh, God! That was hotter still: my wife encouraging me to masturbate while I watched her fuck!

"Unh! Uhn! Oh, oh! Tonya! Tonya! Too ... much! Unh!" My first squirt shot about six inches, but the next two spasms only drooled out onto my hand. Her milking had drained me: I didn't have that much left to shoot. But the orgasm I felt was gut-wrenching. These half-comes were still powerful. It was as if my body were saying, "OK, here's your orgasm. But give us a break for a while, will you?" But I knew that Tonya wouldn't let me.

“That’s good, baby! Oh, was that a good come? Did watching your wife fuck really get you hot? That’s what we want. I want you to watch this video as much as you want and get excited and come to your heart’s content. I want my fucking Brian to become so intertwined in your mind with getting your rocks off that you almost won’t be able to get it up without my having some other guy’s cock in my pussy! That’s how we’ll be sure that you will really accept being a cuckold. Your little dick will teach you to accept it.

“But I also want that video to remind you what real fucking is, to reinforce that what we used to do is just a kind of masturbation for you that really was unfair to me. I want you to feel ashamed that you used to use me to whack off your little wiener and that you deprived me of this,” she said as she pointed to the computer screen, where the video was looping again, an endless fuck-fest. “And I want you to enjoy seeing how happy I am when Brian is in me and fucking me. I want you to be happy that I am getting such pleasure from him.”

Even after my orgasm it was hard to take my eyes away from the screen, but I had to in order to lick up the mess I had made. I licked off my hand and then bent down to lick the spurt that had fallen on the front of my chair and the floor.

“Honey,” Tonya continued, “I’m going to leave these pictures and videos in a password protected folder. It won’t surprise you that ‘cuckold’ is the password. I mean what I say. You can look at those whenever you want. In fact, I’m going to insist that you watch them at least once a day. Let’s say that you are going to watch them or read cuckold blogs or stories for an hour a day. If you want to watch them more or read more cuckold stories or spend more time surfing for cuckold pictures on the Internet, you can ask permission and I’ll let you know if it is starting to cut into other things I need you to do. But for now an hour a day will be your training schedule. We’ll call it your homework.

“And if you get the urge to jerk off while you are watching them or reading cuck stories, you go right ahead. In fact, I think I’m going to make a rule that while you are watching those videos, you have to have one hand on Little Johnny all the time. That’s how I’ll know you are letting Little Johnny teach you and lead you to where your head needs to be for us to be happy.”

“OK.” That didn’t sound too bad. Masturbation practice? Not exactly a tough assignment. I guess what I didn’t notice at the time was how we had evolved to Tonya making all the rules. But I accepted that without questioning it. When you’ve been called a wimp and a failure and a fraud, your ego is in a place where you don’t stand up for yourself.

“Aren’t I a good wife to make you all these videos? I could have gone off to a hotel and fucked Brian and just let you guess about what we did. But I brought him right into our home, into our bed, and I fucked him right there, so you could eat fresh cream pie. And I even took videos so you could see it all with your own eyes. And now I’m letting you beat off to your heart’s content. Doesn’t that deserve some thanks? Some praise? I think you should thank me for being such a good wife and for letting you jerk off.”

She looked at me and I realized that she was waiting for me.

“Er, thank you, Tonya.”

“For what? Say it!”

“Thank you for letting me watch you and Brian fuck and for letting me jerk off. You are a really good wife to me.”

“I certainly am! Most wives in my position would just go off and sleep with every Tom. Dick, and Harry and not even tell their husbands. They certainly wouldn’t ask his permission and bring him cream pies and videos for him to enjoy. You need to realize how lucky you are to even have me in the first place, with your little sexual problem, and then to be treated so well by me. I hope you appreciate it.”

I started to worry that she was getting mad at me.

“Oh, I do appreciate it! You are the best wife I could have!”

She leaned forward and kissed me on top of the head.

“I guess I was getting a little cross there. You don’t know how hard I am thinking and planning so that this will all work out. It is a strain. And then waiting until Saturday to fuck Brian again seems like so long.”

“I guess you could fuck Richard,” I suggested. “Or I could lick you to another orgasm. Or maybe you want to put on your dildo and fuck me? Would that take the edge off?”

“Oh, Johnny, those are such sweet suggestions! I just don’t know what I’m in the mood for. Planning your training and worrying about how you’d take it have just got me cross with myself. And even after you sucked me off, watching Brian fuck me has got me wound up again. Maybe if you gave me a massage and licked my ass for a while that would relax me.”

We went to the bedroom and Tonya stripped down. I got some massage oil and spread it on my hands and proceeded to give her and good rubdown. Even while she was being massaged, she continued to instruct me.

“Oh, this is so nice and relaxing. This really hits the spot. See, this is why I need two men. I’m too tired and wound up to be a good fuck tonight. I don’t need a big cock pounding in me tonight. I need to be caressed, pampered. That’s why I need you, baby.

“You know sometimes when I was horny and frustrated and I was waiting for you to get done with poking at me with your little thing and get it over with, I wondered if I had made a mistake to marry you. But right now I know I didn’t. There was something in my soul that knew I needed you for me to be whole. You and Brian are like yin and yang. You’re like the feminine force: small, gentle, loving, affectionate. He’s like the masculine force: big, strong, forceful. I need both of them. You each meet some need in my soul. It was my fate to marry you and to fuck him.

“Oh, that feels marvelous when you massage my ass cheeks! In a way you’re like a groupie. There’s people who get off just from being around a star, from basking in their reflected glory. So even if they’re just a gofer, there to fetch and carry, they’re proud to be his gofer. ‘I’m Mr. Big Star’s gofer.’ And here you are, almost my handmaiden, helping me get ready for my big fuck-date. But you can be happy to have that role. And you're like Brian’s groupie too. He’s the fucking star, but you can be happy to be along for the ride, happy to be able to lick up his cum.”

“You make it sound sort of pathetic!”

“No! It’s what one of little people can do to be happy! We can’t all be big stars. So what’s wrong with getting off on being around a big star? It’s only pathetic if you could have been a big star yourself and you settled. If anyone was pathetic it was me! I was the one who was on the verge of settling for your little cocktail weenie for the rest of my life when I was cut out for much better than that!”

I tried to get my head around all that. I gave up and kept stroking Tonya.

“Oh, baby, I think a good ass licking would be the cherry on the top. That would help me relax even more!” I spread her cheeks and looked at that beautiful pucker of hers. I licked it wetly and began dipping my tongue in and out, teasing her.

“You bad boy! Don’t make me wait. You know my ass needs a real tongue-fucking! You’re going to have to teach me how to get my ass nice and loose like yours, so I can let Brian become my rump ranger! So start now! Show me how nice it can be to have something up there. Make me hungry to have Brian pork my ass!”

I took her cue and drive my tongue through her sphincter. The musky smell of her ass and her leftover fuck juices drove me wild. I reached as deep as I could and then licked hard back and forward.

“Yes, that’s it! Stretch me out for Brian! Widen me so I can take that cock!”

I bent my tongue into a hook and pulled as hard as I could, as if I were trying to pull her asshole off of her. Then I plunged back in deep. I moved my head in a circle, stretching her sphincter 360 degrees.  I turned myself around and pulled her anal ring in the other direction.

“Oh, that feels marvelous! I can feel myself relaxing. Oh, God, I want to take him in my ass! I want to do that for him! I have to prove I deserve him. Imagine how excited he would be! Not only taking another man’s wife but taking her ass too! I have to figure out how I can prepare myself for him.” She was talking half into the mattress and half to me.

“Would you like that, Johnny? Would it excite you if Brian’s cock were fucking my ass?Tell me: tell me you want me to let Brian fuck my ass. Tell me you want to make my ass a gift to Brian. Say, 'I give my rights to Tonya’s ass to Brian.’ "

What a dirty thing to make me say. I looked at her ass and I said, “Yes! I am very excited if Brian would fuck your ass! Please let him fuck your ass! I give your ass to him to fuck!”

“Good boy. Johnny, I’ve thought of another homework assignment for you. Look up information on the Internet about anal sex. See what you need to do to safely stretch your ass so it can take a big cock. You can look for me and for yourself too. I want to be able to fuck you with Richard. Richard’s about Brian’s size, so you can fantasize it’s Brian fucking your ass when I fuck you. We can be like twins or like rivals. You can be taking Richard and I’ll be taking Brian. We’ll be ‘hole-mates’!

“This is making me horny again! I thought I was too tired, but now I think I need another orgasm. Lie on your back!” I did as I was told and Tonya slung her ass over my face and sat on my mouth. I felt her reach for something. The next thing I knew I could feel something pressing against my tongue from inside her ass! What? She started groaning and hunching against my chin. What was going on?

Then I realized what it was. She had grabbed up the dildo and was fucking herself with it while I had my tongue up her ass! I couldn’t see a thing because her marvelous butt was filling my view, but I could feel her cunt stretching against her ass from inside! “Richard” was so big it was pushing her vaginal wall against her rectum! God, and that was how big Brian was! No wonder she got so much stimulation from fucking him! He was rearranging her innards with that pole!

“Fuck me, Brian!” Tonya was shouting. I had my tongue up her ass, but she was thinking of him. “Fuck my cunt! Fuck my face! Fuck my ass! I want you everywhere. I want to bathe in your cum!”

My tongue was getting tired, but I wasn’t going to slacken my efforts. Tonya was getting more and more frantic on top of me. It was exciting to be pressed up against her groin while she was grinding away on that dildo. It reminded me of a cuckold story I had read about the cuck licking his wife’s clit while her lover was inside her. Now that’s being up close and personal! In a way I was doing the same thing, because for sure she was fucking Brian in her mind while I licked her ass.

Finally when I thought I was going to get a cramp in my tongue I felt her hit her crest. I felt her ass spasm around my tongue while her cries became more strangled and desperate.

After her orgasm passed, she threw herself sideways down on the bed. Now I could see Rickard protruding wantonly from her distended cunt. I had a sudden rash impulse and I crawled around to kiss her clit while the fake cock was still in her.

“Oh!” she cried. I grabbed the end of the dildo and started to very gently fuck her with it while I kept kissing her clit. She moaned and squirmed. I started fucking the dildo in and out a little more and a little more. I sucked her clit into my mouth and the licked it and tickled it, while I continued to fuck her more and more energetically. Now she was rocking her hips to take the dildo.

“Oh, that’s so nice. I love to just lay back and be fucked. Keep going!” she ordered. “I’m going to come again! Unh! Unh! Oh, God, keep sucking my clit! Oh, Brian, keep fucking me. Oh, I love your cock in me and Johnny’s mouth on me! Oh, Brian! Oh, Johnny! Fuck me! Unh! I’m coming! Unh! Unh!"

I waited a respectful interval before slowly withdrawing Richard from her pussy. She moaned softly in protest. It shone with her juices.

"There's a treat for you, baby," Tonya teased. "A cunt juice popsicle. Think, there's probably a teensy bit of Brian's cum mixed in there still!"

Her words inflamed me again. Was I really craving the taste of another man's cum?  I sniffed at the dildo to savor her scent before I proceeded to lick and suck the phallus clean. After only having done it a few times it was already becoming a habit. I did it without hesitation. After putting the dildo back in its storage bag, I lowered myself to give Tonya's pudendum a few more kisses, then we snuggled under the covers.

"You are very teachable, Johnny. I have great plans for you," Tonya cooed. Her powers were working: I was pleased at her praise. Praise for being an obedient wimpy cuckold.

As I lay there in bed the images came to me unbidden. Saturday Tonya would be serving me another cuntful of Brian's cum. A strange flush came over me as I pictured the pearly liquid dipping out of her violated gash. What was happening to me? I couldn't wait!


-Day 14 Friday-

Friday Tonya woke me to follow her to the bathroom, where she had me lie on the floor and she emptied her morning urine into my mouth. As always my cock instantly filled to hardness. Tonya reached behind her and gave it a few pleasant pulls. She told me to stay naked and to go make her breakfast like that, except to wear one of her frilly aprons. I made us scrambled eggs, toast, coffee, and fruit. She was dressed, but I stayed naked while we ate. She had me get her a coffee refill too.

"Come with me; let's get you dressed," she said after breakfast. When we got to her room, she started rummaging in her underwear drawer and pulled out one of her frilliest string bikini panties: pink, trimmed in lace.

"Try these on," she directed. "I think men's underwear is too masculine for a tiny penis like that. It's really just a big clit, as little use as it is to a woman. Men's underwear is false advertising—a gal might expect to find a cock in there. Plus this will advertise that you've got a cunt in back now."

"Advertise to whom?" I asked in anxiety.

"Well to you, of course! And to that little part of your brain that keeps clinging to the idea that you are a real man. We have to keep pounding him down until that part of you gives in or dies! Every little thing can help or hurt."

I pulled on the panties. They were a little tight and my package was severely constrained, there being no "pouch" in the construction.

"A little tight. Those are a size 5—you may need a 6, but not a 7. Good thing you don't have a bigger cock or the crotch would never work. As it is, your little weenie would fit OK if it weren't getting all hard and excited from wearing women's underwear!"

Tonya was right again. The naughtiness of cross-dressing, the feel of the satin panties against my skin, the sight of myself in the mirror encased in lace had aroused my dick again and it stood out incongruously against the fabric.

"I think they look marvelous, Johnny! You look cute in panties! And all day at work they are going to rub against you and remind you of your cuckold wimp status. Imagine how exciting it will be for you to open your fly and see those pink lacy panties! You may need a panty liner to soak up all your seeping! In fact, I think we should put one in right now.”

She showed me how to place a “light days” liner in the crotch, and, indeed, that excited me too, so that my penis was drooling its clear fluid, just as Tonya had predicted. It was actually painful at first to put my dick back into the panties, so rigid was it. Tonya teased me by rubbing the front of my pants and my ass, emphasizing the satin feel against my skin, and then moved her hands up to my nipples, rubbing and tweaking them, then cupping my breasts. She leaned in and gave me a passionate kiss, humping her crotch against mine. If this was how my wearing panties affected her, I’d have to get several pair!

Tonya was thinking the same way: “We’ll need to go out and get you several pair of panties in your size this weekend. I’ll choose which ones I think are feminine enough for you. Would you like that?”

I nodded my head. I was embarrassed to admit that I would, but the idea excited me more than I would have imagined.

“Johnny, I know it is a lot to ask, but I think it would be good for you to answer questions like that out loud with a full statement of what it means. When you admit the truth, then it can’t hurt you, but hiding the truth behind a smirk can hurt. It gives false hope to that little voice inside of you that thinks you’re still a man. I think it would be good for you to answer, “Yes, I’d like to wear women’s panties. It reminds me that I’m not a real man and why my wife needs to take a lover. My cock is hard because it knows this is right for me. I hope you buy me the frilliest, femmy-est panties you can find to remind me what a little wimp I am.’ Now you say it.”

Tonya put one hand on my pants front and stroked my hard penis and one hand tweaking one nipple as I recited her speech as best as I could remember it. I was pressing my cock into her hand as hearing myself say those words inflamed me.

“Very good. You are coming along nicely.”

When I got to work my colleagues might have been pleased to notice that I seemed more focused and diligent than I had in the last 2 weeks. But actually I spent the first hour at work researching my homework assignment, learning about anal sex and how to prepare for penetration by a large penis. I found that getting a set of butt plugs of gradually increasing size and wearing them for part of the day everyday was recommended.

At lunch I raced out to the sex store where Tonya had taken me before. I was relieved that the same clerk was not there. It was embarrassing to be there looking through the myriad dildos, vibrators, and butt plugs. I was glad to find that they had a set of butt plugs in one package, the same I had seen on the Internet, called the “Anal Dilator” set. The price tag floored me, but I guess they don’t have to compete with Wal-Mart. I looked down at my wallet when I put them on the counter, being too embarrassed to look the clerk in the eye. I was relieved when the plugs were safely in a brown paper bag.

I was excited to get home and show Tonya what a good boy I had been, to remember my assignment and get it done right away. It also excited me whenever I had to go to the bathroom and I had to reach into my pants and I felt the satiny panties cradling my cock. It was a pretty good thing Tonya had made me wear the panty liner, as it was pretty wet with my seeping on and off through the day.

I got caught with some work near the end of the day, so Tonya had beat me home. I noticed she hadn’t started any supper, but had changed out of her clothes into leisurewear, and was reading on the couch. I brought her the package and gave it to her like a Christmas present.

“Oh, Johnny!” she said with delight after pulling out the butt plugs. “I think I know what this is for, but why don’t you tell me? Remember about how I want you to say everything this means.”

“You told me to research how you could prepare yourself so that Brian could fuck your ass.” Tonya was right: saying it out loud was very powerful. Although I was thinking of what she would want me say, the fact that I wasn’t just repeating her words made it much more humiliating and therefore much more arousing. “Wearing one of these for some time each day will stretch you gradually so that you can accommodate Brian’s penis without injury.”

“Go on. Tell me what you want and why.”

“I want you to wear these so Brian can fuck you in the ass, because I find that idea very exciting. God, that huge cock in your ass!” I gasped in heat.

“Then thank you, Johnny. What a nice present! Butt plugs so I can be ass-fucked by my new lover. And we can share! I think you can go straight to the middle one already while I start with the small one! We’ll have a race: see who can take a big cock in their ass first!” She pulled me down and kissed me.

“But now I’m hungry and I want to see your cute pink panties while I watch you make our dinner. So strip!”

I was a little taken aback by Tonya new “take over” attitude, but I guess it went with the “training” idea: the teacher is boss.  I went to our bedroom and took off my clothes and came back to the kitchen and started making some pasta.

“Oh my, look at you!” Tonya enthused. “You’re a little sexy hermaphrodite! Those panties are a real turn-on! For me, and it appears for you too!” She leered at me from the couch. “I think I’m going to like seeing you like this. Are you chilly though?”

“A little,” I admitted.

“You keep working. I have something for that.” Soon she came back with a matching pink satin camisole. “This might be a little skimpy, but as you are not that muscular and you don’t have any boobs, I think it should fit OK.” I obediently raised my arms and let her slip it over my head. It was short on me, so it didn’t reach the top of the panties, but it fit around my chest OK. Now I really looked ridiculous, like bad transvestite.

“Oh, you’re so cute! Now I know this might seem unfair to you, Johnny, but we want to be sure you don’t start getting those ‘I’m a man!’ thoughts again. You may think you look ridiculous now, but it’s no more ridiculous than all those times you stuck your little weenie in me and tried to pretend you were ‘fucking’ me.” She made air quotes with her fingers. ”Besides, I think you look darling like that!” Tonya reached down and cupped my dick through the satin panties, as if to emphasize the fact that my cock was hard throughout this, undercutting any protest I might make.

My cheeks were hot but I said nothing and continued to make dinner.

“I saw Brian today,” Tonya confessed, as if she were talking about the weather. I had to make myself concentrate on the measurements in the recipe.

‘Seeing him in the office every day is going to be hard now that we’re fucking. Knowing that big cock is inches away drove me crazy! He was having a hard time too—get it?—‘hard’? I had to warn him not to try anything that anyone would notice. But we were both so desperate to get our hands on each other that I suggested we find somewhere more private. So we ducked into a small women’s bathroom on the back hall and locked the door behind us.”

I couldn’t focus on my cooking anymore, so I took the pan off the burner to listen.

“Johnny, he’s so masculine! He’s got pheromones or a vibe or something! I’m wet the minute I lay eyes on him! It’s like my ovaries know: they say, ‘Here’s an alpha male! Good genes! Spread your legs and collect his seed!’ The minute we locked that door we were on each other!”

“Wha-What did you do? I mean you’re at your office! Did you fuck him right there in the bathroom?”

“Oh, part of me wishes I could have! But another part of me wants to save it for when we can be more relaxed. We kissed, and I mean hard! And he was grabbing my ass and pushing himself up against me, like a dry hump. I had to touch that big cock, so I stuck my hand down the front of his pants. He was desperate for me to get at it too, so he pulled down his zipper and whipped it out.

“Oh, God, Johnny, I know I’ve fucked him and taken pictures of it, but his cock is so impressive, it took my breath away to see it in the flesh again. I just had to taste it again! So I kissed it and took the tip in my mouth! There in the bathroom!”

“Did you give him a blow job?”

“He sure wanted me to! But I just wanted to feel it in my mouth again, to smell it, to hold it. He begged me to finish him off, but I told him it would be a waste. I wanted it in my cunny and I wanted it in my bed where I could relax and enjoy it and give it the full attention it deserved. I promised I’d more than make up for it tomorrow night! So I made him zip up and he called me a cocktease. I told him he already knew better and I’d prove it again tomorrow.

“I stuck my head out the door to make sure no one was coming and he slipped out. I stayed a minute to fix my lipstick and make sure I didn’t look too ravished and then I went back to my desk. I tell you, Johnny, I’m gonna have to borrow some of your panty liners myself, because I was soaking after that! I can’t wait to have that big cock 8 inches deep in my cunt again!”

My faithless dick was hard as steel listening to that story. Hard and pushing out my pink panties while my nipples were caressed by my pink satin camisole!  I had to shake myself to get back to making dinner without burning something.

Tonya could sense my distraction and came into the kitchen to twist the knife. She reached around me to rub my nipples through the camisole.

“Did you like hearing that story, baby? Does it excite you to hear about your wife sucking her lover’s big cock in a public washroom? Are you excited to know she’ll be fucking that cock tomorrow night in our bed?” Her fingers on my nipples were like electricity. I moaned in response. “Remember, it’s good for you to say everything out loud!”

“Y-yes, it d-did excite me…. I … I’m excited to think of you fucking him again!” My cheeks blushed with embarrassment to say that, but it was true nonetheless.

“Good! Good boy!” She reached down and rubbed the front of my panties with one hand while the other kept tickling my nipple. “Keep thinking about that, but watch you don’t burn yourself!” She went back to the couch and let me finish making dinner.

When I set the meal out I found a wine glass of Tonya’s pee at my place.

“To big-cocked lovers and little-dicked cuckolds!” she toasted and I clinked my glass on hers and drank her urine, warm straight from the source.

After dinner, Tonya got out her phone. To my horror she took some pictures and then told me to take off my panties and camisole.

“I want a picture of Little Johnny. I have pictures of Brian’s cock, but none of your little thingy. It’s not fair. Stand over here. Try to get it as hard as it will get! I mean, I know you don’t have Brian’s cum in your mouth or a plug up your butt, but see if you can’t get it pretty hard for your picture.”

It started only half-hard but the idea of Tonya taking a picture and a few strokes of my hand got it stiff in a few moments. She took pictures from a few angles. Then she had me put my panties back on, with my dick straining against the fabric and took a few pictures of that. I started to worry where those pictures would end up but I tried to put it out of my mind. It was all part of my “training.”

“Now for your homework, baby. Take the laptop into your room, er, I mean 'the guest bedroom,' and watch your videos for the next hour. Remember, I want you to hold your dickie the whole time. It’s OK if you masturbate: I want you to! It’s very exciting to watch your wife fuck a real man, so you’ll probably come at least once, probably two or three times. That’s perfectly OK. I might even come watch you! I like to see you enjoying yourself! Your little dick gives you such good feelings when you pull it! That’s what it’s for!”

I took the laptop and went to the guest room with mixed feelings of excitement and humiliation. I felt as if I were being sent away, but the prospect of beating off sounded good too. Tonya’s even handed me a jar of lube to take with me! I wasn’t sure what I wanted to watch first. I decided to leave the best for last and I went through in the same order Tonya had showed them to me the night before. I started with the pictures of Brian’s cock.

Then I noticed there were some other pictures in the folder and opened them. They were pictures of Tonya’s pussy. She must have taken them right after Brian left and before she called me. They were close-ups showing her cunt red and swollen. Her vagina was gaping open wide from the size of Brian’s cock. And there was a glob of cum poised to drip out and a pearly stream of cum that had already oozed toward her taint.

I closed my eyes and grasped my dick and began to stroke myself. There were several pictures, almost a time-lapse of a drip of cum collecting and then dripping down toward her asshole. I flipped through them quickly and it almost gave the illusion of seeing the drip form and let go. I moaned. That forbidden substance fascinated me.

I went on to the video of Tonya handling Brian’s cock. I could see again the mixture of lust and reverence with which she handled it, as if she couldn’t believe her luck in finally having the big cock of her fantasies again. Then I watched her mouth him and suck on his tool. I thought of her taking him in her mouth that very day in a furtive restroom groping and it thrilled me. The thought of her being so overcome with lust to take a chance like that was so hot!

Just then Tonya came in, startling me momentarily.

“Having fun, baby?”

“Uh, yeah, I guess,” I stammered.

“Funnest homework you ever did, I’ll bet! Johnny, you inspire my creative juices! And Brian inspires my other juices! But the challenge of your training has got my brain working overtime. I want to take some video of you masturbating tonight and even of you coming! I have an idea that could be very educational. So carry on what you were doing. Don’t even pay attention to me unless I tell you to do something or I ask you a question, OK?”

“OK.” I reluctantly went back to stroking myself. The interruption had cooled my libido for a second and the self-consciousness of being videoed didn’t help, but the video on the screen and the squishing of my lubed hand over my cock soon overcame those. I soon was hard and straining. I switched to the video of Brian fucking her and I was soon lost in the hypnotic eroticism of watching his huge penis part her lips and ram into her cunt.

Tonya started narrating her video! “Here’s my cuckold husband wanking his tiny dick while he watches me get a real dick shoved up my pussy. Look how excited he is! This is so arousing for a little-dicked guy to see a real man at work and to see his wife get the fucking she needs and deserves. Look how hard his little thing is! It’s such a good size for jerking off. See how it fits in his hand. On the screen is a man with a big cock putting it where big cocks are designed to go and here he is putting his little dick into his hand, where it is designed to go. Oh, I think he’s getting close to his first come! He’s only been at it about 15 minutes, so he may get three squirts in this session. It’s any second now!”

With that lewd commentary it took nothing to put me over the edge. I held my free hand out to catch my ejaculations.

“There! There he goes! It’s almost more like draining than shooting. That’s never going to poke anyone’s eye out! Oh, doesn’t that feel good? Oh, that little wiener can feel so good to these little guys! Not like fucking a woman, but they’d hardly know. Still, pretty good.

“Now he’s going to lick it up. He needs to develop a taste for cum if he’s going to be useful as a clean-up boy after my lover is done depositing his spun in me. Smile for the camera, baby! Show them how much you like to eat cum! See his hand: all clean! OK, we’ll leave Johnny alone for now. He’s got more homework to do!”

With that Tonya left and I wondered what the rest of the hour would be like after having already come once. Normally if I’d have masturbated, one come would be plenty. It really saps your motivation to go on. But I had my orders, so I went back to watching the video and just held my dick in my greasy hand.

I went back to the blow job video and went back to thinking about the bathroom encounter. My mind started drifting to what might happen tomorrow night. Certainly she wouldn’t offer him her ass yet: he’d rip her apart. But even the idea that one of these days she would let him take her anal cherry had my dick starting to get hard again! I was watching the video with half my mind but the other half was seeing her tight anus caving in as his girth strained to open her up! Then despite myself I imagined her being thrilled when he bottomed out in her ass and she could feel his balls slapping against her thighs. I imagined her feeling wanton that she was being ass-fucked and loving it!

My hand started cranking my dick in earnest now. I’d just had an orgasm ten minutes ago, but I was hard and horny thinking about my bride giving her ass to her new lover. Oh, this cuckold thing was like a drug! Tonya was canny. She was like a pusher. She was giving me all the drug I could handle, hoping I’d be hooked and then I’d be addicted to her getting banged by anybody but me!

And she was oh so right: my hand did feel so good on my dick! It slid up and down silkily, the lube making a wonderful mixture with my dribbling pre-cum. I was very excited but I could tell that my orgasm was not yet near, having come so recently. I switched back to the fucking video and watched it through again, backing it up and reliving the moment when he entered her and then the moment when he emptied his balls into her.

I know what cocks look like, but somehow I couldn't take my eyes off Brian's, as if I'd never see one before. That cock had been in my wife and I'd sucked down the cum from that cock. And that cock was so thick and long and ... perfect!

I turned the sound up to hear Tonya’s screams of ecstasy at his size and her cries of orgasm. I could feel myself getting close again. I closed my eyes and just listened to Tonya’s moaning and Brian’s grunting and I imagined I was there in the room with them, a fly on the wall, seeing it with my own eyes, smelling the overpowering smell of Tonya’s pussy creaming to ease Brian’s cock into her. I groaned and came again, spasming hard but barely spitting the meager cum into my hand.

Now I felt wrung out but I looked at the clock and I had 15 minutes left. My dick felt exquisitely tender and didn’t want to be touched, but I held it gently. I turned off the video and went back to the still pictures. Then I backed up and found the cache of stud and cuckold pictures that Tonya had downloaded from the Internet. I paged through those, finding some showing cuckolds in the room with their wife and her bull. Some of them showed the cuckold licking his wife clean of the bull’s cum, others even showed him licking his wife’s clit or sucking on her tits as the lover fucked her. A few showed the cuckold sucking on the lover’s cock.

The ones that stirred me the most strangely were a couple showing the cuckold holding the lover’s cock, aiming it toward his wife’s pussy as he prepared to spear her. And one showed the husband holding the bull’s cock up to his wife’s asshole! I stared and stared at that one and incredibly my dick rose again! I’d already said aloud that I wanted my wife to give her ass to Brian. Here was the visual proof of another cuckold husband inviting his wife’s lover to take her ass. He was there, pointing the lover’s cock at her rosebud, asking him to ream her bowels with abandon. What surrender!

My cock was half-hard and it thrilled me to stroke it again. I pulled another glob of lube out of the jar and flipped among the cuckold pictures, jerking myself off as I went. I found another picture of a wife pulling her ass cheeks apart, exposing her anus like a target. ‘Do me!’ that picture screamed at me. ‘Do my ass! I want you there where my husband will never go, where no good girl ever lets any man go! But I want your cock so bad, I want it everywhere!’ That’s what Tonya had said just last night!

My cock burned with the progress of pre-cum up the shaft. Three comes in an hour was abusive and my dick was telling me so. But it was also telling me not to dare stop, to keep pounding my penis. My brain was on fire with images, ideas, and what? Hopes? Hungers? A lust to see my bride fucked fore and aft by another man, and even to be part of it, to actively condone and encourage it and even to orgasm to the idea.

Tonya peered in just at this moment. Her presence didn’t register, I was so obsessed with what was on the screen and in my mind. From behind she saw me flipping from one picture to the next, going back again and again to the “aiming” pictures and stopping and lingering on the anal one. It was that picture I stared at as I came for the third time, shuddering as a barely quarter-sized glob of almost clear cum oozed out of my quivering and spent cock.

“Oh, yes, baby! Look at that girl! She wants that cock in her ass so bad! And so does her husband! He wants to see her ass plowed so bad he’s practically pushing that big cock in for her. What a marvelous moment! They must love each other so much at that moment! The moment she feels her lover’s cock touch her anus and she knows her husband’s hand is putting it there, her heart must burst with love for her husband! It is such a romantic picture to me!”

Romantic wouldn’t have been my description. Hot, erotic, nasty, kinky, perverted, wrong. All of those. But not romantic!

“Baby, I came to tell you your hour was up, but I didn’t want to interrupt you when you were having so much fun! Was that your third? Wow! You know how to have a good time! And such a hard worker! An industrious student!”

I felt like someone had been kicking me in the balls. I licked the cum off my hand and started to wipe the lube off my other hand and my dick.

“I can’t wait to try out our new butt plugs now. I don’t want to waste any time getting myself ready for Brian.”

My brain was fried, but in that state I could hardly resist Tonya’s directions. I followed her to our bedroom.

“I guess we should start with a cleaning out, eh?” Tonya suggested. She ran water in the bathroom and filled the enema bag. “His and hers enemas, huh? We may need two bags eventually!” We laid a bath towel on the bed and Tonya went first. I held the bag up and placed the nozzle in her still-tight hole. I let the water out slowly, giving her time to adjust. She left for the bathroom and the returned a minute later and performed the same service for me. My abused dick did tingle some at the rush of water in my bottom, but it couldn’t get hard.

Tonya picked up the small plug and looked at it. “I think my ass will need some warming up with your tongue before I can even think about trying this,” she decided. She turned on her stomach and ordered, “Get to work. Remember, you’re Brian’s welcoming committee, so I expect some enthusiasm.”

After the enema, her anus was sterile smelling rather than musky. After three orgasms, my libido wasn’t helping much. I did think about the difference between the small size of my tongue and the girth of Brian’s cock and I feared for Tonya’s poor rectum. Truly if I cared for her I was going to have to do this as well as I could. I resolved to drive my tongue into her but also to use her clit to relax and motivate her. I wet two fingers and reached under her to tickle her clit while I continued to lick and probe her ass with my tongue. I knew I had chosen well when she started moaning softly and squirming around my tongue.

“Oh, that’s nice! My cunt’s been itchy ever since I saw Brian today. Keep scratching my itch! Put a finger in my ass, Johnny! Tease me!”

I was warming up to my task as I saw that I was getting her excited. I reached for the jar of lube and picked up a healthy glob. I looked at her glistening anus and dabbed the lube on the opening. Tonya moaned and pushed her ass up toward my finger. I teased her by rubbing around the ring without going inside, then a placed my finger flat against the opening and massaged it. Tonya started rubbing herself into my other hand while groaning in frustration that I was making her wait. I reached for another fingerful of lube and then lightly pushed my finger halfway in. I was rewarded with a mewling sound from Tonya and her scrubbing her clit down onto my other hand.

I moved my finger in a circle, opening up her sphincter. I plunged my finger in and felt her ring close tight around it. I moved my finger in a circle again, while I concentrated on finding her clit and stroking it gently but insistently.

"Unh! That feels nice! Unh! Open me up! I want it! Give Brian another hole to fuck me in!"

I kept stretching her sideways in a circle. Her cunt was creaming copiously against my hand. I decided she was ready and I pulled my finger from her ass and my other from her clit. She moaned in protest, but stuck her own hand underneath her to rub her nub.

I noticed her anus did not immediately snap shut. Lubing the small plug generously I then held it against her pucker. Tonya sighed with relief. I pressed it inward while simultaneously moving it in a circle, teasing the muscular ring open. Tonya moaned in satisfaction. The plug was halfway in, but meeting resistance. I pulled it almost out and then pressed it back in, just as Tonya had done with me.

The sight of her asshole stretched around the bulb of the plug was electricity to my libido. My dick tried to swell as my mind flashed on the image of her ass stretched around Brian's shaft, grabbing and massaging it. Heedless of her discomfort I pushed the plug in the rest of the way, eliciting a sharp grunt from Tonya. Now the plug base was tight against her cheeks and her sphincter was closed around the thick stem of the plug, its wider bulb pushing down on her inner ring from inside her rectum.

"Oh, baby, I can feel it in me. It feels so big. Is that really the small one?"

"Uh huh."

"That's hard to believe! How am I ever going to take Brian's cock in there? This is going to take getting used to." She rolled over, throwing her legs apart. "Help me. Get your sweet mouth on my cunt!" Tonya ordered.

I straddled her, burying my face in her cunt lips. She writhed, pressing her clit into my mouth.

"Oh, yeah, that's good. Oh, my ass feels so funny! I can't tell what sensation is coming from where!"

Tonya reached for the jar of lube and began greasing up my backside.

"Might as well kill two birds with one stone!"  She drove her finger into my ass and started finger-fucking me. I could tell the plug was ramping up her libido, as her pussy was hot and swollen.

I felt two fingers go into me and stretch my ass taut. Soon she was twisting and driving both fingers into me.

"Get ready," she said as I felt her fingers leave me, only to be replaced a few moments later by the tip of the plug, prying my back door open. It just kept stretching and stretching. I yelped as the bulb wrenched its way past my sphincter and settled into my rectum. The full feeling was sending pleasant sensations to my overworked dick, which amazingly showed a little tumescence above Tonya's stomach.

Thus urged, I redoubled my efforts to gift Tonya with an anal orgasm. I sucked at her clit, alternating with flicks of my tongue and licks down her slit.

"Oh, this feels so different! I'm feeling it front and back! I don't know what feeling is coming from where!"

I grabbed the end of the butt plug, intent on driving her over the edge. I pulled it down just enough to press on her sphincter and then pushed it in as far as it would go. I rocked it like that and I could feel her tensing and relaxing her ass muscles around the plug, as if she were trying to massage it. Oh, how that would feel if it were a cock! Like heaven!

Tonya grabbed my thighs in each hand and started to buck her pelvis. I knew she was close.

"Oh, baby! Oh! Oh! Unh! Unh! Ohhhh! Ohhh!" She was going over the top, but this time it seemed to be lasting forever!

"Oh, God!" Tonya sighed. "Wow! That was different! It was ... not as intense, but stretched out. It just kept going! Should I leave this in?"

"I don't know. I think it depends on how it feels and fast you want to get used to it. Maybe leave it in for a little while, to give your muscles time to get used to it, but not so long that it starts to really irritate anything."

"Well, I don't want to walk anywhere with this thing in me! Let's lie here and cuddle, OK?" I turned around next to her and we hugged.

"You're the best husband, Johnny! First you get so turned on watching me fuck someone else. Then you're stretching my virgin ass so I can fuck a big manly cock and double-cuckold you! What a husband! What love, that you would do that for me!"

We snuggled like that for a while, then Tonya stirred.

“Baby, it would be really nice if you rubbed me all over,” she said to me. “I want you to stroke my skin all over and remind yourself that this body isn’t yours anymore. Tell yourself, ‘This is my goddess’s perfect body. It doesn’t belong to me. It belongs to other men, but not too me.’ Keep rubbing me all over and worship my breasts, my ass, my legs, my arms. I want you to feel how desirable every part of my body is and long for it. I want you to feel that until it hurts.”

Oh, God! I gasped with wanting her when she said that! I reached out and ran my hands lightly over her back, stroking her. I tried to feel every inch with my palms and fingers. Then I swept my hands over the globes of her delightful derrière. Oh, they were so perfect! I savored the curve of them, the softness of her skin. I thought, ‘Yes, so desirable, but not for me!’

I snuggled closer and reached for her right breast and hefted it, then I lightly ran my fingertips over the nipple. Tonya murmured and I felt her nipple stiffen. I stroked that tit and then did the same to her other breast. ’Oh, so beautiful!’ I cried silently. My hand moved across her stomach lightly and then caressed the tufts of her pubic hair. I dipped a finger between her pussy lips and Tonya shifted to part her thighs slightly. I outlined the slight fullness of her labia gently.

I moved on to stroke her thighs, feeling the exquisite softness of her inner thighs and then her perfect calves. Finally I ran my hands over her shoulders and arms, wishing so that her arms could hold me in carnal embrace—but they never would again!

Oh, what a psychologist or sorceress she would have made! My soul burned with love and desire for her, but what a sense of loss I felt at the same time! Oh, Tonya, my goddess!

Tonya merely luxuriated in my worship, only giving an “Mmm!” or a murmur now and then. Then when I was done she had me remove the plugs from each of us and lick them clean. As I licked her ass clean I could feel that her opening was much wider and looser. She easily stuck two fingers where my plug had been and congratulated me on my "progress.”


-Day 15 Saturday-

I woke up to Tonya straddling my face.

"Rise and shine, sleepyhead. We have a big day planned." She went quiet and I knew she was relaxing her bladder. I opened wide and accepted her golden gift. She turned around and bade me to kiss her anus. I was glad to detect no damage from her wearing the plug last night, although it seemed to give more readily when I pressed my tongue into it.

As we dressed Tonya picked out another pair of her panties, a stretchier, almost see-through pair in hot pink. My cock responded predictably by hardening as she pulled them up my legs.

"Little Johnny loves his panties! He's pointing your way, Johnny! Follow him: he won't steer you wrong!"

Tonya worked on the computer while I did the breakfast dishes and read the paper. I saw her put a flash drive in her purse as we left.

"Bring the laptop," she told me.

Her first stop was at a fancy camera store, but she had me stay in the car.

"It's a surprise," she said. "Why don't you read some cuckold stories while you wait? I might be a little while."

She was in there about an hour. By the time she came back I was sure I had a spot of pre-cum on my panties the size of a silver dollar, having read about one hot wife after another, mostly balling black guys with monster cocks. A big theme of about half the stories was the wife wanting to get knocked up by her black lover and present her cuckold hubby with a mulatto baby to rear. That theme gave me an awful sinking feeling in my gut, but Little Johnny really liked those stories.

Tonya had a bag with some boxes, but she slipped them into the trunk without showing me.

"I told you: it's a surprise! Or several, actually. But we need to come back later, around 4."

Next stop was Victoria's Secret. I'd only been in there about twice, with Tonya. It seemed like such a female preserve that I always felt nervous in there. But just being around lace and satin and seeing the mannequins in scandalous outfits always turned me on.

Tonya did nothing to spare me embarrassment.

"We're looking for something for my husband here," she declared to the salesgirl. "I'd guess he's a size 6. I want him in a string bikini style and the frillier the better: lace, bows, flowers, shimmer—you know."

I wanted to crawl in a hole. The salesgirl giggled a little nervously, but she and Tonya started looking through the store talking to each other as if I weren't there. Once in a while Tonya would hold up a pair and ask me how I liked them. Then surreptitiously she'd reach over and touch the front of my pants and after a second she'd say, "No, these don't do anything for him," or, "Oh, yes! You like these!" Inevitably the more feminine ones were the ones she'd keep: the pink, pastels, lacy ones, the ones with ribbons and bows. She'd put back the black ones, the plain ones.

I couldn't believe we were doing this openly in public. I was glad we didn't see anyone we knew. The prices were unbelievable too. A week's worth of panties was going to be $150!

After that we rushed home. Tonya insisted that I give her a fashion show of my new panties.

"Oh, my, this is just the thing to get me ready to see Brian tonight! Seeing you slip your little thingy into those sexy panties is getting me so turned on! It excites me, Johnny, that you go along with these fancies of mine! You're making an offering to me, a sacrifice of that last little scrap of your manhood. It's like a blessing your putting on our new relationship!"

Again her contradictory ”compliments” confused me, but anytime she was pleased with me, I was happy and my little dick was stiffening at her praise.

"Let me take pictures of you in your outfits! I want you to look as happy and sexy as you can." She got out her phone and posed me, asking me to strike various modeling poses.

"Now grab your nipples and cup your breasts. Pinch your nipples! Good! Now close your eyes and look ecstatic! Yes, your new panties really turn you on! Now pull your dickie out. Show the camera how hard you are! Let's get a close-up of a little drip of pre-cum on the tip, with the lace of your panties in the background. That's it, stroke yourself in your new panties!"

She did that with several pairs. She had me strike lewder and lewder poses, some with me shaking my butt at the camera, some of my ass with the panties pulled down to my knees.

"Tell me why we're buying you panties, Johnny."

"To show that I'm not a real man. Because I don't have a real cock to fuck you with...."

"And why does that excite you so? Why does it always make you so hard to admit you're not really a man and to do things that show you're not a man?"

"I don't really know! it just does!"

"I think it frees you! It frees you from struggling to try to be a man and from the awful fear of having to compete with a real man and always lose! It’s a relief! It frees you to be the little masturbator that you really are and to enjoy yourself instead of pretending to be a man and failing. And best of all it frees you to give me to a real man, to please a real man by making him a gift of your wife. And you get to watch: to watch her in the throes of ecstasy, to watch a gorgeous cock plunge into her, filling her. How glorious! How exciting!"

She reached over and took my rigid tool in her hands and pumped it. She reached into the back of my satin panties and rubbed my ass and then put a finger between my cheeks and stroked my anal opening. She continued to stroke my penis and stimulate my ass while she kissed me. It was delicious!

"Baby, make us some lunch. I have a few things to do and then after lunch I have a big surprise for you! Stay just in your new panties!" she went off with the laptop and I busied myself in the kitchen. I felt sort of ridiculous just wearing the panties, so I put on Tonya's frilly apron as well. She didn't seem put off by that when I called her to lunch, but she teased me by rubbing me through the panties and sticking her hand under them at her will. She was really treating me like her toy—but no male ever objects to being the toy of a beautiful woman!

After lunch she brought out the bag from the camera store.

"Baby, I know your birthday is still almost a month away, but I decided to give you your present early. After you see it, I'm sure you'll agree that sooner is better than later!"

She opened up the bag and brought out several boxes and packages. They were some kind of camera.

"These were sort of expensive: they're nearly industrial spy quality, not a cheap nanny-cam. The camera can be remotely aimed, zoomed, and focused. So you're not stuck with just one view. It's wireless, so you can watch Brian and me live and zoom and change the view! It'll be like you're the director of your very own porn movie! You can record it on the computer and watch it over and over."

I was floored. Tonya wanted me to watch her fuck another man, live! It would be the next thing to being in the same room!

"Wow!" I gulped. "How big is it? Where would we put it?"

"It's disguised! It looks like a digital clock, so we can put it on the dresser. Open it up and look! Then you can set it up and play with it and see where would be the best place to put it to get a good view of the action and get used to the controls. Remember, tonight is show time! Happy birthday!"

I couldn't wait. I tore open the boxes and started reading the instructions. It had a receiving unit with a little joystick for turning the lens and zooming in and out and focusing. I connected it to the laptop and loaded the software. I plugged in the "clock" and put it on the dresser right next to the bed.

I ran back to the guest room and fired up the program. I could see the bed just a clearly as watching a TV show! I was looking at the bed my bride would be fucking her stud on in a few hours! My cock jumped to hardness at the thought. With bated breath I moved the joystick and saw the camera pan. I pushed the zoom button and the bed leaped closer. I would have a ringside seat!

I went back to the bedroom and turned the radio on to check the sound. Back in the guest room I could hear it clearly over the computer. It took me a little while to figure out how to record the video and I made some test recordings.

"How do you like your new toy, baby? Are you gonna make some XXX-rated videos of your wife banging her lover?" Tonya said, coming into the room.

"It's very high-tech," was my reply.

"Show me how it works," she asked.

"You can pan this way and that, and shoot up or down. This control zooms in and this button backs out."

"Wow, what a good picture! With sound too. Yeah, you'll want to zoom in tight on his beautiful cock. Especially right when he holds it up to my cunt, just at the moment he enters your wife, when he replaces you as my man. That's the special moment for a cuckold. And then switch to my face to see my ecstasy at being really filled, feeling a real man's cock in me." Tonya's voice was husky at her own words.

"Let's test it out, Johnny," Tonya suggested. We'll put on a show right now, to give it a trial run for the real thing. Give yourself an enema and get out the lube. Then I want you to masturbate on our bed and I’ll work the camera! We’ll get a good video of you masturbating!”

I went and cleaned myself out and lay on the bed. I lubed up my cock and began to stroke myself. From the guest room I heard Tonya calling to me.

“Talk to me, baby! While you jerk off, think about what will be exciting to you about Brian fucking me on that very bed in just a few hours! Say out loud what are the most exciting parts of that for you!”

I closed my eyes and luxuriated in the delightful feelings coming from my cock.

“It’s exciting to me in the first place that you are telling me to jerk off. That’s always been a hidden thing, a furtive, guilty pleasure. Doing a hidden thing openly like this is a turn-on.” I pictured the events that would unfold this evening and what excited me about them.

“First of all is his cock. That he is so much bigger than me, that I can’t even hope to compete with him. That he is much more of a man than I could ever hope to be. That he is a real man, what every woman really wants.” I was picturing his manhood in all its glory. “I imagine it taking your breath away when he pulls it out of his pants. You’re mesmerized by it, enchanted, like it puts a spell on you. Your pussy creams and throbs at the mere sight of it, you want it so bad. I know I’ve never excited you like that. It’s like a drug. You can’t wait to feel it in you.”

I was exciting myself with my own narration. I stopped to enjoy that thrill surging through my cock and my groin. Maybe Tonya wasn't the only person under that cock's spell!

“The very intensity of your want is exciting to me. It’s intoxicating just to be around you when that heat is in the air. Then he’s in you and your pussy is in ecstasy. It feels 10 times better than my little dick. It’s filling you and touching you everywhere at once. You can’t get enough of it. You want it deeper and harder and faster, but at the same time it’s almost too much.

“And you are fucking him right on our bed. You’re wearing my wedding ring. You’re my wife, but you want him, not me. You’re fucking him under my roof, right under my nose. It’s like you want to shove it in my face. ‘You’re not man enough, Johnny! This is what I really need!’ Unh!” I was racked with regret and lust, warring inside me and my cock was about to burst with arousal.

From the other room I heard Tonya, “Stop! Take your hand off your dick, Johnny! Show the camera that you’re dripping! Show the camera how hard and close you are! But don’t come!”

My cock was red and straining, just one or two pumps away from shooting. I reached over and dabbed at the slit, pulling away a long string of pre-cum. My dick bobbed with every pulse.

Tonya appeared at the doorway.

“Baby! You’re description was so hot! It's as if you're a woman and you know just how my pussy feels when it is so full of Brian’s wonderful cock! I’m going to make you feel that same wonderful feeling!” She picked up the dildo from my bedside table and quickly buckled the harness. “Pull your legs up, baby! Let me see your boy-cunt. I’m going to fuck it so good.”

She smeared lube around my ass and quickly had one finger in all the way. One finger went in without any resistance and she was soon forcing a second finger in. I groaned with the delicious sensations which rippled through my pelvis.

“Do you want my cock now, baby? Do you want your wife to fuck you up the ass and make your ass into a pussy? Do you want a pussy so you can get fucked with a nice cock?”

“Oh yes! Please! Please fuck me! I want it so bad!”

She held the dildo right up to my anus, teasing me.

“Why don’t you fuck me? Why do I have to fuck you?”

“Because I’m not man enough. My dick’s too small. I’m not a real man.’

“Who’s got the better dick, now, you or me?”

“You do! You have a nice big cock! Please fuck me with it! I want it! I want your cock in me!”

“OK, baby!” And with that she opened my ass with the tip of her cock. Mercifully she did not accede to my pleas to plunge it in to me, but she teased me, gently parting my ass, giving my muscles time to adjust. Even so, I still wasn’t used to the invasion and my ass felt stretched taut and strained.  I bore down, trying to open myself up, to let her fuck my ass.

“You want my cock in you? You want me to fuck you way up there?”

“Oh, God, yes!” I moaned. “Oh! Fuck me, Tonya! Fuck me with your big cock!”

“Who’s got the better cock, eh? Do you fuck me like this?”

“Oh, no! You fuck me much better! God, your cock feels good in me!” My ass was warming up now and she was fucking me harder and deeper. Then there came that magic moment when I melted. My ass let go and now she was pistoning in and out easily. Every stroke was delightful. I started to writhe around the rod, hunching to get even more stimulation on my prostate.

“What a whore you are! Look at you fucking yourself on my cock!  Can you fuck me like this? Can you give me this much pleasure?”

“Noooo!” I cried. “I can’t! I never will! God, it’s so good!”

“You want me to have this much pleasure? You want me to fuck men who can give me this pleasure?”

“Yes! Yes! Fuck them! Fuck whoever you want, whoever can give you this! I want … unh … you to fuck … unh … big cocks and … unh … come and come and come!”

Tonya stepped up her fucking and I was in ecstasy. Every thrust was rubbing my prostate, sending shock waves through my nervous system.

“Bring yourself off, now, baby!” Tonya shouted. “Rub you big clit and squirt your juice with my cock fucking you!”

I grabbed my penis and knew I’d come in about two seconds. I could feel the cum at the base of my cock and then it was running out onto my stomach in a weak stream. The orgasm felt wonderful, but it was like my cock couldn’t really squeeze hard enough to shoot with that dildo stretching out my ass.

“My, my, baby, not much of a squirt. I don’t think that would even make it to my cervix if it were in me. I don’t think your little thingy would even squirt far enough to get me knocked up. I may have to get one of my studs to do the honor if I want to get pregnant.”

That idea burned itself into my brain like a hot poker. Get pregnant by another man? Would she really? My cock twitched. What about me? Would I really stand by for that? It twitched again.

Tonya still had the dildo planted deep in me, just jostling it a little to keep me aware of it. She started to scoop up my cum with her fingers.

“Here baby, eat up your cum like a good boy. Look at the camera and say, ‘Yum, yum, I like cum!’”

I sucked the warm gooey cum off her fingers with an enthusiastic “Mmmm!” for her benefit.

She slowly withdrew the dildo and knelt there, the cock still jutting from her pubic mound. “Now show the camera what a good cocksucker you are!”

It was more enjoyable to at least be sucking the dildo while she was still wearing it. That added some eroticism to it that made it less distasteful, what with the taste of the lube and my ass on it. I tried to ham it up for the camera, taking as much of the length in my mouth as I could and then licking up and down the shaft while making noises of pleasure.

“I love your wonderful cock, Tonya,” I said with some genuine feeling. “You make me feel so good when you fuck me.”

“I hope it helps you really understand why I need to fuck a real man, Johnny. You know how good it is to be fucked with a big cock. And a real cock shooting real cum in you is even better—so much better! Imagine how good that would feel if a real cock were fucking your ass! Imagine how good it would be to feel his cock spurting in your ass, to feel every spasm of his orgasm, and to feel your ass filling up with his hot cum. And then to feel it dripping back out of you! Whew!”

Fucked by a man? Was she really suggesting that? She made it sound so hot, but I wasn’t attracted to men! I didn’t want some guy fucking me!

“We better go shut the camera off,” I changed the subject.

“Yes, let’s go see how it turned out!”

We went back to the guest room and backed up the video. Tonya had done quite a job as a camera operator. She had panned back and forth between my face, especially at the moments when I was really turned on, and close-ups of me stroking my cock, all glistening with lube. Then she’d back off to get the whole bed in the shot. The sound was good and the picture was clear. Of course the scene of her fucking me was a medium wide shot throughout, with no close-ups. Hearing myself beg to be fucked up the ass was embarrassing but arousing.

"OK, you work on making a dinner for Brian and me. Remember, you're going out on the town with your friend, but we need something to eat too. Make us something special. Put some wine in the fridge to cool too. We'll want something to drink. Fucking is thirsty work. I'll be in here working on the computer while you're cooking."

I busied myself in the kitchen. I checked and we had the ingredients for linguine in clam sauce and so I decided to make that and shrimp cocktail. White wine would go with that.

After a while Tonya left to run an errand. She came back with three large packages wrapped in brown paper.

"I decided your little guest room needed some theme decorations," she explained. "You stay. here: I'll put them up and then you can come see them." After about 20 minutes she called me.

She had obviously picked these up at the camera store. They were poster-sized enlargements of our photos: one of our wedding pictures—me in my tux and Tonya in her wedding gown, a portrait we'd had done in a studio, and a picture of us on our honeymoon.

"They're very nice, Tonya," I told her, but somewhat ironic, given what was going to happen later tonight.

"But these are special pictures and frames, Johnny. These pictures are the ones for public consumption. But they can be turned around and rehung to show a different picture on the back. Turn them around!"

I went up to the wedding picture and turned it around. On the back was one of the pictures of my penis that Tonya had taken earlier, photo-shopped onto one of Tonya's photos of Brian's cock. They were both enlarged way over life-sized, but to scale, with Brian's cock looming large over mine. It was a comparison chart, to show side-by-side how much bigger Brian's cock was!

"It's to help you, baby. To help you remember your place and not let that silly male ego of yours get in our way. Whenever you look at that, you'll remember why Brian's fucking me and you are wanking in here!"

I went to the studio portrait and turned it around. It was a photo montage of Brian's cock from five different vantage points, like a showcase of his cock. God, it was a magnificent penis!

I turned to the honeymoon photo. It's backside showed a split screen. One side was a screen capture from the video of Tonya giving Brian a blow job. On the other side was a screen capture from the video of me masturbating. The contrast couldn't have been more stark: two men—one getting his sex from a beautiful woman, the other jerking himself off. Of course Tonya and I knew that the further irony was that both those things had gone on at the same time!

"I know these might be a little shocking at first, but that shock is just the protests of that little boy in you who still wants to grow up into a real man and he doesn't want to face the truth. We have to hit him over the head with the facts! I think you owe me a thank-you and an acknowledgment of the appropriateness."

"Thank you, Tonya, for ... giving me ... reminders ... to help me learn my place ... and to accept my ... inadequacies."

"You're welcome! Now it's about time to get me ready for my date! Move your car a couple streets away and come back. I want some help getting ready."

When I came back Tonya told me she wanted me to do a bikini wax. She didn't want a bare pussy, but she thought Brian would like to see that she'd prepared her pubic area specially for him.

"And it's good for you to prepare my cunt for Brian to enjoy. It's like you're gift-wrapping it for him!"

She explained to me how to put on the wax and the strips. She just wanted the stray hairs gone and the edges of her triangle very sharply defined.

"I want him to be able to tell it's groomed, that I went to extra trouble." I was surprised how easily it went and how erotic the result was. My Little Johnny sprang up at the sight of her bush trimmed so sharp it looked like an arrowhead point the way to her cunt.

"Come in the shower and soap me up." I joined her in the tub and lathered her up, all the time aware that her beauty would be enjoyed by another man. She stood while I rinsed and toweled her off as if I were a valet or a lady's maid.

"Do you think he'll like these?" Tonya asked, holding up a lacy thong and demi-bra set. Her breasts would peek out, begging to be sucked.

"Yes, he'll love that," I answered. I held them as she stepped into the lingerie.

"I don't think I’ll even bother to get dressed. I'll meet him at the door in a negligee. He'll pop a hard-on when he sees that. We'll probably fuck right away and then have your dinner to restore our strength for Round 2." She put on a silky negligee and a silk robe trimmed in feathers. She looked like a Hollywood starlet.

"He'll be here in a half-hour, baby. You better get yourself something to eat and clean up after yourself. Then take your position as cameraman!"

My stomach was jumpy with anticipation. Again my libido was turning traitor on me. I was as excited as a kid on Christmas morning, waiting for my wife to cheat on me! I ate a few bites of a sandwich and then busied myself with seeing that all the settings were right on the camera and the computer to catch all the action. I ran into the bedroom and turned on both bedside lamps to get the best lighting. Then Tonya came to the door with a jar of lube.

"Have fun tonight, baby. I know I will, but I want you to get all the enjoyment you can out of this too! Jerk off your little willie all you want. I left some surprises on the computer for you to amuse yourself with while you're waiting or when there's a break in the action.

"Now I want you to tell me again that I have your blessing, that you want this too, then give me a kiss."

"Um, yeah. I want you to enjoy yourself, Tonya. You're a beautiful sexy woman and you should have all the good sex you want, with whomever you want. If I can't satisfy you, you should satisfy yourself with a man who can."

She reached down and cradled my cock and kissed me.

"I love you, Johnny. This is the most loving, selfless thing a man can do, to give the woman he loves to another man. To open the cunt he'd love to stick his own little wiener in, but put another man's cock in it,  to provide her the ecstasy that he desperately wishes he could give her! That's the noblest sacrifice a man can make." She kissed me passionately, holding my turgid penis in her manicured fingers.

Tonya turned and closed the door. I sat at the computer and brought up the camera feed. Tonya was lying on the bed in her negligee. She turned and lay on her side, facing the camera. She grasped a breast in each hand.

"Oh, Johnny, my nipples are hard! My pussy is tingling. I'm giddy with excitement! My lover is coming for a night of unbridled passion! My cunt is so hungry for his big prick!" I saw clearly as she slipped one hand under the hem of her nightie and under the waistband of her panties. I could see her start to rub herself. I took the zoom control and pushed in to catch the outline of her fingers inside her panties, clearly stroking her clit. It was like a teenage boy's fantasy come true, to have a peephole into a hot woman's boudoir. I couldn't help but be excited.

Tonya was obviously getting turned on. I could tell by her sensuous body language and her quiet grunts as she played with her pussy.

"Oh, Brian! Get here already! My pussy needs you inside! I need to be filled, stretched, taken!" she pleaded to the air.

Then I heard the doorbell ring. Tonya pulled her hand away with a languid groan and held her fingers out to the camera, filling the shot. Her fingers shone with her juices. She blew a kiss to the camera and exited stage left.

I could hear murmuring from the front door and then quiet. I guessed they were already grappling just inside the entry, their hands already all over each other in rutting heat. A minute later they entered the bedroom, Brian fully clothed and Tonya doffing her robe to display her wares gift-wrapped in her lingerie.

Immediately Brian was on her, kissing her fervently while he kneaded her breasts through the thin fabric of the negligee and her lacy bra. They kissed with desperate need. In a flash Brian's hand was in her panties, separating the folds of her sex.

"God, baby, you're so wet! What a hot tamale you are!" he growled.

Tonya clutched at his belt and pulled the buckle.

"Get those clothes off and get your big cock in me!" she pleaded, sounding as if she were in pain. "I need you in me!"

"Oh, Tonya! You make me so hot!" he gasped. "I've been hard for you since Wednesday!” He scrambled to unbuckle his pants and push them off. His cock sprung out of them and Tonya grabbed it greedily. It was so big, so hard!

"God, your cock feels so good to me! Oh, I need it so bad!” She sounded so desperate that I found myself silently urging Brian to relieve her need.

Brian tore off his shirt and then he was pulling Tonya's panties down, exposing her neatly trimmed pubic hair. She was pulling his cock toward her mound, as if it were oxygen and she were suffocating. He rolled on top of her and drew up her legs, opening herself as wide as possible.

"Put it in me, please!" she begged. Her desperation was so palpable it was making my cock painfully hard. Her lust was overwhelmingly erotic. It tore at my heart that this passion was not for me, but it was so intense that it was like a force of nature and it took my breath away.

As my eyes burned a hole in the screen I zoomed the camera in to the junction where Brian's cock stood at the entrance to her sex, just as Tonya had suggested. God, it was hot! His organ throbbed with arousal and Tonya whimpered at its touch on her outer lips. He drove into her, but her cunt couldn't accommodate him in one thrust. Tonya squealed—I couldn't tell if it were pain or delight.

"All of it! Oh, God, give me all of it!" Tonya pleaded. Brian backed up and thrust again and Tonya gasped. "Oh, yes! Yes!” He started to pump into her, gasping himself.

"So good, baby!” Brian cried. "Your cunt is so hot! So wet!"

I panned the camera to Tonya's face. It was pulled into a grimace and she started to throw her head from side to side.

"So tight!" she muttered. "So full! So deep! Unh! I need this cock so bad!” I pulled back to see her pull her legs back to open herself up as much as she could. I could see her relax and I knew her cunt had loosened enough to take Brian's thick rod. Now she was luxuriating in the total fullness and pounding friction.

Tonya grabbed her breasts in both hands and started tweaking her own nipples. Brian had slowed to long, deep thrusts, coming almost all the way out and then burying himself in her, slamming his pubic bone into her clit. Tonya started hunching her pelvis against his, trying to feel him as deep in her womb as possible.

I dipped out a glob of lube and reached down with one hand and stroked my own hard-on. Part of me was so excited to see my beloved wife in the throes of such supreme ecstasy, even while another part of my brain shouted, “But who is fucking another guy!” My cock said, "Shut up and enjoy it!"

Tonya was becoming more frantic.

"Oh, God! I'm coming! I'm coming around your hard cock! Oh! Unh!” Brian picked up his pace and buried himself in her over and over. Tonya was squirming almost as if it were too much, as if she were trying to get away.

"Oh shit! Oh! Fuck! Fuck!" she growled as her contractions shuddered over her. "Fuck me! Fuck me! I want your cum in me! Fill me up with your spunk!"

I found my mind joining in her chant.

'Give it to her! Give her your seed!' I heard in my head. For some reason I did not understand, I wanted that completion, to see him quiver and shoot his cum into my wife. She needed it. Maybe we both needed it.

Brian was clearly close. He was grunting and slamming into her faster and faster, with shorter and shorter strokes.

"Here it comes!" he yelled and buried himself in her pussy. My hand became a blur on my own cock. I wanted to join him, to join them in their heat, their ecstasy. He was planted in her and I imagined the sensation of her cunt around his cock, the delight of unloading his balls deep into this sexy woman. My woman! He was spunking my wife!

At that thought I clutched my dick and felt the cum welling up. I shook and cum squirted right onto the computer screen, right on the image of Brian buried balls-deep in my wife. A second squirt landed on the keyboard and I jerked and caught the third emission in my hand.

Immediately I felt mortified. I'd come over the image of my wife cuckolding me with her lover. But my cock didn't mind at all. It had felt wonderful, almost transcendent. The power of their combined lust was awe-inspiring. Tonya's plan was working. I was getting imprinted on her infidelity. It was making me horny as hell.

With a trembling hand I reached out and collected my goo off the monitor, dutifully raising it to my mouth. The thought came unbidden: I wished it were his cum, his manly essence. Maybe it really could make me more of a man. I licked the squirt off my hand and picked up the keyboard and actually held it to my mouth, licking my cum off the keys as best I could.

With weary bones I looked at the monitor, finding Tonya and Brian kissing each other gleefully. I zoomed in on their faces, smooching hungrily, enjoying their post-coital glow. I didn't realize that he was still inside her until she moaned and their came an obscene <slurp!> sound as his cock pulled out of her ravening pussy. He flopped heavily next to her, letting out a sigh of pure satisfaction.

"Babe, you fucked my brains out! I think I squirted out a few IQ points that time! What a fuck!" he exulted.

"Well, I'd better clean that beautiful cock of yours then. I don't want to waste any of that IQ!" Tonya joked. She swung around as I panned to his glistening cock, still larger flaccid than mine in its 'full glory' (not!). Tonya eagerly took it in her mouth, suctioning off their combined juices like the icing off a cake.

"Damn! What a cunt you are! Gentle, babe. I'm still tender from your clenching, rippling pussy! Mmm!" he cooed as she gentled her efforts, more cradling the tip of his cock in her mouth than sucking it.

"Brian, I love your penis. It is magnificent! You have given me more pleasure in three fucks than my husband's dick has given me in two years! I'm never going back! I need a real cock and I won't live without it," Tonya declared.

I looked about me at the posters Tonya had made: the comparison chart, the cock showcase, the split screen. I had to accept this. The evidence was there staring me in the face. I didn't have what this guy had. I could never satisfy her. Tonya was never going back. I could get a divorce or I could live with her fucking other men from now on. I would be a divorced man or a cuckold. And I could choose to be a bitter cuckold or to accept and maybe even enjoy my fate.

"Babe, let's get something to eat—I've got us a nice dinner made," Tonya suggested. She got up and donned her silk robe. Then she went to my closet and came back carrying my robe. I had to watch her let Brian put on my own robe and they left the room to eat the romantic dinner I'd made them.

With nothing to see in the bedroom, I switched the recording off. Then I checked the playback and confirmed that the entire interlude had been recorded. I watched a few minutes and then paused it to check back to the live feed. They were still gone, probably in the dining room. I hit Play again and watched Tonya fuck Brian again. Several times I backed it up and replayed sections: where he'd put his cock at her entrance and pushed in, at her face contorted in ecstasy, the moment of his ejaculation, her declaration of love for his cock. I couldn't help it: I had to look. It was like gawking at a car wreck.

I was tired. I'd already come twice that day. But when I heard them coming back into the bedroom I was immediately back to the camera controls. What if I missed something good? I had to look.

They dove onto the bed like kids, rolling around, wrestling with each other. Soon the robes were off and they were kissing. Brian had one of her tits in his hand and Tonya was reaching for his half-hard cock.

"I want to suck you," Tonya told him, bending down to his unit. First she held it in her hand and lovingly kissed the tip, tickling the slit with her tongue. Brian murmured encouragement. Then she took the head into her mouth, sinking down until he was tickling her tonsils. Her lips wrapped around the thick shaft, caressing every nerve ending on each transit up and down. I zoomed in and I could see that she was swirling her tongue around the head inside her mouth. As her saliva oozed down the shaft, her hand caught it and spread it all down the length. She stroked him with her slippery hand as she laved his glans with her mouth.

"Oh, baby, you could teach the hookers in Times Square a thing or two about how to suck cock!" Brian raved. "Don't stop!"

Tonya took her mouth off and continued her hand job. His cock glistened with her saliva, making it look bigger and almost menacing.

"It's a pleasure to suck a cock like yours, baby. But I will stop before you shoot: I want all your cum in my pussy. My eggs want to meet your guys!” She returned to her four-start blow job.

I flipped back and forth between close-ups of her mouth on him and his face, showing the pleasure she was giving him. These two were good at sex!

"Babe, how about if I go down on you?" Brian offered.

"Unh-unh! That's for little-dicked guys like my husband. That's what they're made for, that and wanking. But that would be a waste of your talents. I think I've got this pole ready to ride to glory!” Tonya threw a leg over Brian's torso and held the fat head to her slit. She used his glans to tease herself, lewdly wiping it up and down her juicy snatch.

"Oh, fuh-uck!" Brian cried. "You're killing me! Put it in!” Tonya ignored him and continued using his meat stick to diddle herself. My cock swelled at her obscene display.

She swayed forward and held his cock at the entrance to her vagina and bobbed tentatively, just massaging the tip with her labia. Brian groaned and tried to thrust himself up into her, but she anticipated that and pulled away.

"Behave, lover! Savor it!” She went back to tease-fucking the head of his cock as he growled at her.

"Bitch!" he protested.

"Yes, I'm your bitch!" she replied. "I am so your bitch," she said sotto voce and with that she speared herself on his rod. She lay on his chest and. reveled in the sensation of fullness, in possessing him inside of her. Gently she started rocking, just kneading his cock with her cunt.

"Oh, you feel so good on me!" Brian marveled. "You're going to milk every drop out of me!"

Then Tonya started fucking him, rising up and sinking down in long, slow strokes.  She would unsheathe him slowly and then thrust down on him, gradually faster and more forcefully. It was so different than the franticness of their earlier fucking. She was definitely in charge. She was taking her pleasure this time, whereas before she'd been desperate for him to take her. She was using his cock to pleasure herself. She was fucking him this time.

"She's fucking him," I whispered to myself, and I reached again for my stiff dickie and began to stroke myself. "She's fucking him.” Unconsciously I fell into rhythm with her tempo. I tried to imagine what it felt like to be Brian, to feel her molten pussy sliding up and down, the muscles clutching and grasping his shaft.

God! I loved this! My eyes were absorbing pure sexual energy like a vampire, and my greasy hand felt like bliss, going up and down, charged with more and more of Tonya and Brian's lust. I felt the hair stand up on the back of my neck as I realized that I was totally accepting and enjoying this. I couldn't get enough of admiring Brian's beautiful penis. I loved seeing it emerge from her cunt and then I loved seeing it pierce her, knowing it was buried deep in my wife's pussy.

My stomach did a little flip-flop as part of me recognized how wrong and twisted this was. Would I change places with Brian, even if I could? If Tonya were riding my little dick right now, could I be any happier? No, it would be my little worm squishing around inside of her, not filling her, not satisfying her. She would be vainly trying to wring some satisfaction from my pathetic prick and finding only frustration. What would be the pleasure in that?

No, this was right, I admitted to myself. She was fucking the right guy. He was filling her, delighting her, satisfying her deeply and completely. And I was taking delight in watching her and masturbating. And God, it felt so good!

"She's fucking the right guy," I said out loud, trying to convince myself. "She should fuck him. I'm no good for that. She needs him.” I was almost chanting, like reciting a catechism. My hand slid up and down my penis, extracting marvelous pleasure that rolled through my whole body, making me tremble. It snowballed: the erotic sensation drove my perverse thoughts, and my humiliating thoughts for some reason fueled the erotic thrill to a higher and higher peak. My whole body felt on fire but floating at the same time.

“I don’t deserve to fuck her,” I whispered to myself. “I’m not man enough to fuck her. She needs a real man. She needs him.”

I watched the screen in a hypnotic haze almost oblivious to what Tonya and her lover were saying. I watched her pound her cunt up and down his pole more and more frantically, but I saw it as if through a screen door. I couldn't focus. My hand on my dick was like an electric current. My brain was in a sexual fog. The sight of my wife riding this magnificent cock was like a dream. I was dimly aware that Tonya was orgasming, that Brian's cock was sending her into spasms of voluptuous pleasure. I saw Brian bucking up into her and I knew that he was straining for his spend.

For the second time that night I felt myself cheering for him, for the man who was taking my wife from me. I was rooting in my heart for the man who was making me a cuckold. It was like rooting for Tiger Woods when he won the Open by 15 shots. He was so magnificent you had to cheer for every birdie even when it was piling on. Tonya's and Brian's mating was so powerful, so awesome, that I wanted it to be perfect. I wanted him to explode into her in unbearable ecstasy, to have everything a man could have, to feel Tonya's body welcome him, for them to burn for each other in a supernova of completion.

In my fever I heard, as if far away, Brian and Tonya crying out in a frenzy. I wanted to join them, to add my pitiful squirt to their pyre of lust, to immolate myself in their transcendent passion. My hand became a blur on my slippery shaft. I blended my cry of agonizing climax to their symphony. My spunk pumped out of my abused penis, dribbling into my hand in a pearly puddle.

"Tonya!" I cried out, my heart longing to join her, even as I knew she only had thoughts of her lover and the delights his cock was wrenching from her womb. The puddle in my hand was my offering to this goddess and her consort, like a poor farmer's emaciated goat brought to the temple for sacrifice. It was my meager tribute to her, laid down next to Brian's sack of gold coins. It was all I had, all I could give, but it was all for her.

I looked up at the screen and saw her collapsed on top of Brian's muscular torso. I held my hand out to her, as if in a salute, and then tipped the goo into my mouth. "Tonya," I breathed as I licked my palm clean.

Now Tonya was kissing his face, little pecks of genuine affection. I could tell from her beaming face and her loving manner that her heart was overflowing with gratitude for the pleasure he had given her. His hands were caressing her arms and then her face, and my heart ached as I saw that he was returning her affections tenderly. These were not the rude touches of carnal lust. These were the caresses of lovers. They were encased in a glow of love and I was a Peeping Tom crashing their party.

"Tonya, you make me feel so good!" he cooed at her. He hugged her tightly.

"You make me feel so good, Brian," she murmured back to him. "You make me feel like a woman through and through."

They kissed again and again, relaxed in the afterglow of their conflagration.

"Baby, I don't want to lose a single drop of your cum. I want to keep it all inside of me. Let's roll over before you pull out of me."

In one movement he threw her over and rolled on top of her. He peppered her face with kisses while he slowly unsheathed himself.

"Bring it here!" Tonya demanded. I zoomed in for a close-up of his rod, gooey with her juices and streaked with his own cum. Tonya wrapped her lips around his glans, savoring it like a lollipop. Then she flattened her tongue and lapped up and down his shaft, licking it clean. I thought of how she had had me lick her dildo clean and I wondered what a live, warm, fleshy penis would feel like. What would it be like if I did that, like the husbands in the cuckold videos?

"Babe, you better clean yourself up too. Your husband can't find you lying on wet sheets with cum dripping out of a well-fucked pussy!"

"You let me handle him. I may tell him to sleep on the couch! He'll probably come home drunk, smelling of stale smoke."

"But what if he comes home horny? What will you do then?"

"I tell him when and if he can fuck me! And that isn't very often with his sorry excuse for a dick! He's pretty used to me turning him down. Small-dicked fellas have to get used to that. But even that's useful. A horny husband is an obedient husband. Even if he doesn't get any, he's still hoping if he's on his best behavior...."

"What a cruel woman you are! I feel sorry for him!"

"Hey, what chance does a guy like him have to end up married to a woman as hot as me? He had to know going in that he was lucky to have me and there'd be bound to be some sacrifices along the way. Besides, he gets me for the other 160 hours a week that you and I aren't fucking!"

"But those other 8 hours are the very best part!" Brian laughed.

"You got that right!" Tonya agreed. "But the outside world doesn't know that he isn't getting any at home. They just look at him with envy. They think he's got it made. 'How'd that guy end up with a beauty like that?' they say. ‘He must have a dick like a firehose.’ But it’s really her lover that's got the firehose!" she laughed, grasping his organ and planting another kiss on its perfect helmet.

"But still, sex aside, he doesn't have it so bad," she continued. "He gets to squire a beautiful wife around town; he's the envy of every guy he meets; and I'll give him beautiful children someday. It's a tradeoff."

In the clarity of post-orgasmic funk this arrangement suddenly didn't seem so wonderful as it had when lust was clouding my brain. She was my wife! I wasn't supposed to be her valet, her escort. I was her husband! I had a right to it all, not just 160 hours!

That's when the genius of Tonya's posters hit me. I looked up and the poster comparing Brian's cock to my puny dick smacked me in the face. I could hear Tonya's voice in my head.

'Don't I have a right to it all too? Are you keeping up your end of the bargain?'

I looked down at my wilted little worm and shook my head with sadness and shame. No, I couldn't keep up my end of the bargain. She was right. I needed to be happy with half a loaf.

On the camera I could see them continuing to cuddle cozily on the bed. It griped me to see them so comfortable with each other. I heard them laughing about something that I couldn't catch and I felt so separate, an outsider. Tonya had told me how much fun they'd had having lunch together, how much they "clicked" right off the bat. Tonya couldn't have fucked a man so passionately that she didn't like as a person. I felt a jealous fear stab at my heart. What if she fell in love with him? What if she decided this is the guy she should have married? What if she started asking herself what she'd ever seen in me?

I took a deep breath and looked at the other posters. The "showcase" poster answered one question. What if she fell for him? Well, then I'd lose her. I had no way to compete with that. If I tried to fight for her, I'd just lose. All I could do was pray it didn't happen.

I looked to the split screen poster, Tonya blowing Brian next to me masturbating. That meant something: I was in the picture at least. As long as I accepted my position, I had a chance to keep her. She'd married me, after all. She said she loved me. She was training me to be her cuckold. In fact, she was going to a lot of trouble and expense to make me a cuckold husband—even a happy cuckold if she could manage it.

I needed to accept her affection—maybe even love—for Brian, just as I accepted her cock into my ass. Just as my ass had resisted, I always cringed at every sign of her delight with Brian. But just as my ass finally gave in and let go and let her rape my bowels, I needed to give up and accept whatever feelings and whatever relationship she ended up forging with Brian. And, just as I'd ended up urging her to fuck me and ended up driving myself onto her dildo and finally even orgasmed around her cock, maybe I needed to actively encourage her relationship with Brian. Maybe if I urged her to pursue her total satisfaction with him, I would be rewarded with more of the twisted blissful orgasms I had just had minutes ago.

I checked back at the camera and was startled to see Brian dressing. Tonya still lay on the bed in post-coital languor, but he was pulling on his shirt.

"When can we get together again? I have to see you, even if we can’t fuck!" Brian begged.

"It'll be soon, lover! I'll figure out something, some excuse. I need you now! I'm addicted!"

"Are you worried your husband will get suspicious?" he asked.

"I don't think we need to worry too much. 'He who won't see, cannot see,' they say. I think he'll be afraid to let himself think about me being unfaithful, because if I were, what could he do about it? He knows he can't compete with the likes of you. He might even choose to pretend he didn't know, even if the evidence were right in front of his face!"

"I don't get that!" Brian marveled.

"That's because you're a real man. He's a wimp, baby. That's one reason I married him. You macho guys are too much trouble to live with! So for you it's, "Wham bam, thank you, Sam!"

"Sam?!? Who's this Sam guy?! Another horse-cocked stud?" Brian joked.

"He's coming over later!" she riposted. "He's the late shift! And you should see his cock. I just needed you to warm me up for him! Can you let yourself out? I need to save my strength for Sam!"

"Cheating on your lover too?" Brian accused and he reached over and tickled her. "Let me at this guy! I'll tear him limb from limb!"

"Stop! You'd better go. I've got a lot of cleaning up to do before the pin-dick gets home.” They kissed once more. "I'll see you at work."

I heard the front door close and a car door slam and the engine fire up.

"Zoom in on this, baby! Get a good tight shot!" Tonya ordered. She had turned herself toward the camera and spread her legs, showing her gaping reddened pussy. As I brought the camera in, a glob of white blurbed out and flowed between her ass cheeks.

"Come get you dessert, Johnny! You know you want to taste my cream pie. Brian and I have whipped up your favorite flavor: Cuckold's Delight!” She held her hand to her cunt, trying to keep any more from getting away. "Leave the camera recording. We don't want to miss this part!"

I adjusted the shot and hurried into our bedroom. I was surprised to feel a surge of anticipation and excitement well up in me. Self-conscious in front of the camera, I knelt at the bedside and waited for Tonya's direction.

"What does it mean when you kiss my fresh-fucked pussy, Johnny?" Tonya quizzed me.

"It means I love and accept you, even when you fuck other men. It means I accept your right to fuck them, even in our bed. It means that I accept that I am not worthy to fuck you, that I should count myself lucky even to be allowed to suck your pussy clean of a real man's cum.” I could feel myself starting to accept the ideas even as I recited the words.

"And what about the other man's cum?"

"It is a privilege to taste the cum of a real man, to take in the essence of a real man's superior cock."

"Then look at it, baby.” She took her hand away. "Look at what a well-fucked, well-satisfied pussy looks like. Burn that into your brain. This is the cuckold's shining moment: to gaze at his wife's beautiful pussy, knowing she had been completely satisfied. That is the cuckold's dearest wish, even beyond his own pleasure. This is how he longs to see his wife's cunt, the fulfillment of his existence. He is truly happy only in this moment when he sees another man's sperm oozing back out of her womb."

I gazed at her disheveled, puffy, red, cum-coated pussy and it truly looked beautiful to me. I pictured their rutting and the awesome intensity and power of their mutual lust. This was the symbol and the substance of their fire. It was a beautiful thing.

"Let yourself savor this moment. Let the joy of it fill your heart! This is what makes you truly special, Johnny! Any man can be made a cuckold. But you don't simply endure this: you can love it! You can thrill to it! You can want it again and again and again! Now taste it!"

By now I could hardly wait. My mouth was watering. I reached out my tongue greedily to capture the globule poised to drip into her cleft.

"Smell it! That's the smell of incredible sex. Taste it! That the essence of Brian's and my love-making. His body and my body blending, merging. His cum, my pussy juice, melded into ambrosia. A rare precious gift to you, my husband. All the energy of our lust distilled into two or three teaspoons of that stuff. Cuckold's Delight."

The scent her pussy gave off was amazing. It was the sexiest smell I'd ever smelled. I probed into her, licking up a tongueful of the goo. I shivered with the reality of what I was doing. His cock had been in my wife only minutes ago. His sperm was still warm. The looseness I could feel in her cunt was from his thick shaft wedging its way into her womb. This liquid had only just shot out of his penis, trying to make my wife his, trying to plant his baby in her. And now my face was where his cock had been. What was in my mouth was his cum, just shot out of that hard penis minutes ago. Part of me rebelled against it, but most of me burned with lust for it! I wanted every bit of it!

"We mustn't waste any, Johnny. I want to sit on your face, so you can suck out every drop.” She turned onto her knees as I eagerly crawled under her.

"Here you go, baby. Here's your cream pie.” She settled down onto my mouth, suffocating me with swollen, sex-drenched flesh and oozing cum. "Oh, that feels so nice, Johnny! Just the thing to bring my pussy down gently from a good hard fuck. I wanted to be battered, to be used, to be taken by Brian. But now my cunny wants TLC. It wants to be caressed, cherished, soothed. His cock is like a battering ram: your mouth is like a warm blanket for it."

My mouth was filled with glops of Brian's cum. The hair stood up on the back of my neck as I rolled that thought over. I was eating a man's cum. It didn't taste that bad. In fact, the distinctiveness, the wrongness of the taste made it ... more exciting. Was that too gay? I was eating a man's cum and I was ... enjoying it? My God, my cock was hardening again!

After a while I wasn't tasting cum very strongly anymore. Tonya turned around and let me lick out her crack and tongue her ass.

"Do you like it, baby? Do you like tasting Brian's cum? Is my hubby-wubby a little bit of a faggot? Does he lust after my lover's sperm?"

My cheeks burned with shame.

"It's ... it's OK," I lied, but my stiff pecker told Tonya the truth. She smiled and made the "naughty-naughty" sign with her fingers. "Don't fib to me, Johnny. You need to be honest. It excites you, doesn't it, that you are eating a man's cum? You're not supposed to like that, much less get aroused by it. It is a little bit gay, isn't it? But that almost makes it better, doesn't it? You're ashamed of how you feel, but you can't deny it!"

"Why do you ask me, if you think you already know?"

"Because you have to admit it, to me and to yourself. That's how you'll get rid of those last scraps of pride—false pride. Admit it to me! Are you a little excited to be eating another man's cum, like a faggot? Does it terrify you that you like it so much?"

I nodded.

"Say it."

"It ... I ... I'm aroused by the idea that I'm eating another man's cum, and I'm scared of what that means."

"It means you might be a little bit of a faggot, baby! I mean, would that be so surprising? I mean, you're not very manly, not compared to a guy like Brian. Maybe cocksucking is your real thing! I mean, when you're watching him fuck me, you’re watching his beautiful cock, aren't you? And what's cream pie without the cream? Maybe you'd rather be sucking Brian yourself and leave me out of it!"

A part of me quailed to hear those words spoken out loud. Did it really mean that? But a part of me felt a rush of arousal at the perverse thought. I was glad that Tonya changed the subject.

"Babe, get out the small butt plug and put it in me. I don't want to miss a day. Lube it up good and we'll leave it in while we talk.” I felt her pucker resist and she strained to admit the plug, but after only a little discomfort the plug was in her ass. It had gone in more easily than I expected, although she was bound to be pretty relaxed after the night she'd had.

"Oh, babe, it's so nice to be wrapped in your arms and yet feel like I've almost got part of Brian's cock already in my ass! In a way I have both my men at once.

"Tell me, Johnny," she continued, "how many times did you come?"

"Twice," I admitted.

"Were they good ones?"

"Oh, God, Tonya! They were tremendous!"

"So you enjoyed yourself? It was good for you too?"

"Yes! Yes, it was," I sheepishly admitted.

"Oh, baby," she said, hugging me, "I'm so glad! See, masturbating really is your natural outlet. So were you glad I fucked another man tonight instead of you? Are you happy being a cuckold? Did you like watching Brian fuck me live?"

"Oh, God, yes! It was so exciting!"

"So you want me to keep fucking Brian? You want to watch us again? Soon?"

"Arrggghhh! Tonya! Yes! I do!"

"Ha ha! 'I do.’ That's ironic, isn't it? Just like our wedding vows. 'John, do you take this. cunt, to be your unfaithful wife, forsaking your little dick in favor of others?’ 'I do.' 'And, Tonya, do you take this pin-dick, to be your cuckold husband, to suck your lover's cum out of your pussy, as long as you both shall live?’ 'I do!' "

"I do, too," I replied.

"Oh, baby!" she sighed and crushed me to her chest. " 'I now pronounce you cunt and cuckold! You may not fuck the bride!’ Tomorrow we'll figure out how to get Brian back in my pussy as soon as we can! And speaking of things we want as soon as we can, I can feel that plug relaxing my ass. I bet we could get that medium plug in there. Get it out and let's try!"

I grasped the end of the small plug in her bottom and pulled. It popped out with only token resistance. Tonya's anus twitched but remained open a finger-width.

“Lick it clean, cucky!" Tonya directed. I licked off the mixture of lube and her secretions, savoring the musky smells. I lubed up the medium plug and worked it in a circle, widening her opening. Tonya grunted as I started to press it into her.

"Ow! Oh, give me a second.” I backed it out and jiggled it back and forth, nudging her ass to relax and stretch.

"OK, do it," Tonya said, determined. I pushed and she grunted. "Unh! Umm. Unh!" and "Ahhh!" as the widest part slipped past her ring and was in. "Oh, mmm, unh!" she grunted as she felt the fullness and stretching. "It doesn't look that much bigger, but, unh!, it feels a lot bigger!"

She reached out for me.

"Hold me, Johnny! God, it's funny. When you do that for me, I feel so close to you! My heart just swells with love for you! It's so intimate. Here you are, helping me get ready to let another man fuck my ass, but you are being so gentle and so loving. That makes me feel so loved. I just want to fall asleep like this, held in your arms and feeling the promise of Brian's cock in my ass. I'm in heaven!"

And so we fell asleep like that. I hadn't got up to brush my teeth, so the taste in my mouth was lube, pussy juice, and Brian's cum. Tonya was right. I'd only tasted Brian's cum twice, but already I couldn't wait to do it again. It was so wrong, but so exciting! Why was the fact that I was eating the cum of another man as exciting as the idea of Tonya cuckolding me?


-Day 16 Sunday-

"Wake up, sleepyhead," Tonya prodded. "My ass is feeling a little sore. We probably shouldn't have left that plug in all night. Get it out for me?"

She rolled over and I drew it out. It almost popped out of its own accord. Her ass gaped open. I could clearly see the red lining of rectum through the distended ring. I bent down and put my lips to her anus, feeling the muscles twitch. I licked gently all around and reached my tongue inside. It felt completely different, as my tongue slipped in without any resistance, almost not touching the sides. The feeling of being gripped and squeezed was absent. For the first time I could actually imagine her being able to accommodate Brian's thick shaft in the formerly tiny opening.

"Oh, baby, your lips and tongue are so nice on my poor ass. You send a tingle up my spine: I can feel your love right through my asshole!"

Tonya turned over and took the greasy butt plug out of my hand. She held it up to my face.

"Now lick your lollipop, little boy. Lick Tonya's butt pop!” She held it and turned it as I licked the slightly bitter mixture of lube, musk, and traces of her dirt off the plug.

"You're probably thirsty now, so Tonya's got your favorite drink.” She shimmied over my face. "Drink Tonya's piss!” Her hot spray filled my mouth and as I swallowed, the pungent aroma of her strong morning pee filled my nose. I shivered as I felt the warmth of her hot urine course down my gullet and fill my belly. I was filled with Tonya. My goddess.

"Put on a pair of your new panties! I'll let you wear one of your nighties to go with it! You'll be so pretty and sexy!” She got out a blousy satin nightie, loose enough to fit me barely despite our difference in size. I felt ridiculous, but I guessed that was probably the point. Nevertheless my prick stood up, making it hard to stuff it in the panties, which lacked any room for male equipment.

Tonya stood in front of me and teased me, rubbing my dick through the panties and running her fingers over my nipples through the nightie. The feel of the satin on my nipples was electric. Tonya could feel the results as my cock strained against the fabric of the panties. She leaned forward and kissed me hungrily while she continued to play me like a musical instrument.

"You like silky, pretty things, don't you, baby? You're a girly-man, aren't you? You have your little clitty and you like having a big cock up your bottom. And last night you loved eating Brian's man-cum, didn't you? You're like my lesbian girlfriend, aren't you? Or are you my fag hag? Would you like to share my boyfriend? Would you like to suck his cock and take his big cock up your ass?"

I moaned at the perversity of that image and Tonya rubbed my dick harder as a reward.

"Yes, I think you would! You're a very dirty boy! I haven't had my boyfriend a week and already you want to steal him from me! When you masturbate, you're going to look at the pictures of his cock and you're going to imagine sucking his cock and it exploding in your mouth. When I'm fucking your ass you're going to wish it were Brian's cock reaming you!" Tonya continued.

Her accusations were driving me wild. I couldn't help it. No matter how I might try to keep those images out of my mind, my libido betrayed me. Those ideas did excite me! I wasn't gay! I wasn't bisexual! But the idea of blowing Brian, of having a real cock fuck my ass made my cock swell and inflamed my brain with excitement and dread.

Tonya reached behind me and slipped her hand into the back of my panties, snaking into my cleft and finding my asshole.

“You want a real cock back there, don’t you? You want to feel it warm and pulsing. You want to feel it coming, squirting into your belly, don’t you? You want to be fucked!” She massaged my anal ring and I moaned and pressed myself back against her finger.

“Answer me!” she barked.

“I don’t know!” I croaked.

“Liar! Look at how you are squirming at the thought! Tell me the truth!”

“I … unh … sometimes … sometimes, yes….”

“I knew it! Baby, you have to be honest with me. You can tell me all your dirty secrets, even the ones you’re very ashamed of. It’s OK! I still love you! I’ll always love you, no matter what! We’ve shared a butt plug. We’ve shared my boyfriend’s cum. I guess we can share his cock if it comes to that!  I just need to know what you want, what your limits are.” She continues to play with my ass as she leaned forward and kissed me tenderly on the lips. She whispered into my ear breathily, “I can help you fulfill your deepest, darkest fantasies. Go ahead, imagine this is a man’s cock tickling your back door."

I groaned and pushed back against her finger. Her other hand kept tweaking my nipple through the satin nightie.

“Imagine it!  He’s already fucked me once, but now he wants to prove his domination over you, to humiliate you by butt-fucking you in front of your own wife. And I’m excited to see him do it, thrilled by the wrongness of it, the sexiness of it! It’ll prove again that he is the alpha male and that you cannot possibly stand in the way of his having me whenever and however he likes. His strength takes my breath away. And you want it because you want to be his bitch, to feel his manliness in your very center. You’re a girly-man who can’t fuck a woman with his pin-dick, so you want to be fucked with a big cock!

“You whimper with need as his cock touches your ass. You can’t wait to feel it in you! He makes you beg for it and you are happy to beg, to grovel, to sink as low as a man can sink, anything to feel his meat inside you!”

I trembled as I could imagine that all too clearly. I moaned and hunched back against her hand.

“Get on the bed! On your hands and knees!” Tonya hissed at me. I could see out of the corner of my eye she was buckling on the dildo harness. She tore the panties down my legs and off. Two fingers plunged into me, heavy with lube. I felt the dildo at my entrance.

“Do you want it, wimp?” Tonya asked in a deep voice, pretending to be Brian.

“Yes, please! Please fuck my ass! I want to feel your big manly cock in my ass!”

She teased me, nudging my anal ring but not entering.

“Can I fuck your wife whenever I want? Can I kick you out of your bed and fuck her in your bed?”

“Yes, take her! She’s yours! You’re her man and her pussy belongs to you! Day or night, whenever you want, as many times as you want! I’m only her clean-up boy! Just please fuck me! I want to feel your cock! I want to feel your cum shoot into my ass!”

“And can I fuck her cherry ass?”

“Yes, yes, whatever you want! She’s your whore!”

Tonya continued to deny me, just pushing the head of the dildo in and backing it out.

“Will you hold my cock and aim it at her hole as I take her anal virginity?”

“Yes! Please, I need your cock in me now! Just put it in!”  I thrust backward, trying to capture her cock. She responded by driving into me, burying the cock four inches deep in my ass.

“Oh, God! Oh! Arrgghh!” I gasped as she started to pump into me.

“You like it? You like my cock?”

“Oh, I love it! It feels so good! Oh, fuck me, Brian! Fuck my ass, you stud!”

That inflamed Tonya and she started to fuck my ass in earnest. I was straining to accept her rough thrusting, concentrating on bearing down on the shaft.

“I love how your ass feels! Imagine how good your wife’s tight virgin ass is going to feel on my cock! Soon she’ll be my anal whore, just like you!”

“Yes! Yes!” I yelled, truly thrilled at the idea of Tonya feeling what I was feeling now, with the added perversity of it being her lover’s cock that would be doing it.

“Beat your meat now, wimp! Squirt your pathetic little cum while a real man fucks your ass!” Tonya grabbed it and left a coating of the lube from her hand.

With eagerness I reached for my stiff prick and started roughly wanking it. It felt divine. I imagined that it really was Brian fucking me and electricity went through me! My ass opened up and Tonya was fucking me with abandon, My ass felt like melted butter had filled it and a wave of heat spread through my pelvis.

“Catch that cum, wimp! Don’t mess my mistress’s sheets!”

I concentrated on the wonderful feeling coming from my ass and felt the heat reach the base of my penis. I cupped my hand under the tip and in a second a stream of cum was draining into my hand.

“Arrgghh!” I groaned as the orgasm was ripped from my guts. It wasn't just my cock that was orgasming: it was my whole groin. Tonya continued to fuck me until every drop had left my prick and then she buried herself deep in my bowels.

“Hold that cum! I have plans for that. Don’t move!” She pulled out of me in a one move and left the room. In a minute she was back with a turkey baster!

“You need to feel what it is like!” She vacuumed up with cum as best she could and then shoved the baster into me, squirting my own cum up my ass!

“Hold that in there!” she ordered. I tried my best to tighten up, but my muscles were stretched. I rolled over and held my legs up in the air to keep from losing the goo to gravity. Then Tonya reinserted the dildo, fucking me with my own cum!

“Let’s get that way up in there! Oh, doesn’t that feel good to have your ass coated with cum!”

“Thank you! Thank you!” I effused. “Thank you for fucking me with your big manly cock and filling me with your manly cum! Oh, it feels so good!”

“Well, taste it then!” she cried and pulled out, sticking the greasy and cum-coated dildo in my face. With true eagerness I took the cock in my mouth and savored the bitter combined tastes of cum, ass, and lube. I went at her dildo like a two-dollar whore, wanting to impress her with my energy.

“That’s a good cuckold. You make a good faggot, Johnny!” she said, still mimicking Brian’s voice. “You look like you really enjoy sucking cock. Maybe I’ll bring over some of my gay friends and you can practice on them.”

When I had cleaned off the dildo, Tonya had more in mind for me.

“Get on the floor and squat down. I want all of that cum out of your ass.” I got down and she held her hand under me. “Squeeze it out. Give me all the cum I shot into you.” I strained and felt a few drops coming out. It was a mixture of cum, lube, and ass juices. She held it to my mouth and I licked it off her hand. “That’s your cream pie, baby. Anal cream pie.” Then she kissed me on the lips.

“Now finish cleaning and putting the plugs and dildo away. There’s a lot of dishes for you to clean up from the dinner you made Brian and me. Then make us some breakfast. I’ll be in the guest room.”

A while later, I called Tonya with breakfast. While we ate, Tonya asked me to think of how we could arrange another tryst with Brian as soon as possible.

“Another work project or visit to your parents might be too soon. It would be suspicious,” she said.

“It needs to be something that relates to my going out with my friend. Remember, he thinks I ‘owe’ you for letting me go out on the town with my friend. Maybe a ‘girls’ night out’ would be a natural payback. I had a boys’ night out and you get a girls’ night out in exchange.”

"Actually my friend Audrey and her girlfriends do have a girls’ night every Wednesday and they’ve been inviting me out with them forever. I always thought that wasn’t a very proper thing for a married lady to do–and I guess I was right—but it doesn’t matter now! That would get me out with him and I’d like that. He’s a good dancer and I enjoy his company apart from fucking. But I wouldn’t be able to fuck him here and let you watch on video. We’d end up fucking at his place, or a hotel, or in the car or something like that. I’d hate to leave you out.”

“It’s OK if you want to fuck him at his place, or at a nice hotel once in a while. It might make it more exciting for you both. You could tell me all about it later, or you could hide your camera somewhere and take a video without him knowing.”

“Oh, baby, you’re so good to me! But the most exciting thing for me is to know you’re just a few feet away. Last night it was even better knowing you were watching everything live. I felt like I was an actress or like an exhibitionist. It made it really hot! And then there’s the fresh cream pies for you. It wouldn’t be the same after I’d driven home from a hotel.”

“But a regular girls’ night out would give you a set excuse to see him every week. But how do we get from there to here? Maybe you and I have a fight? We’re mad at each other and I’m sleeping in the guest room?”

“Hmm. That’s a possibility. But if I were him, that would be too nerve-racking. Knowing you were in the same house? What if you decide you want to try to make up and come in on us?”

“Maybe you’re so mad at me that you’re locking the bedroom door when you go to bed?”

“Maybe that would work. What would we be fighting about?”

“Maybe I came home at 3 am from my boys’ night out and I was really wasted and I tried to come on to you. You had to turn me away, since you were still full of Brian’s cum.”

“I like that! You were real rude and wouldn’t take no for an answer and we had a big fight.”

The conspiratorial collaboration we had going was turning me on again. The perversity of plotting together so my wife could fuck her boyfriend was erotic.

“I wish you could come along on girls’ night out and watch me with Brian,” Tonya went on. “I bet that would turn you on, with your dirty mind, watching us together. Brian and I could get down and dirty on the dance floor.

“I know!" Tonya exclaimed. "Maybe I’m mad at you from the boys’ night out, but you insist on coming along to my girls’ night with Audrey’s friends. But since I’m mad at you, I decide to flirt with a guy I just happen to meet in the dance club – Brian – and I lay it on thick and we have a fight right there in the club and you decide to leave."

“But wait, here’s the genius part," I broke in. "I call you from home on your cell and in a huff I say that I'm not going to sit around the house waiting for you to come home from the club who-knows-when and I decided I was going to visit my parents and sleep over there! So you two can come right back to our house and I can keep staying in the guest room."

I could see from Tonya‘s delighted expression that she thought that was a good plan. I added, “In fact, if we do a good enough job acting, we could parlay that into a cover story for a weekly rendezvous. You’ll tell him that I was very mad about the flirting and I insisted you stop going. But you put your foot down and said that it was a matter of principle, that you need your freedom and to have a little ‘innocent’ fun with your friends, and you were going to start going out with Audrey every Wednesday.

“And in retaliation, I said that I wasn't going to stay home alone, so I am going to stay with my parents every Wednesday night! That way you can bring him back here every week – or probably never even go to the club unless you really want to. Since it was supposedly my idea and the product of a tiff, it won’t seem suspicious to him that I’m suddenly out of the way one night a week!”

“Oh, baby! That’s brilliant! That’s what we’ll do!” Tonya enthused. “Oh, I can’t wait till Wednesday! I’ll have such a good time making you so jealous! You’ll probably shoot in your panties when you see me grinding on him on the dance floor!”

I read the paper and did the crossword as usual. Tonya was in the guest room with the laptop. I suspected she was editing the footage from last night. I didn’t know what my “training” regime would be, since she had already fucked me up the ass that morning! Would she be having me watch the videos again?

I got more and more curious when she went back to the computer after lunch: she’d already been on it for more than two hours that morning. I decided not to disturb her and to make myself useful by planning something for dinner. I made a shopping list for what we needed for the week and for a romantic dinner for us and ran out to the store. Tonya was still at the computer when I got back and I put the groceries away and started preparing dinner. I made a braised beef casserole that would need to simmer on the stove for a couple hours.

Tonya came into the kitchen after a cup of coffee and found me cutting up vegetables.

“What an industrious little homemaker you make!” she chided, finding me in her frilly apron. I picked it knowing it would please her. She reached under the apron and rubbed my crotch. “They say the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach. Maybe if you make a nice dinner for Brian, you can find if it’s also the way to a man’s cock!” I blushed, not being in the fever of lust that I’d been in that morning when she’d seduced me into saying I lusted for Brian’s cock. But my traitorous penis swelled at her reminder, with the help of her touch.

“What are you working on with the computer?” I asked, changing the subject.

“Training videos, of course! That camera came with quite a good editing program. You can zoom, cut in clips, even do double exposures or montages. It’s really bringing out the filmmaker in me!”

I was consumed with curiosity, but I knew she would reveal her work in her own time.

For dinner I set the table with flowers and candles. Tonya seemed to have decided I should wait on her, as she made no move to help me with the dinner at all. However, she was delighted when I set the dinner out and called her in.

“Oh, Johnny. Cuckoldry brings out the best in you! If I had known fucking other men would make you so romantic and attentive, I would have done it long ago! Who knew the way to this man’s heart was to have another man’s cum leaking out of my cunny?”

I blushed again. It was humiliating to have her talk to me that way. It made me look ridiculous: a pantywaist who doted on his wife even as she was playing him for a fool.  But her tone was playful, not cruel. And my cock hardened in my flowered panties.

I’d opened a bottle of wine and poured her a glass.

“Oh, baby! Excuse me, I was so busy with your videos, I neglected my hostess duties!” She grabbed my wine glass and pushed away from the table. She dropped her panties and squatted lewdly next to the table and pissed into my glass, as easily as if she was just passing the mashed potatoes. “There you go,” she said, as she placed the two-thirds full glass at my place at the table.

“A toast,” she went on. “To a glorious future for our cuckold marriage. Two’s company and three’s perfect!”

I swallowed hard and clinked my glass with hers, saying, “Skoal!” Tonya beamed at me and sipped her wine, while I took a big swig of her urine, feeling its shocking warmth and tasting its saltiness. My cock jumped as always at the realization that I was drinking my own wife’s piss as if it were iced tea.

We had a pleasant dinner. We chatted about things that were in the news and TV shows and the weather and what was happening at work, just like any other friendly conversation, for once not talking about Brian and my being a cuckold for a half hour! However, toward the end of dinner, Tonya turned back to the elephant in the room again.

“I was really enjoying editing those videos! That new program is amazing, what you can do with it. The videos we shot lately were very titillating, I must say. In fact, I have to admit I got a little overheated and I had to do something about it. I was a naughty girl!” She held her right hand to my nose and the smell of pussy juice was unmistakable. And the smell of cum mixed with it, leftovers from last night. “I hope you’re not mad at me!”

I shivered with arousal. Most wives don’t talk openly about masturbating while their husband cooks their supper! That was hot! I wasn’t upset: I was turned on.

“No, that’s fine. You’re a sexy woman. If you want to make yourself feel good, you don’t need my permission! But I’d like to see those videos, if they were that hot!”

“Good! That’s what I had planned for later. We need to keep up your training so you can keep the excellent attitude you’ve been showing so far. In fact, I have a triple feature planned for you this evening! First you clean up in the kitchen. I’ll set up the show for when you are ready.”

I would have buzzed through the dinner dishes in record time, except that the dish I’d made had dirtied a lot of pots and pans and the simmering on the stove had left a lot of spattering and tough-to-clean stuff burned on the Dutch oven. It was probably just as well, because it gave me time to digest my dinner. Didn’t your mother tell you it’s not good to masturbate on a full stomach?

Tonya was waiting for me in the guest room. The “cuckold pictures” were still displayed on the wall. She had the jar of lube open next to the computer keyboard.

“I found something sticky between the keys of the keyboard,” Tonya told me. “Are we going to have to get one of those plastic overlays for the keyboard, or are you going to be able to control yourself?”

“I don’t know,” I admitted. “I’ll try to be more careful, but we may have to get one of those to be on the safe side.”

“Hit this button and the show starts. Hit it again to pause it if you need a break – or you need to clean off the keyboard! Have fun!” she said, kissing me on top of the head in a maternal way, like a mother who’d bought her son a new video game!

She shut the door and I hit the Play button. Up came a split screen. On one side was a video montage of our wedding! On the other was a video montage of Tonya and Brian! She had run them to contrast our taking our wedding vows and her breaking them! Side by side was our walking up the aisle and her sucking on Brian’s cock. Side by side was our “I do’s” with Tonya’s “forsaking all others” timed perfectly to Brian slipping his cock into her cunt!

I could see why it had taken her all day to do this. She must have had to watch lots of videos and cut out just the right parts and time them to come to the right point at the right time. It was masterful. The minister saying, “You may kiss the bride,” and our first married kiss was timed to coincide with Brian declaring he was coming in her and his grunts of lust.

The effect on me was breathtaking. It was like a hot spike driven into my head. What did she mean to say? Our marriage was a sham? I ran it again. I watched her face in both screens, flitting back and forth, through both videos. No, the looks of delight and joy in each video were genuine. She was happy to marry me. She was still happy she married me. But Brian gave her delight as well. The twin ideas warred in my skull. She loves me. She loves fucking him. She wants to stay with me. She’s going to keep fucking him. And fucking him, and sucking him, and taking his cock up her ass, and feeding his cum to me!!!

That was the message of the video. I am legally married to you and sexually married to him. Accept it. Learn to live with it. Learn to love it.

I took my cock out and lubed it up. I played the video a third time and a fourth time, stroking my cock, letting that idea torture and comfort me. I timed my orgasm again to match Brian’s. As he shot his load up my wife’s cunt I drained mine into my hand and licked it up.

Tonya had said a triple feature. I’d spent 45 minutes watching the first one four times. I wasn’t sure I could take two more!

The second video was another montage, but it cut back and forth instead of split-screen. It started with their second fuck last night, but it was intercut with scenes of me masturbating wearing my new panties. The message was the same as the split screen poster: Isn't he pathetic? If he had a real cock, he could be doing this, having real sex with a beautiful woman. But he's a pathetic hermaphrodite with an undersized dick or a grotesquely large clitoris, showing a beard but wearing women's panties. So here he is beating himself off, making love to his own hand. The contrast was stark enough: the loving conflagration between two sexy people or the lonely self-abusing crossdresser.

With every cut back and forth I cringed. Tonya had used the editing program to zoom and crop the shots, sometimes closing in just on my hand and cock, other times focusing in on Brian's or Tonya's face in the throes of ecstasy. Sometimes the cuts were within the same scene, going from my wanking hand to my face intent on wringing more pleasure from my abused dick, or cutting back and forth from Brian's to Tonya's face. Again the message was clear: "They are a couple. They are together. He is alone. He and his dick are the couple. They are a couple. He is a closed circle."

My ego was battered, but that was Tonya's goal. My male ego must face my failure and it must surrender. The white flag was waving from my Benedict Arnold dick, which had risen from the dead once again. I applied more lube and began to stroke myself, albeit more lackadaisically this time. I'd come for the second time that day only 15 minutes ago. But the fact that I'd be jerking off again was testimony to the power of this obsession and the art of Tonya's creation.

With my clean hand I moved the mouse and clicked on the third video. Knowing Tonya's psychology, this was no doubt this was the piece de resistance. I shuddered to think what could trump the other two videos. Could I handle it? No matter, I had to know. That's the addict's curse. Like the deer in the headlights I wouldn't look away, even if it were a freight train coming.

The video showed the scene from that very morning: Tonya fondling me in her nightie! I hadn't even known the camera was on. She must have gotten up and started it while I was still sleeping. It took a few minutes for the implications of that to register. That meant she had me on tape confessing to wanting to suck Brian's cock and take him in my ass!

But that wasn't all! I could see why Tonya had spent practically all day on the computer. She must have spent hundreds of dollars on this software: it must be something like what a Hollywood film editor would use. She took some of the audio and repeated it or ran it louder or ran it with a reverb effect.

"I want to feel your big manly cock in my ass!" loud and echoing. And then it intercut to shots of Tonya fucking me with her dildo and then to Brian fucking her frantically the first time last night. It cut back and forth between her teasing my ass, making me beg for it, and Brian poised ready to impale her. It was psychedelic, going back and forth so fast it was like one of those cartoon flip-books, where the images blur together. I could almost see Brian fucking me as if he were fucking Tonya.

Sometimes the audio was what we had said at the time and sometimes it was other things, said at other times, superimposed. Then it started to have Brian's voice on top of images of Tonya fucking me, with the things he'd said to her about how he was going to fuck her or how good it felt to fuck her, so it started to look as if he were saying those things to me.

As the audio became me confessing to wanting Brian's cock, some of the still images of Brian's cock flashed on the screen, as if that were my mind's eye, as if I were obsessed with his cock. Already in just two trysts with him Tonya had dozens of views of his cock, most screen caps from the videos. Pictures of his cock wet and slimy, just pulled out of Tonya's well-fucked and cum-filled pussy. Pictures of it wet with her saliva. Pictures of her planting kisses on it. The juxtaposition of his cock and my own voice begging to be fucked was mind-blowing.

The last touch was typed words flashing on the screen, quotations from what Tonya or I had said that morning: "You want to be his bitch!” "I want to feel your cum shoot into my ass!” They flashed up just long enough to be read and then were replaced with another still or video of Brian's cock, or his fucking Tonya, or Tonya fucking me.

The flashes became shorter and shorter, where they'd barely register before they were gone, like the "subliminal advertising" experiments in the 1950's. "You're a girly-man.” "Please fuck my ass!” It was as if Tonya were trying to hypnotize me into burning for Brian's cock! Just when I had that thought, the video became Tonya talking about how much that very thing would turn her on.

Then the video started to intercut videos downloaded from the Internet, from cuckold husband sites, showing cuckold husbands sucking off their wives’ bulls. It kept cutting back to Brian and Tonya, then Tonya and me, then Brian's cock, then the cuckold video, and all the time with voiceovers of me or Tonya talking about me blowing Brian or taking him up my ass.

Imperceptibly the cuckold video started including pictures of bulls butt-fucking the husbands and it cut back and forth to Tonya plowing into me frantically while I beat my greasy meat. The cutting came faster and faster and the camera zoomed in closer and closer. The insults shouted by the bulls in the cuckold videos intermixed with the pictures of Tonya fucking me, then my hand on my prick, then close-ups of the bull in some guy's ass. Pretty soon it looked as if the bull was fucking me and talking to me, as if I were beating off with the bull's cock in my ass.

Finally there were Internet clips of bulls shooting into the cuckold's ass cut in with shots of my cum squirting out into my hand as Tonya fucked me. Needless to say, this coincided with me coming violently into my hand in real life. Although the output was meager, then spasms within my body—and soul—were massive.

The end of the video was silent. It was one screen after another of my words and Tonya's words from this morning flashing up, like a sledgehammer pounding a spike: “He’s the alpha male," "You want to feel his manliness," "You want to be fucked with a big cock," “You can’t wait to feel it in you," "I want your big manly cock in my ass!” "Please, I need your cock in me now!" “You like my cock?” “Oh, I love it!"

"So I see you liked my show!" Tonya crowed, startling me. "I've been watching you from the door, but you were so enthralled, I don't think you even noticed me!"

I was so overcome I could only stare at her and then look at the little puddle of cum in my hand.

"Go ahead, drink it up. Try to imagine it's Brian's—although, if it were, there'd be a lot more of it.”  She waited for me to lick up my sperm. "I came to tell you that your hour was up, but you were having such a good time, I didn't want to interrupt."

I looked at her, still shaken by the effect her video had on me, the images still flickering in my mind's eye.

"Are you ... trying to ... make me gay?" I stammered.

"Oh, baby, don't you think all cuckold husbands are a little gay? I mean, they'd rather watch a hot guy fuck their wife than do it themselves. And then they lick the stud's cum like it's dessert! When the bull and their wife are together, what are they looking at? The boyfriend's cock! They are awed by it: they admire it. Half the time they end up sucking it or at least stroking it to get it hard for their wife. The very idea gets them hard! Don't you think that's pretty gay?

"How many of them are getting ass-fucked by their wives already? Not to mention wearing panties. The ones who end up letting the boyfriend fuck their ass are probably just the ones who have the courage to admit what they really want!

"I mean, look what's happening: the husband is making a present of his wife to another man! Why would he do that? He says it is to please her, but who is he really pleasing the most? The other man! He's using his wife's pussy—and maybe ass—to please another man. For what? Maybe to gain access to that magnificent cock for himself? To have an excuse to touch it, to put it in his mouth, to taste its cum? And maybe even to surrender to it, to take it into his own bowels and feel its hot cream shoot into him!"

"Oh God!" I cried and hid my face in my hands. Could she be right? Her accusations, as shocking as they were, were only exciting my libido. Even after its third orgasm, my cock tingled at her words. It couldn't get hard, but I could feel arousal in my nerves.

"Baby! Don't worry! I love you no matter what! It's not certain that you're gay just because you wear panties, eat cum, like getting fucked up the ass, and get hard thinking about sucking cock. Freud thought that we were all bisexual basically. Maybe you're just one of those guys who'll fuck anything: girls, boys, dogs, sheep, tree stumps...!

"Or maybe you get hard thinking about cocksucking and ass-fucking because it's humiliating and you get off on debasing yourself. Face it, sucking another guy's cock is about the lowest thing a real man could do, next to taking a cock up his poop-chute. I guess on a scale that'd have to come in even lower than drinking piss or sticking your tongue up someone's ass or eating your own spunk, some of your other favorite pastimes. So, come to think of it, maybe you just get off on humiliating yourself and that's another way you can do it!

"So there's lots of possibilities: maybe you're gay, maybe you're bisexual, maybe you're a pervert, maybe you're a masochist. Maybe you're all of them combined! We don't have to decide. We can keep exploring, pushing the envelope, and see what turns you on!"

Once again Tonya's easy acceptance of things that were shocking to me blew my mind. I reached out for her and buried my head in her stomach, holding on to her for dear life. I felt adrift, without bearings, and she was the only solid ground I could find. I had to go along with whatever she wanted or I'd be lost and alone.

"Oh, Tonya, I'm so confused!" I cried. "Don't leave me! I need you!"

"Oh, baby! I'm not leaving you! Look at everything I've done for you! I bought this camera and software. I spent all day preparing those videos for you. I love you! Even if you turn out to be a transsexual lesbian with a gambling problem, you're still Johnny, and I love Johnny! I want us to work this out together, to explore, to grow!

"I even signed you up for some pay-by-the-month cuckold websites. I had to do that so I could download those videos. I'm thinking of you and what you need to enjoy this too."

I was reeling from the onslaught of all this information and these ideas. I felt wrung out, like a dishrag.

"I bet I know what you need. A little Tonya love to reassure you, to feel a teensy-weensy bit like a man again.” She pulled off her top, revealing her luscious breasts. "Lie across my lap and I'll nurse you on these ta-ta's!” I lay my head across her thighs and she held my head to suck her nipple into my mouth. "You just suck on your Tonya's tits and you'll feel better."

Actually sex was the last thing I needed now, but I had no will to refuse Tonya. Her nipple was warm and erect, but after my day, sucking it was more like a duty than a treat. Tonya reached over and grasped my withered penis, kneading and flipping it.

"You'll be OK, Johnny. Everything will be OK.” She turned and offered me the other breast. "Oh, that feels good! Mmm! You have the gentlest mouth! Those manly men maul a girl's breasts like they were kneading bread dough. Mmmm! Oh, yeah! You are so gentle with them, almost dainty. You get all the delicious sensation out of them."

She continued to toy with my penis, but it remained limp.

"Hmmm. Obviously they aren't doing as much for you as a sucking on a stiff cock would! I'll have to bring out the heavy artillery!” She skimmed off her skirt and panties and straddled my head. She'd obviously enjoyed my attention to her tits, as I found her pussy slick and swollen. She faced my feet so she could sit on my face and continue to monitor my erection.

Even laving her pussy lips didn't get a rise out of my willie, although she clearly enjoyed it. After a few minutes she hunched forward to bring her anus to my lips.

"This calls for my ultimate weapon!" she joked. The scent of her bottom was scrumptious and I enjoyed the feel of her sphincter gripping my tongue and then relaxing and opening more and more. Tonya was starting to rub her clit with her hand and she hunched on my face with increasing enthusiasm. But my cock was hardly filling at all.

"Oh my, baby, maybe you have gone gay! I've never seen Little Johnny so lazy! Maybe he needs to see some cock to get excited anymore! Pussy doesn't do it for him!"

I tried to redouble my efforts to plumb her rectum and to think of something stimulating. But the images that came to my mind were from Tonya's video! My penis started to stir.

"That's more like it. But are you turned on by me, or are you fantasizing about your boyfriend and his cock?"

My heart skipped a beat and once again it seemed Tonya could read my mind!

"That's it, isn't it? You've got your tongue up my ass, but you're thinking about a cock up yours!” My lie detector cock continued to inflate even as I felt the fear of being unmasked by her woman's intuition.

"What's a girl to do? I'm just like you: I don't have the equipment to compete with the likes of Brian and his gorgeous cock. I love it too, so I know where you're coming from! I guess we have a lot in common!"

I started to protest into her ass crack, but I knew it was hopeless.

"I'm close, baby—you have a talented tongue! It puts your little wanking stick to shame! But I have my training program too. I need to stretch that asshole you've been working on if I'm going to take Brian's horse-cock up there! I'm going to get clean and come back. You get the butt plugs."

I brought the plugs and lube from the bedroom. Tonya had changed the display on the computer to a montage of Brian's cock pictures. A lot of them were screen caps, so there were even more views and angles than she had had before.

"Enjoying the view, baby?" Tonya joked as she came in. "Lie down and get my ass all relaxed again.” She sat her rear end back on my face and I licked out her back door. Without being asked I gathered some lube on my fingers and began to apply it generously to her asshole. She moaned and moved herself on my fingers. It took almost no time before she was loose, even when I used two fingers at a time.

Silently I greased up the small plug and teased her hole with it. She began to thrust toward the plug, trying to get it in her. The resistance caused her to grunt only briefly and then the small plug was in her. Seeing her ass distend around the wide part of the plug and then swallow it gave my cock a jolt.

“Baby, relax me with your magic tongue. Get me even hotter, so hot that I can’t wait for Brian’s cock in my ass!” She lowered her clit onto my mouth. My nose was bumping up against the base of the butt plug in her ass.

“Oh, that is so nice! That plug is making me feel so dirty! I’m a dirty girl who wants a big cock up her dirt road, her Hershey Highway, her bung hole! I want to give myself to Brian every way I can give myself to him. I want to show him that even though you’re my husband, he’s my man, that my body belongs to him even though it’s your ring on my finger.”

She was getting off on her speech and her clit was getting stiff and her lips were getting more swollen and hot.

“Work that plug, baby! Stretch my ass: get it ready for Brian. I know you want it! You want to give my ass to your hero, your boyfriend!” She grabbed my half-hard prick and began to knead it. I sucked in my breath and reached for the plug. I pulled it, stretching her anal ring around it. I saw her ass open like a big O, a pink mouth sucking on the plug. I was amazed at how easily her ass gave way. I pulled the plug until the narrower part was still in her, and then I plunged it back in, stretching her ass again around the widest part of the plug. I held it there, keep her ass open wide. Then I just nudged the plug back and forth, working her ass around the widest part.

“Oh, that’s wonderful! Oh, you’re fucking my ass with that plug! But it’s so short. You’re teasing me! I want to feel it all the way in, I want to feel my ass being fucked. I want to feel Brian’s cock stretch the top of my colon, trying to come out my throat!”

I kept teasing her anus and I could feel her muscles giving way, giving in to the invasion. I knew she was ready for the medium plug. I could wait for her to tell me, or I could show that I was a good cuckold, show my eagerness for Brian to plumb her ass by taking the initiative. I reached for the medium plug and slowly removed the small plug in fits and starts.

“Oh, what a good boy! You can’t wait for me to adjust to the biggest one, because then I’ll be ready for the real thing! Hurry, get the other one in me!”

Tonya’s ass leered at me, obscenely gaping, at least a finger’s breadth remained open. I stuck two greasy fingers in her and then took a chance of lubing up a third finger and plunging it into the opening. I felt the muscles resist and I knew I was stretching her.

Tonya growled and grunted, bearing down on my fingers. Knowing I was trespassing on Brian’s property I hurriedly withdrew to grease up the medium plug and I poised it at her bunghole. She sighed as she felt the plug enter her. I worked it in a circle, trying to relax her muscles, gradually filling her more and more. It took little encouragement before I could feel her stretch enough to get the wide part past her outer defenses and settle into her bum.

“Oh, why didn’t I try this ages ago?” asked Tonya rhetorically. “This is making my cunt so hot!” I want something in there! I want a DP! Get your little dildo, baby!” I shinnied out from underneath her enough to reach the Cyberskin cock. I grabbed some tissues and wiped off my hands to keep from transferring some ass matter to the dildo, and then I lubed it lightly, knowing Tonya’s cunt would be slick enough.

I crawled back under her and with excitement I started to ease the dildo into her, but Tonya ripped it from my hands and took over, ramming it in.

“My cunt needs a fuck, not one of your tickles!” she spit out impatiently. “You worry about the plug and my clit! I’ll fuck myself!” she ordered.

The up-close view I had of the cock plunging in and out of her pussy was amazingly exciting. I crooked my neck to lick at her clit while avoiding being punched by her hand working the dildo into her cunt. I reached behind her to grasped the butt plug’s base and wiggle and nudge it against her anal muscles. She growled her approval as I did that, enjoying the double stimulation of the dildo and the plug.

“Oh, God, I can feel them both in me! I can feel them bump against each other! I’m going to have a stroke! Oh, this is so good! I’m going to be an anal whore! I love this!”

I was loving the view of her cunt stretched around the dildo. I thought of a story on the cuckold sites where the husband is made to lick his wife’s clit while the boyfriend fucks her. I thought, ‘What if that was Brian’s cock an inch from my face instead of a dildo?’ The thought made my poor cock halfway erect. It would be almost like a threesome, like being a partner in their lovemaking instead of a bystander. Would I do it? Would I love it?

“Work that plug!” Tonya shouted. Her thrusting of the dildo was becoming more frantic and erratic and I knew she was getting close to orgasm. She wanted to feel the plug stretching her as she came, wanted to fantasize it was Brian’s cock in her ass. I held the plug base firmly and started to pull it back and poise it at the widest part as best I could with Tonya humping herself against my face.

“Arrgghh!” Tonya yelled as she felt the plug stretching her. “Oh, that’s tight! I’m going to strangle Brian’s cock with my ass! Unh! Unh! Unh! Arrgghh! Shit! Fuck! Aaaahhhh!” With that I knew she was climaxing. “Fuck me, Brian! Fuck my whore ass! I’m your whore, Brian!” she screamed. I continued to lick her clit, wanting her to have the best orgasm she could. She continued to fuck her cunt savagely with the dildo.

Tonya collapsed forward onto my stomach and legs. Then she rolled off of me onto the bed. The dildo still protruded lewdly from her pussy and the plug was firmly lodged in her ass.

"Whew!" Tonya said in exhaustion. "There's a few brain cells I'll never get back!” She worked the dildo gently in and out of her vagina. "Mmmm! That was good! Time for you to clean up."

She pulled the dildo out and held it to my lips.

"Here's your treat! I guess I'm gonna have to get used to taking a back seat to cocks in your affections. This cock can be your dessert.” I obeyed her and then she said, "Quick, take a picture of my ass when this plug comes out. Maybe I'll e-mail it to Brian!"

When the plug popped out her hole was open like a mouth. It glistened with lube, but it was wide enough that I could see the deeper red of her rectum beyond the pink of her anus. I snapped several pictures while it gradually started to tighten, although it clearly remained stretched.

"Kiss it, baby! Kiss the ring that hungers to grip Brian's cock!” I kissed her there and the muscles twitched under my lips and I shuddered at the deliciousness of the humiliation. I cleaned off her plugs with my tongue despite the unpleasant taste of the lube.

"Oh, baby, I'm worn out!” She took my face in both hands. "Johnny, I don't want you to take this the wrong way. You've been wonderful all weekend. But for the sake of your training I'm going to order you to sleep here tonight."

"But why? Did I do something wrong?"

"No, you didn't. But I want you to know that I'm free to do as I please. If I want you in my bed, you'll be there. If I want someone else there, you won't be. If I want to go to Brian's place right now, I will. If I want to sleep alone, I will. I need to remind you of that and you need to get used to it, to accepting it unquestioningly. It’ll be my whim whether I'll choose to have you in my bed or not. You'll never know if you've pleased me or displeased me. You'll learn to act at my command, without question, without any will of your own, any more than your hand or your arm decides if it will do what you tell it to do."

I was dumbfounded, but I knew it was hopeless to protest.

"I'll get your nightie and bring it in for you to sleep in.” She left and I straightened the room. She returned with the nightie and kissed me. "Pleasant dreams, Johnny!" she said as she closed the door.

In the night I got up and went into the main bathroom. The closed door of our bedroom mocked me, as formidable a barrier as the gates of Ft. Knox. She was right: the capriciousness of my banishment was powerful message. I had no rights to her, to her body, or to her bed. "Her bed" now, no longer "our bed.” I would henceforth be a visitor in her bed. I could not "earn" a night there; I could not manipulate her into admitting me. It was her boon to bestow or withhold at whim. Another gate clanged shit in the dungeon where my dwindling male ego was imprisoned.

But the biggest blow to my manhood was finding the images from Tonya’s brainwashing flitting through my brain: picturing my mouth sucking on Brian’s penis, or imagining what it would feel like for have his cock pressing into my ass! The shiver of arousal that thrilled through me was a sterner indictment than exile from my wife’s bed!


-Day 17 Monday-

The next day it was as if Tonya knew we needed a break after the orgy of the weekend. She did not summon me to her bed in the morning but only woke me with a command to make her breakfast. When I got home from work she had me plant a kiss on her asshole to greet her, but otherwise we made dinner together, as we often used to.

During dinner she told me she called her friend, Audrey, and told her that we wanted in on her girls' night. Audrey was surprised and a little miffed that I was coming, but Tonya'd told her that she hoped it would be the last time I'd want to come along. She went on to say that she planned a little surprise that Audrey might enjoy. She told me she'd seen Brian doing his deliveries and he was going to be at the club where Audrey's group was going.

I asked her if anything had happened when she saw Brian.

"I have to be very discreet at the office. I can't have everyone talking, but I did manage to rub the front of his fly. I got quite a reaction from that! I think he had a little trouble walking out of there!"

After dinner we watched a little TV, then Tonya gave me my "assignment."

"I've signed you up for two cuckold websites. I want you to do some research tonight. Find some more good pictures or videos and download them. Read some of the letters and stories and save the ones you like best. Take your time. If you get really excited, you have my permission to go ahead and beat off. I want you to enjoy yourself!"

"What will you be doing?"

"I'll be on our desktop computer. Brian gave me his Facebook address. I'm going to be instant messaging with him. If all we do is fuck, I'll never get to know him better. So we decided we'd do it this way so we can't start groping each other! I'll tell him you're watching sports or something."

I felt my stomach do the flip-flop that told me my male ego wasn't quite dead yet. She was sending me to do more cuckold training so she could spend the evening talking to her boyfriend! While I was watching bulls stick it to somebody else's wife, she'd be flirting with her lover and planning when he'd schtupp her next.

I took the laptop into the guest room and went to the websites Tonya'd bookmarked for me. The username she'd given me was "johnnycuck3.” There were already two other johnnycucks?!? The password she'd chosen was "cockslave"!

I explored the pictures and videos first. Some of the videos were pretty amateurish, but I found a couple I liked. I found the ones that showed the wife's pussy dripping with cum excited me, and, of course, that was always followed by the husband licking his wife out, which I enjoyed too. I took my cock out and started playing with myself while I watched.

After I'd been on about an hour I found a video where the husband sucked the bull to get him ready and then he held the bull's cock and aimed to go in the wife's cunt. That really inflamed my lust and I almost shot my load right there, but I held back and kept watching. Afterwards the bull not only had the hubby lick out his wife's cream pie, but he also made the husband lick his cock clean. That did it! I shot off during that part. As soon as I came back down to earth I downloaded that one.

At about that point Tonya called me from the other room. She had her skirt hiked up and her hand in her panties.

"Brian's getting me so hot, Johnny! I want that plug! I can't wait to take his cock in my ass! Get the medium plug and the lube!"

I could see a stain of her wetness on the crotch of her panties. By the time I got back, she had stood up behind her chair and had her panties down around her ankles. I could smell her excitement. She leaned over the back of the chair, offering her beautiful ass to my attentions. The clamshell of her swollen pussy lips protruded toward me.

As I slathered the lube on her rosebud, I could read the computer screen over her shoulder. She continued to type, with some difficulty, as I pressed my greasy finger into her rectum.

"Oh, God! Unh!" she grunted as I entered her inner sanctum.

T: [Do you think your big cock could fit in my ass?], she typed.

B: [You horny slut!] Brian typed back.

T: [Yup!] Tonya replied.

B: [I don't know. Girls always say I'm too big, they don't want to try.]

T: [So I'll be your first?!]

B: [Yup. What about you?]

T: [Never!]

B: [Not even your husband?]

T: [No!]

B: [Shit! But you'd let me?]

T: [I want to—bad.]

B: [Hot damn!]

T: [But I'm scared. You're so big. You barely fit in my pussy!]

B: [Yeah. But it would be so hot! I'd take it easy.]

T: [I want you to. Take my cherry!]

It was such a surreal situation. I was plunging two fingers up my wife's ass and she was groaning and squirming around them, but the whole time she was IM'ing her boyfriend about him butt-fucking her. She was 90% ignoring me even as I was finger-fucking her ass! But my cock didn't mind—it was growing hard again only minutes after I had come.

"I'm ready, Johnny! My ass wants that plug! Stretch me so I can take Brian's cock up my ass!"

I slicked lube on the plug and held it to her loosened pucker. It went in easily for most of the way, then stopped short of the widest part. Tonya groaned at the strain, but I kept nudging her ring back and forth. I loved the sight of her asshole stretched tight around the girth of the plug! God! I wanted to see her ass swallow it!

"So tight! But I can take it! Go for it, Johnny!"

I pressed the plug forward. Tonya grunted and then it slipped into her ass.

"Oh! So big!" she groaned, "But I'm gonna do it! I'm gonna take him up my ass! It will be so hot!"

B: [What's happening? You still there?] Brian messaged.

T: [Yeah.]

B: [Good.]

T: [I got so hot thinking about giving you my ass to fuck. I'm gonna do it! But I need time.]

B: [OK!]

T: [I'm touching myself and thinking about your cock in my ass! I'm gonna come!]

B: [Yes! Go for it!]

"Rub my nipples, cucky!" Tonya ordered, as she started scrubbing her clit in earnest.

B: [You're my cheating ass-fucking whore!] Brian continued. [You're my married slut! You want my cock in your ass, don't you? Wimp husband's never been there. You'll belong to me then!]

Tonya moaned as I stroked both of her nipples between my fingers. Her own fingers were flying furiously against her clit as she read Brian's message.

“Fuck! Fuck! Oh, God!” she yelled as her orgasm ripped through her. I could feel her nipples swollen and hard between my fingers as she writhed in the joy of her coming. I continued to stroke her tips, wringing more convulsions from her womb as she went on growling and moaning.

B: [What’s up, baby? You still there?] Brian inquired.

T: [OK.] Tonya replied, too racked with aftershocks to type any more.

B: [You a little busy?!] Brian jibed.

T: [Fuck yes!] Tonya typed. [I came praying that I can fit your horse cock up my ass!]

B: [God, you are so hot! Your husband must be so clueless to let you out of his sight!] Brian messaged back.

T: [Yeah. He knows what he’s got, but he doesn’t know what to do with it!] Tonya agreed.

My cock was painfully hard again. This was more intimate even than watching them fuck over the video camera! Here I was, still touching her, smelling her sex scent, and seeing her at the same time talking with her lover and putting me down. Why didn’t my dick wilt at that? Why did it get excited? Why didn’t I get mad? Why was knowing my wife was cheating on me acting like an aphrodisiac?

B: [Let’s just hope he never catches on.] Brian continued.

T: [Or if he does, he realizes he’s already beaten and just decides to wear the horns!] Tonya answered.

B: [Wear the horns?] Brian asked.

T: [That’s what they called it in the old days when everybody knew a guy’s wife was cheating on him but he didn’t have the balls to do anything about it.]

B: [I couldn’t imagine just letting my wife screw other guys!]

T: [But you don’t know my husband. He’s not exactly Mr. Macho.]

B: [But what guy is going to sit by while his wife goes out on him?]

T: [You might be surprised. If he knows that if he puts his foot down, she just walks out on him….]

B: [But still….]

T: [It might not be so bad. He’s still got the nice house, the beautiful wife. He gets her for 90% of the time. Maybe he thinks of it as her hobby, like she went out for a couple rounds of golf every week!]

B: [LOL! I’m putting my balls into your hole, baby!]

T: [I like how you swing your driver, babe!]

B: [I don’t know if I can do 18 holes.]

T: [Well, you’ve already done 2 of my holes, but I hear the 3rd hole is the toughest!]

B: [It’s pretty close to out of bounds! I can’t wait to try it though!]

T: [Hah! It is out of bounds for you until I tell you I’m ready!]

B: [In the meantime I’ll play your other holes over and over!]

T: [Oh, yeah. I can’t wait for Wednesday night. Bye now. XOXO.]

Tonya addressed me then. “OK, Johnny. You can go back to your research now. Thanks for your help!”

“What about the plug?”

“Leave it in. I want to get ready as soon as I can! I can already tell I’m looser. Can you tell?”

“Uh, yeah. I guess it went in easier this time.”

“But it’s got to get a lot looser to take Brian’s thing up my behind! We’re gonna have to work me up to the big plug first. You’ll help, won’t you?”

“Uh, yeah. Whatever you say, honey.”

“Now that’s not the answer I’m looking for. Don’t you want Brian to fuck me up the ass? Won’t that make your little willie hard? Isn’t that what you cuckold heart wants? Knowing she is giving herself more fully to him than she’ll ever give herself to you? Not just to give your wife’s cunt away, but her mouth, her tits, her ass?”

“Uh, yes.”

“Oh, that’s not good enough, Johnny. You need more training. Maybe I’ve been too easy on you. Now lube up you little dick and get it nice and hard. That’s how you listen to your dick and let it tell you the right way for you.”

I did as she asked. My dick had already been trying to get hard and soon I got it standing at full attention. I was still not used to stroking myself in front of her, but that only made it that much more exciting.

“That’s better. Now tell me that you want me to take Brian’s cock up my ass.”

My mouth was dry, but my dick was indeed sending messages to me. As I pictured myself watching Brian’s cock poised at Tonya’s greased anus, her urging him to take her, voluptuous waves of arousal coursed through my pelvis and crashed into my brain.

“Yes!”

“Yes what?”

“Yes! It would be very exciting to know that he was taking your ass!”

“Tell me more….”

“It would be so dirty. It would be you making yourself his slut, like you were a whore or a porno actress.”

“But I’m not a whore or a porno actress, am I? I’m your wife and it would be real. He wouldn’t be paying me. I’d be doing it because I want to give myself to him. I want him to possess me in every way a man can. I want him to possess me in ways you never have and never will! I want to make him my man!”

“Yes!” I cried in a strangled moan. My cock was rock hard again and my hand felt so good on it. Her confession was painful but thrilling. She was confirming my worst fear, saying out loud the very thoughts I had kept to my innermost self.

“Say it!”

“I want you to want him that way! I want to see you writhe in heat for him! Every orgasm he gives you proves that he’s a better man than me!”

“Yes! Keep picturing that, Johnny!” She came up behind me and reached around and tweaked my nipples, sending fire through me. “See him giving me so much pleasure, pleasure like I never even knew existed when I was settling for your pathetic lovemaking. Know that he’s unlocked a passion in me that makes the idea of your ever fucking me again laughable, like going back to a tricycle after you’ve ridden a Harley!”

Her words were striking a chord in me so deep that I was shivering at each sentence. I could hardly stand the feel of my hand on my cock, it was so thrilling, like my hand was too hot.

“So your role now is to be my helper, my roadie, my appreciative audience. You are my husband, but no longer my lover. That will always be another man, a better man than you, with a cock that can unlock that passion deep in my cunt. And you want to witness that passion, to bask in it, to see my face and body light up with it. So you will willingly, eagerly encourage me to lust after other men. You will want me to fuck them, to suck them, to take them up my ass. And you will thirst to taste their strong male cum as it drips back out of my cunt or my ass—or dribbles out of my mouth, to share in an obscene kiss, the cuckold’s kiss!”

“Unh!” I groaned as her speech hypnotized me into a spell of perverted lust and wrote her words on my heart. “Yes!” I cried. “Yes! Yes!”

“Then spew! Shoot your pathetic cuckold cum as you masturbate while praying for Brian to butt-fuck me! Cum now!”

She stepped around me and held her hands cupped in a bowl for me to drain my spunk into. I beat my meat furiously, wanting sincerely to obey her command. I pictured her ass stretching tight around Brian’s thick cock, and with that image in my mind, my cum reached the base of my prick and with a shudder my watery, almost clear semen flowed out of my dick into her hand. There was no spurt so soon after my earlier cum, only a thicker pump of goo, followed by a thinner stream. She was right: even my ejaculations were weak.

“That’s it, baby! Make your sacrifice to the cuckold’s god! Give Tonya your tribute. Of course, the cuckold’s god is a man, a man with a big, long, thick cock. That’s who the cuckolds worship: a real man, the man they wish they could be. But now they pray to him to please fuck their wives, to give her the orgasms they cannot!”

She held her cupped hands to me, with my little pool of almost clear cum still warm in her hands.

“Take a sip, baby. Tonya wants to feed you. Don’t glug it down. Take little sips, savor it. Make it last. I want you to taste it, the bitter fruit of cuckoldry. Take a little lick.”

I dutifully bent my mouth to her hands and licked up a small part of the maybe two teaspoonfuls there. It was indeed slightly bitter to my taste, with a chemical hint that said, “This is not something to eat.”

“Good boy. Yummy cum! Cuckolds like the taste of cum.”

I took another lick and Tonya continued to coo at me, like she was tending to a sick child.

“You’re such a good boy. I’d say, ‘Eat your cum, it will make you big and strong,’ but we know that nothing will make a boy like you big and strong. So eat your cum, it will make you a better servant to me and my lover!”

I continued this way until the cum was gone and then Tonya had me lick every trace of it off her hands.

“You’re such a good boy I’ll let you rinse out that taste with Tonya’s water.” She bade me to lie down on the floor and then she crouched over me. I opened my mouth obediently to be her toilet.  She emptied her urine into my mouth, which did indeed taste much better to me than my cum.

“Don’t brush your teeth, baby. I want you to wake up with my taste in your mouth.”

Tonya allowed me to sleep with her that night. "Allowed me"! What an expert psychologist she was! She'd announced that she would deny me that privilege at her whim and now sleeping with her seemed like a boon she'd granted. My thrill at her invitation confirmed how quickly I'd accepted that my husbandly right was gone and I was now dependent on her "generosity."

As I tried to fall asleep my brain buzzed with thoughts about how our relationship had transformed itself over the last two and a half weeks. Had it only been that long? It seemed as if it were another lifetime. I had expected it to be something on the side, like a hobby she'd pursue in her spare time, like a golf game, as she'd just said. Or even better, like a weekly appointment with a masseur or a therapist, a weekly dose of her recommended dose of cock.

But instead it had changed our whole relationship. I'd been demoted into some second-class status and she'd been elevated into something like royalty. I was almost a servant, or maybe more like a pet: the object of some obvious affection, even cherished, but never to be on the same plane, relegated to the kennel when inconvenient.

Everything had changed: where I slept, what I wore, how we talked, how we spent our time, and who called the shots. It was as if our former life were the hobby now. Rather than her taking a few hours to get her "cock needs" met and the rest of the week being normal, now we had a few hours a week to relate as a normal couple and the rest of the week was devoted to my cuckolding!

Maybe that would be temporary. Maybe once my "training" was done, things would go back to something more normal. After all, when you got a new puppy, you had to concentrate on housebreaking it and obedience training(!). But once that was done, you just had to reinforce it once in a while and you could just enjoy your pet. You didn't have to be going to obedience classes perpetually. Maybe this was just a phase.

A dog. The more I thought about it, the more apt the analogy seemed. I was her pet now. Oh, people could love their pets. They could lavish them with affection. They could go on and on about them, indulge them with treats, buy toys and even clothes and jewelry for them, talk about them and their cute little tricks.

"Oh, I love my Little Johnny! His little weewee is so cute! It's just like a real cock, only smaller! You should see him wank that thing! I've taught him to lick up all his cum when he spurts, just like they told us to in obedience class! And I've taught him to fetch my dildo and lube. Why just the other day Brian and I got him the cutest little bed to sleep on...."

I'd become her pet. Brian was her partner and I was the dog! Loved, cuddled, played with, but in the end just a pet. Special, but second class, not a person. At least I didn't need a kennel if Tonya and Brian went out of town for the weekend!

Could we go back? Could I call it all off? Could I say, "Hey, I didn't sign on for all of this!" and take it all back? I had a sinking feeling that you couldn't put the genie back in the bottle. Nothing would ever be the same again.

And did I want to take it all back? Was it so bad? I'd had more orgasms in the last two-plus weeks than I'd normally have in months. Of course most of them were by my own hand, but, to tell the truth, more than half of the ones I'd been having before were that way too. My wife was certainly having more and better sex than she'd been having and now I got to watch her have sex, which was pretty hot. She was actually encouraging me to watch porn. And although most of the stuff we were doing were things I'd never even fantasized about before, I was getting very turned on by them! And she'd spent, God knows, maybe fifteen hundred dollars on me for my birthday. That was top-of-the-line video equipment and editing software.

So if I'm destined to be her pet, at least I was a pampered one. With that thought I finally fell into a peaceful sleep.


-Day 18 - Tuesday

We cuddled after the alarm went off. Then Tonya straddled me and ordered me to lick out her ass. 'Here, boy!' went through my head after the insights of last night.

"Get it all the way up there!" Tonya urged me. "Open me up! That's gonna be my new fuck-hole!”

After that she emptied her morning urine into me. It was strong, but I found I was getting quite used to the taste and I enjoyed the hot feeling as it went down my throat. I had a good hard-on that I struggled to stuff into my tight panties.

That day was the most normal I'd felt at work for a while. It was as if I were settling into my new role. The shock was wearing off. I even thought during the morning that Brian might be flirting with Tonya right that second and I did not have the surge of jealousy I might have just a few days ago. I did wonder what it would be like tomorrow night, to see him face-to-face. He wouldn't know that I knew about him, but I would know. I wondered how he would play it and how Tonya would act. How should I respond if they got too flirty right in front of me, in public? I guess I'd have to play it by ear.

That night Tonya told me Brian had flirted with her and the double-entendres were all about her "bottom line" and making deliveries on "back roads," after her revelation to him that butt sex was on the table.

"It got me so hot! I think we're going to have to move up the time table! I can't wait much longer! It's got to be the big plug tonight!"

After dinner she told me to go on the Internet and download only videos of well-hung guys fucking asses. She told me I could masturbate if I found a good one. A cuckold one would be even better, especially if the wife went on telling her husband how good it was.

With that assignment I was almost in a fever to find just what she wanted. It was a testament to the quality of the websites that she'd signed up for that it didn't take me long to find just what she wanted. Apparently she wasn't the only wife who wanted to taunt her hubby with the taking of her anal cherry, because about the third video I found met all of her requirements and more. It was not only anal sex, but first-time anal sex, with the wife taunting her husband cruelly about how she was giving her lover something her husband would never experience.

The wife did complain of some pain, but I wondered if it were just for the story lone, because before long her boyfriend was plowing her behind like there was no tomorrow. The wife was soon raving like a lunatic about how mind-blowing the sensations were.

By the end of the video, I was cranking my tool pretty good, but I was more overcome with pride that I'd accomplished my mission. I stopped short of blowing my wad to rush to Tonya to announce my success.

"Good! Get the plugs and lube while I give myself a 'douche'—if you know what I mean—and we'll watch it together for inspiration!”

In the back of my mind I heard, "Good boy, Rover. Now fetch my pipe and slippers.” But better to be a devoted pet than out in the cold, eh?

Tonya crouched on all fours on the bed, displaying her anus to me, with the laptop right in front of her on the bed.

"Lick me out to get me in the mood, will you, honey? Get me nice and wet and relaxed!” She started the video as I buried my face in her crack.

"Make me an ass-cunt, baby. Get me nice and open for Brian's beautiful cock!"

After a couple of minutes we switched to lubing up her ass with my fingers. Tonya started stroking her pussy and clit as the video and my probing started to turn her on.

"She's really letting her husband have it, isn't she? I don't know if I could be that cruel to you! But maybe it's better that way. The tinier your ego, the less it hurts to see your wife fucking every stud in town, I guess."

I knew I couldn't hold back on stretching her or that big plug would rip her. So I started pulling my two fingers apart and pulling them sideways, trying to stretch her sphincter. She grunted but didn't tell me to stop, so I got another glob of lube and started pushing three fingers into her.

"Unh," Tonya grunted again and I could feel her tightness resisting me. I twisted and worked my fingers, trying to coax her into relaxing. Soon I could feel that there was less resistance and I was able to start fucking her ass with my fingers.

"Oh, yeah. Uh-huh. Oh, yeah," Tonya murmured, letting me know it was OK.

We were in synch with the video, because the bull had just gotten his cock in the wife's ass and he was urging her to relax and open up to him. Tonya started backing onto my hand and I knew it was not hurting her then.

"Look at that cock split her ass! Oh, God, how can Brian's monster fit in my little ass? But I want it! I want to feel him so far up me, so full, so dirty! Brian, fuck me like that!"

She looked at the computer screen as the bull started pumping in and out of the wife in the video. She wanted to be that woman.  The wife in the video was starting to enjoy it and started taunting her husband mercilessly. Her taunts seemed to excite Tonya and she began to force herself back onto my fingers.

"I want it now!" she barked. "Put that plug in my ass now! I have to take it! For Brian!” She was rubbing her clit now, exciting herself.

I pulled my gooey fingers out of her ass and it twitched but stayed open. I quickly lubed up the plug thickly and slipped its tip into the pink opening. The plug went in easily for about two-thirds of the way and Tonya's ass gripped it tightly.

"Ow! Ow! So big! Unh! No, I can't! No, wait! OK. Just wait. Just there. Unh! Give me time. OK, OK.” Her muscles squeezed and relaxed spasmodically, then she was pushing herself back against me, grinding her ass back against the plug, trying to ease the thick bulb past her stretched muscles.

"OK, back it out just a little. Now push it in. OK, in and out. Massage it.” Every time or two I could see that the plug was stopping a little farther in.

"I'm getting there! Oh, God, it's so tight! Gotta do it! For Brian!"

And then suddenly it was in. The widest part was in and her ass was still held open by the thick neck of the bottom of the plug, with the wide base held against her ass cheeks.

"I did it! Oh, God, it's so big! Feel so full.” In the background the video went on, the wife shrieking in ecstasy as her ass was reamed by the boyfriend's big cock. In between screams she derided her cuckold hubby.

"Your wife's gonna do it. She's gonna get butt-fucked, Johnny! Get under me and suck my cunt! Twiddle my nipples and suck me off so I can orgasm with that big plug stretching my ass! Oh, it feels so big, but it's gonna feel so good in a minute!"

I crawled under her. I reached up and tweaked her hanging nipples and squeezed her breasts while I craned my neck to reach her dripping pussy. Where I touched her breast I left smears of the lube that still covered the three fingers I had shoved into her backside. I sucked her clit and labia into my mouth. Her cunt reeked of arousal and her pussy lips were swollen and hot.

I reached one hand up and grabbed the end of the butt plug and started to push it in and pull it back against her sphincter in a mini-fucking motion. Tonya appreciated the sensations in her ass, as she moaned and pressed her cunt harder into my mouth.

"Oh, baby, I'm gonna come! Oh! Oh! Unh! Unh! Unhhhh! Oh, Jesus!" Tonya yelled as her orgasm crashed over her. I could feel her ass spasm around the plug as her womb convulsed within her. I lapped up the pussy juice oozing out of her as aftershocks jolted her.

Tonya slumped over on her side and then lay on her back.

"Shit! That felt so different! I didn't know whether to shit or go blind! That's almost too much! What will it be like with a real cock fucking my ass? And when he shoots his load up my rectum? Too fucking much!"

I reached up to pull the butt plug out of her back passage.

"Wait! Don't pull it all the way out. Just work it. Work it in and out. I want to see if I can relax even more.” As I started to pull it, she gasped. "Oh, it's so fucking big! Let me bear down. I'm gonna push it out."

I saw her strain and her ass stretched even wider, passing the wide part of the bulb. I held it from going out all the way and then pushed it back into her abused gateway. It slipped back in easily!

"Oh, yes! I can do it! Keep doing that! We'll teach my ass a new trick!"

This time I was able to draw the plug out with only a slight tug and promptly squeezed it back in.

"That's it! Fuck my poor ass! Your wife's rosebud will never be the little pucker it used to be after this! It'll be Tonya's new fuck-hole, for big cocks only! Maybe I'll get a tattoo! 'Big Cock Slut.’ Oh, yeah!"

The plug had won the war. Tonya's ass had surrendered. The toy was slipping in and out with ease now, although her ass still wrapped itself tightly around it, like a rubber band. The sight was perversely erotic. My own cock was rock hard and dripping pre-cum like a leaky faucet. I was mesmerized by the image.

"That still feels good, but we'd better give it a rest. I don't want to be ruined for tomorrow night, do I?” I pulled the butt plug out. I looked at it, glistening with lube, and it wasn't an appetizing prospect. Tonya sensed my hesitation.

She took the plug out of my hand and pushed me down on the bed. She started stroking my hard-on with the greasy plug. I could feel that it was still warm from being buried in her ass. The very thought that the lube now touching my cock was from her rectum shot a thrill through me and my cock bobbed with arousal. Tonya just tickled my dick with the plug and I humped up, trying to get more stimulation. She stroked the sensitive underside with maddening delicacy, toying with me.

"Does that excite you, Johnny? Do you like having Tonya's ass juice on your little dickie? Does your little peepee want to fuck Tonya's ass? Or is it more exciting to think about Brian fucking your wife's ass?"

"Unh!" I groaned, afraid that whatever I said would be the wrong answer.

"I'll take that to mean 'both.’ But your widdle winkie is never going to fuck Tonya's ass—or her cunt for that matter. Too liddle," she said in a baby-talk voice.

"But I'm glad to see that the idea of a big cock ass-fucking your wife excites you plenty. That's a beautiful thing Nature has done for you cuckolds. She's cheated you in the size department, but she's given you the gift of being aroused by others' pleasure. You're as aroused by the idea of Brian fucking my ass as you would be if it were going to be you—maybe more, because taking pleasure in being cuckolded is even dirtier, more perverse. It's the unnatural lusts that captivate you: piss-drinking, ass licking, sodomy, cock-sucking...."

She swung her hips around and lowered her ass over my face.

"I can feel my ass is still gaping! Look at it! Tomorrow Brian's cock is going to plunge in that hole and tomorrow he's going to be giving me a sperm enema. Kiss your wife's virgin ass goodbye.” She began to stroke my cock delightfully. "Kiss it and let your heart long for another man to fuck my ass.” My cock jumped in her hand. "As you lick and kiss my asshole, let that be your dearest desire. More than anything you want to know that another man, a better man, has fucked my ass, that his spunk has defiled your wife's bowels."

Her words lanced through me and captivated me. Her hand slid over my greasy tool, wringing desperate pleasure from it.

"You can't wait for Brian to fuck my ass. You'd rather have him fuck me than to do it yourself. If you did it, it would be sad, pathetic, pointless, a disappointment to you and me. But when a real man fucks my ass, it will be glorious! It will be an achievement, a higher stage for all of us. I'll be giving him a supreme gift and you'll reach a higher—or lower?—level of cuckoldry! You can't help but want that. It's embarrassing, shameful, degrading—but to a cuckold that makes it wonderful, delicious, triumphant!"

With that my cock exploded with all the pent-up lust of watching the video, seeing Tonya take the plug, her toying with me, and the truth of her taunts. A massive orgasm rocked me and I spurted cum in three ropes on my chest.

`"Oh, that was an extra special one! I'm glad to see your cock ratifies my theory and approves of my butt-fucking plan!"

She dismounted me and told me to lie still. Moments later she appeared with "Richard" and a spoon. She scraped up my cum and ladled it onto the big dildo.

"I see some cocksucking in your future, so we might as well get started.” She coated the dildo with my spend and then fed it to me. I sucked the knob and then licked my spunk off the shaft. As I sucked on the dildo I wondered what it would be like to suck Brian. It would be so different than a dildo: warm, vibrant—and attached to a real man! Tonya pushed the tip back in my mouth and fucked it gently in and out, nudging the back of my throat.

"Work on taking it all the way to the back of your throat. I mean, Brian won't mind your worshipping his manhood with your girlish licks and kisses, but eventually a man like him is going to want to fuck your face. You'll need to try to accommodate as much of it as you can.” She demonstrated by ramming the dildo against the back of my throat, gagging me and bringing tears to my eyes.

"I hear you can condition yourself to suppress the gag reflex. I'm not gonna do it: I have places I'd rather stick that thing. But if you become an accomplished cocksucker, you'd have something special to offer Brian—or other men I bring home to fuck!” She punctuated her suggestion with another push against my tonsils.

"Well, it'll take some practice, but we've already seen how trainable you are! Wash these up and put them away. It's the real thing tomorrow night! And you'll be meeting my boyfriend face-to-face for the first time!"


-Day 19 Wednesday-

When Tonya got home from work, she was carrying a dress bag.

"I went out at lunch and bought something for the occasion!” She uncovered the dress, which was low-cut, short, tight, and lavishly decorated with sequins. It was definitely a "fuck me" dress.

Audrey's gang met at a small dance club. Tonya told me that Brian was going to bring two of his friends along to meet them. It would be quite a spirited party. Audrey was known as a bit of a "wild" girl, which was one of the reasons Tonya hadn't previously gone along on these "girls' nights."

Tonya told me to wear my fanciest shirt and slacks, as she was planning to dress to the nines in heavy make-up, hoop earrings, and ankle and wrist bracelets. Of course, I had nothing to compare with her outfit, so the result was to emphasize the contrast between her "lioness on the prowl" and my "Caspar Milquetoast.” Her outfit pretty much advertised that men shouldn't let a little thing like a wedding ring get in the way of hoping for some fun.

I couldn't figure out why that picture was getting me hard! The very idea of her cavorting in front of me shamelessly, of rubbing my nose in it, made it more stimulating! What was wrong with me? Wires crossed somewhere, it seemed.

"Do you approve, baby?" Tonya asked. When I hesitated to answer, she reached for my crotch. "Or, more important, does Little Johnny approve? Oh! I see he does! This is going to be so exciting for you, isn't it? Your first taste of practically admitting you are a cuckold in public. I think you'd better go watch that video to get in the right frame of mind. You can pull your little dick, but don’t come!

"While you're watching it, tell yourself how much you want to see Brian butt-fuck me! Because I want you to come back and beg me to do it! I want you to convince me that you really and truly want this to happen, not just for me, but to crown your cuckoldry, to make you a better, more perfect cuckold husband. I want you to want it: not just tolerate it, but to really lust for it."

As she spoke I could feel myself going into some other state of consciousness, as if she were hypnotizing me. My stiff cock gave her some direct route into my willpower. I went to "my" room with the "training" posters. As the laptop booted up, I had my pants down around my ankles and my prick in my hand. I clicked on the anal sex video and slathered lube on my cock. It felt so good. When Tonya talked to me that way, it was like setting tinder on fire. I hated to admit it, but when she did that to me, beating off was as good as—maybe better than—any sex we'd ever had together!

Then I walked into "our" room to get dressed. Tonya was at her dressing table applying her make-up.

"You ready for this?" she asked.

"Yeah."

"Are you ready to do as I asked? To beg me—sincerely?"

"Uh, yeah."

She got up, a vision of sexual allure and beauty. She looked like a fancy dessert at a gourmet restaurant, almost too good to touch.

"Then come here. Kneel here."

I knelt down in front of her. She looked down from above, her eyes gorgeous with liner and shadow and mascara, penetrating me, looking into my soul.

"So beg me!” Her eyes searched mine, looking for signs of deception or shrinking.

"Uh, Tonya....” I waited, to reach into my gut, my heart, to touch that part of me that really did want this. Images of Brian's cock, her puckered hole, the video danced in my mind's eye. My cock was hard, my visible lie detector.

"Tonya, please let Brian fuck your ass. I want you to give yourself to him to use, to let him take you in a way I never have. I want you to ... take his cock into ... the depths of you, to enjoy it to the fullest. I want to see that and I want to know it."

Tonya held my face in her hands.

"Reach deep and tell me more!" she breathed hotly.

"I want your tight muscles to grip his shaft. I want him to feel you ripple around his cock. I want him to spray his hot seed deep into your bowels!"

"Magnificent! Oh, you are a better, more sincere cuckold than I could have ever hoped for! I believe you really do want this, that it truly will make you happy! What a wonderful husband!” She released my head and turned around. She pulled up the hem of her dress, exposing the round globes of her ass. A thin strip of thong separated her cheeks tantalizingly.

"Lower my panties and kiss my virgin ass goodbye. After tonight it will be Brian's playground."

I pulled the thong from between her cheeks and lowered it to the floor. She leaned forward, presenting her ass for my worship. I spread her ass and planted a kiss on her anus. In my mind I was picturing the delicate tissues being ravaged by Brian's stiff rod.

Then we were off to meet Audrey's posse at the club. The place was lively despite the weeknight. Audrey and a couple of her girlfriends were already there, having staked out a large table. I went to the bar to get drinks for Tonya and me. There was music, but not too loud to talk. At the early hour the dance floor was less than half full.

We chatted and sipped our drinks, warming up to the scene. It didn't take me too long to spot Brian, sitting at the bar with two friends, one an athletic-looking black guy and a tall blond surfer-type white guy. Brian was subtly surveying our table. Then the three friends got up and sauntered up.

"Ladies," Brian started, ignoring me, "I'm Brian and this is Calvin," indicating the black dude, "and David. Let's get this party started: who'd like to dance?"

Audrey and her friends jumped up and introduced themselves. Without missing a beat, Brian swept one of them off to the dance floor and the two other couples paired off.

"Smooth," Tonya approved. "Not to be too obvious right away."

"Do you think we should join them, dancing?"

"No, let's play it that you're a stick in the mud. You don't like to dance that much anyway, but that will make it more natural for the fellas to ask me to dance."

"OK."

Soon they returned. Brian addressed us.

"Aren't you two going to dance?"

"No, I'm not much of a dancer," I said, "but Tonya likes to dance. Be my guest.” I started to blush at the irony, although it was lost on the other. To cover it up I excused myself to get us another round of drinks. "Why don't you fellows join us? You want a beer? On me," I offered.

"Wow, that'd be great!" Brian enthused. "Is that OK with you ladies?" he asked. A very smooth customer, I thought. No wonder Tonya liked him. His suggestion was eagerly accepted all around.

When I got back with a couple of pitchers, Tonya was out on the dance floor with Brian. My stomach did a flip-flop to see them touching and looking at each other, both shaking their booties and grinding their hips in each other's direction. I doubt if anyone who didn't know us would see anything amiss, but I wondered if Audrey would notice that Tonya didn't exactly look like a married lady out with her husband.

I took a big gulp of beer and watched them, probably a little too intently. Audrey leaned over and whispered, "Wow, I didn't know Tonya could dance like that!" and gave me a nudge in the ribs.

"I guess being out with you single girls loosens her up," I jibed back. "It's just dancing."

Tonya only stopped back long enough to down half a beer at two swallows.

"That's fun!" she announced. "I forgot how fun dancing can be! It's been so long since I had a good dance partner!"

I grinned sheepishly.

"Yes, that's not one of my talents. But I can be generous. Go ahead and enjoy yourself."

"Thanks, Johnny," Tonya replied and took Calvin's hand and led him back out on the dance floor. I hadn't considered that Tonya might flirt with other men too. Watching her and Calvin twitch their hips at each other made me surprisingly jealous. I know it sounds crazy—I mean, she was fucking Brian and I'm jealous that she's dancing with someone? But it was another boundary stepped over. Not just one guy, but "guys," plural. We'd never talked about whether there would be other guys. Would she want to fuck Calvin too?

Calvin was bolder than Brian. His dancing was more obviously suggestive and he put his hands on Tonya more and danced closer. She was clearly getting off on dancing with a black guy in front of me and she answered his pelvic gyrations with her own. She used her dance moves to rub up against him.

"Johnny, these guys are fun!" Tonya gushed when she came back to the table. She sat Calvin down next to her and when David and Audrey returned, she got them all talking about where they worked and how they knew each other, while we downed the beer. Soon Tonya jumped up and pulled David out onto the dance floor.

"C'mon, blondie, show me what you got!" she challenged him. David was not as good a dancer, but he must have been a good talker, because they were joking and laughing the whole time. I knew Tonya hadn't had that much to drink, but she was cutting up as if she were tipsy. I wasn't sure if she were putting it on as an excuse to be forward or if she was actually getting intoxicated by all the male attention.

To tell the truth, I was starting to get off on it too. The fact that these hunks were all attracted to my wife was a turn-on. She was my wife, after all, but they all wanted her. Of course, the fact that they could actually have her too should have dampened my enthusiasm, but it didn't! She was hot and the sparks flying between her and these guys were making me horny!

For the next hour Tonya only sat for brief rests and sips of beer. She was passed from Brian to Calvin to David one after the other. David and Audrey seemed to be hitting it off, as they danced several times. Audrey's other girlfriends were getting attention from a pair of guys they seemed to know from somewhere else.

When Tonya came back she pointedly sat on the opposite side of the table, next to Brian. Audrey and David went back to the dance floor and Calvin sat down next to Tonya. She immediately beamed.

"This is the best seat in the house," she crowed, "between these two hunks!” She wiggled her fanny and pulled them each closer, putting her arms around them. "I'm having such a good time! I'm glad Audrey finally talked me into coming! I'd never get to dance at all if it were up to Johnny!"

Calvin had a deep sexy voice.

"Sugar, we'll dance with you all night if you want!"

"Oh, Calvin!" she squealed. "You make that sound so dirty! You'll make me cream my panties!” Tonya looked me in the eye.

Calvin and Brian roared at that. They each put an arm around her and hugged her and Tonya laughed with delight.

"Good thing I'm such a proper married lady, or you guys would give a girl ideas!” They all laughed and I sat there not knowing what to say to that. What would be the proper wimpy thing for me to say to fit the picture that Tonya had painted for Brian?

"Well, as long as it's just dancing, that's OK. Just don't go too far," I offered.

"Boys, I do believe my hubby is a little jealous!” She took a sip of her beer. "as the song says, 'Let's give 'em something to talk about'!” She grabbed Brian's hand and pulled him out onto the floor. This time she plastered herself all over Brian. They danced with their bodies pressed up against each other, front to front, then front to back. If she weren't going to fuck Brian later, she'd have been the biggest cocktease on the planet! At the end of the song, she gave Brian a soulful kiss on the lips.

"Baby, I think you might have had a little too much to drink," I said when they came back to the table. "I think we should go home now. We have to work tomorrow."

"No!! I'm having fun!" Tonya whined. "You go home if you want. I'm staying! I'm sure these guys would give me a ride home."

"Sure we would," offered Calvin.

"Can't we just go?" I asked. "I've got to get to bed. I've been a good sport, but this isn’t really my kind of thing and I have an early meeting tomorrow. And I think you’re forgetting yourself. You’re not a single swinger anymore."

"You go ahead, baby. Get your beauty sleep! But I haven't had this much fun since we've been married! I'm not ready to call it a night. I may not be single anymore, but I can still swing! Don't wait up: I'm in good hands!"

With that she leaned back against Calvin and he caught her weight, putting his muscular black arms around her.

“You’re making a spectacle of yourself!” I barked at her peevishly.  “You’re married!”

“I’m married, not dead! I’m having fun! Don’t be such a wet blanket! If it were up to you I’d sit home knitting. Well, I’m still young and I like to dance and have some fun with my friends!”

“And any strange men you can pick up in a bar!”

“Ye-e-ess!” she said, leaning back against Calvin, and turned her head to him and pulled his head down into a kiss.  Calvin kissed her in surprise and then she pulled him back down and gave him some tongue!

“That’s it! Now you’re making even more of a spectacle of yourself and a fool out of me! You’re drunk!  I’m taking you home!”

“No, you’re not! I’m having fun! I’m your wife, not your slave! You go home if you want! I’m staying and having a good time!”

“Suit yourself!" I muttered, bitterly. "I'm leaving! And we’ll talk about this tomorrow!"

"It won’t matter what you have to say tomorrow! It won’t change the fact that I’m an adult and I can choose what I want to do! Go ahead—go home! I'll be fine. I’m among friends," she said, pointedly reaching back and giving Calvin a squeeze. “They’ll take care of me!”

“Well, don’t expect me to sit home waiting up for you! In fact, I won’t be there. I’ll be at my folks! You can find your own way home!”

”Whatever,” Tonya said disgustedly. “I’m in good hands,” Tonya said, pulling Calvin’s arms closer around her.

With a show of wimpy but impotent anger, I left a tip (after having paid for most of the rounds of beer) and stomped out. Before I reached the door Tonya was dancing cheek to cheek with Calvin.

I felt anticipation and excitement as I got in the car and drove home, like a kid wanting to see if he got away with pulling a practical joke. It felt as if Tonya and I were putting something over on these guys, since they didn't know I was "in on it.” Once again I was unable to park in my own driveway.

I undressed for bed and darkened the house, leaving only one light on by the door, to sell the idea that I was elsewhere. I turned out all the lights in the bedroom and only had the light of the computer monitor. Tonya wouldn't be home for a while. We'd already placed the spy camera in the bedroom.

She must have done a good job, or they were so horny they couldn't think straight, because in less than an hour I heard a car door slam and the sound of voices and "Shhh! Shhh!” I heard the front door open and footsteps. I watched the computer screen intently. First Tonya appeared, throwing herself drunkenly on the bed. Then Brian came into view. He took her foot and began to remove her strappy shoe.

"Are you sure this is a good idea?" I heard him say.

"Don’t worry! My husband’s at his folks, pouting."

Then my heart stopped. A black hand entered the screen to take her other shoe off! Calvin was there too!

"Very accommodating of him to stay out of the way!" came Calvin deep voice. He thought he was being ironic—little did he know how close he was to the truth!

"If you were my wife, I'd keep you under lock and key!" Calvin continued.

"If my husband had what I felt rubbing up against me when we were dancing, you wouldn't need to lock me up!" Tonya joked, stroking the lump in the front of Calvin's pants.

"You'll have to wait your turn, Cal," Brian interjected. "Tonya and I have something very special on the program and I can't wait!"

Tonya kissed Brian deeply as he knowingly grabbed each of her ass cheeks in his hands.

"Yes, very special," Tonya agreed, "and my ass can't wait to be filled by a cock for the first time!” She wiggled her ass in Brian's hand seductively.

"Your first ass-fuck? Your husband's never been back there, but Brian's going to do you? Man, that's hot! But are you sure you can handle this man's cock back there?"

"I'm gonna!" Tonya declared. "I want it so bad! I want to give you something my husband's never had, Brian, because you've given me pleasure my husband never has and never will. I want to give myself to you completely. Use me!"

She excused herself briefly and I knew she was giving herself a quick enema to ready herself for Brian's meatpole. When she came back she was wearing only a short robe and carrying a nursery-sized jar of Vaseline.

"You are a goddess," Calvin declared and he couldn't help himself but to reach out and put his black hand on Tonya's ass and slide it underneath the hem of her short robe. He bent his head down and pulled the robe open, exposing one of Tonya's beautiful breasts and I about swooned when I saw his black lips take her nipple in his mouth. "I've been watching these jollies bounce around while you were dancing and I can't resist seeing what they feel like," Calvin explained, his voice sounding hoarse. Tonya moaned and gave herself up to his ministrations. The wantonness of her submitting to yet another man, this one a practical stranger, made my brain fevered with lust.

Brian smoothly insinuated himself, letting Calvin step aside, having gotten his taste. Brian kissed her and reached his hand between her cheeks and fingered her ass. Tonya moaned and ground her backside against his fingers.

"Mmmm! Lube me up, baby. Get me loose and ready for you." Tonya urged him huskily. She handed Brian the jar of Vaseline and slipped her robe completely off, while Brian slipped off the last of his clothing. Propelled by lust, Tonya jumped onto the bed on all fours, presenting her behind like a bitch in heat. Her animalistic eagerness to be anally raped amazed me, but it only stoked my own arousal. I began to slowly pump my pud, thrilling with the sparks that cascaded from my dick to my perverted brain and back again. I really wanted to see Brian plant his scepter in her ass now. I couldn't stand it if anything stopped it at this point. I'd pay him to do it now, I wanted it so bad.

Brian gathered up a fingerful of the Vaseline and applied it to Tonya's asshole, smearing it around and dipping it inside.

"Oh, God, that feels so dirty!" Tonya enthused. "Lube me up good and relax me. Calvin, play with my tits and pussy! Get me so hot I'll be feeling no pain!"

Calvin was surprised but obviously pleased to be involved. He shot a brief look at Brian, like, 'Is it OK, bro?' and Brian nodded. He reached under Tonya and took a breast in each hand, cupping them and feeling their fullness, then started to gently stroke and touch her nipples. I couldn’t believe it! This really was like a porno, but it was real and it was my wife! I was so turned on, I thought I might faint!

Brian scooped up another dollop of lube and plunged two fingers into Tonya's rectum. I could tell from his motions that he was stretching her sphincter in all directions with a circular motion. He drew his fingers out briefly only to immediately thrust them back in.

"Oh, God, lover! That is so sexy! My pussy is rippling with envy! It wants to be fucked too!"

Calvin chuckled and speared her pussy with one of his thick fingers. ‘Oh, shit!!!’ I thought to myself. Tonya yelped and tried awkwardly to hump both of the sets of fingers penetrating her holes. She dipped her head, frowning with concentration, as if she were trying to figure out which sensation was coming from where. She was slowly undulating her hips now, savoring the strange feelings.

Brian dipped more Vaseline onto his fingers and now worked a third finger into Tonya's backside. Tonya groaned and held still and I could tell that her ass was resisting the invasion. Calvin continued to knead her tits lewdly to distract her from the discomfort.

"Bear down, baby," Brian coached her. "Stretch those muscles. Open up for Papa!"

Tonya pushed back on his fingers and grunted, following Brian's instructions. He twisted his hand and thrust deeper into her bowels.

Meanwhile my cock was seeping pre-cum, making my own hand a gooey mess of lube and my drippings. I groaned at the voluptuous feelings going up and down my penis and the erotic power of the scene before me.

"Baby, I think you're ready!' Brian announced. "Do you want my cock in your ass?"

"Oh, do I want it!" she moaned.

"Are you my ass-fucking whore?"

"Oh, yes, I am! Make me your whore!"

"And my friends? Do you want their cocks in your pussy, your mouth, and your ass?"

"Oh, please! Put it in my ass! You can do whatever you want to me! Yes, I'll fuck you, fuck your friends! I'll let them fuck me whenever and wherever. Just fuck my ass now!"

I couldn't believe my ears. This was my wife saying she wouldn't just take a lover. She'd be his bitch and let his friends use her too! My cock was so hard it felt as if it were ready to burst.

Brian greased up his pole. It was hard and glistened with lube. 'God, what a cock!' I thought. Tonya was panting.

I watched, almost holding my breath, afraid to blink, for fear I'd miss even one millisecond of the spectacle. Brian raised his cock to her ass and placed the head against her anus. My cock jumped at the moment of contact. With slow steady pressure he started to push his shaft into her rectum. I whimpered.

'Ohhh! Oh, God, it's so big! Ow! Oh! Oh, Brian, I don't know ... oh!"

Brian pulled back a fraction, teasing her ass, as if he were going to withdraw. But then he slowly pressed forward again.

"Take it, baby! You've got to take it! Bear down, because my cock is gonna fuck your ass good!"

"Oh, ow! Oh, Brian, be gentle! Please ! Oh, ow! Unh!"

"C'mon, baby! You're my bitch and I'm gonna use you however I want! You gotta take this cock in your ass!"

I found myself urging him on in my mind. 'Take her! Take her ass!' I was rooting for him, rooting for this man to violate my wife, to violate our marriage even more completely. It was as if I were him in my mind and it were my cock going into her.

"Take him! Take that big cock up your ass!" I said out loud to the computer screen. I was rooting for Tonya too, to fulfill her fantasy, to take him where I'd never go. I was rooting for her to cuckold me yet another way.

"Wait!" Tonya pleaded. "Give me a second.” I saw her seem to freeze, concentrating, and then she started to rock gently back and forth, massaging her own sphincter with his knob end. I heard her grunt and then push back, forcing herself onto his cock.

'Oh, baby, that's it! Oh, God, you're so tight! And so hot!" Brian cried.

"Oh! Oh. Unh! Unh!" Tonya was grunting and moaning incoherently. Brian started matching her rhythm, gently nudging his rod deeper and deeper into my wife's rectum.

"Oh, you feel huge! My ass is never going to be the same!”  He was halfway in now and he started making small fucking motions, gently fucking my wife's ass.

"You're doing it! You're taking me, baby!" Brian enthused.

Tonya stopped talking. She was panting and rocking and grunting. Brian was gradually thrusting deeper and using longer strokes, faster and faster.

"Oh, God! Oh, God!" Tonya yelled. "I’m doing it. I’m taking your cock in my ass! Oh, God, it’s huge!” She seemed to be concentrating, trying to relax.  She was taking big, slow breaths.  “Unhhhhh!” she moaned. “Oh! Oh, yeah! Fuck me! Fuck my damn whore ass!"

I held my breath as Brian started to fuck her in earnest.

“Ohhhh! Ohhhh!” Tonya moaned: I couldn’t tell whether it was in pain or pleasure.

His tempo and rhythm told me that she was opening up, her ass starting to accommodate the invasion.

My cock was red hot. Watching her lover's cock slide in and out of my wife's ass put me over the top. Cum shot out of my cuckold dick, splashing over the computer keyboard, one squirt after another. My orgasm was so intense, it felt as if my tubes were being pulled out through my dick. I groaned with mixed ecstasy and pain, the image of her lover's cock up my wife's butt branded in my brain.

I felt as if I were fighting toward consciousness out of a coma as I raised my eyes back to the screen. Brian was now steadily humping Tonya's backside. He no longer held back. Tonya was resting her weight on her shoulder so that she could scrub her clit with her right hand. With every thrust of Brian's she gave out a muffled grunt, sounding more now like an acknowledgement of his power than an expression of pain. Calvin was alternately stroking her back and tweaking her nipples.

"Whose ass is this now?" Brian growled. "Who does it belong to?"

"Unh! It's ... unh ... yours! Unh! My ass ... unh ... belongs to you!" Tonya answered in an erotic haze. "Fuck me! Use my ass! Show me who's boss!" Tonya urged.

With that Brian plunged into her frantically and I knew there was no more pain. My poor prick wanted to rise again at the thought that she'd opened herself up so totally to him, that her ass had accepted his man-sized meat completely. I could remember how Tonya's dildo had felt in my ass and I knew her ass was no longer protesting: now it was hungering to be raked by his cock. Unlike the dildo, she would be feeling his cock's heat, feeling it swell even bigger with his excitement, nearing his climax.

His climax! Oh, the idea! The image of her bowels being painted with his cum, of her rectum clutching his cock, milking squirt after squirt, feeling every spasm to the root of her being! My dick shuddered despite its spent condition and I grabbed its greasy gooey length, inflamed with my own imaginings. Half-blind with lust I focused again on the computer screen.

"Oh God! Oh God!" Tonya was shrieking. Her face was contorted in an animal mask. She gritted her teeth and then an expression of shock came over her face.

"Oh, shit! I'm coming! Oh God! Fuck! Fuck! Unh! Unh! Oh God! Oh God! Oh no! Too much! Oh no! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh shit! Fuck! Fuck!” Her orgasm seemed to go on and on. Her cries lashed Brian into a fucking frenzy, as if his cock were a dynamo powering her orgasm. Then just as her cries became less frantic, his started.

"Argghh! Unh! Unh!” He buried his shaft into her, gluing his groin to her ass and he twitched. I pictured his copious white cum shooting up her ass like a firehose. I knew she had to be feeling every quiver, feeling the hot liquid coat her colon.

"Oh God! You're coming in my ass! Do it! Fill me! I'm yours! My ass is yours! I'm your ass-fucking bitch!"

Brian was incoherent, unable to respond to her declaration. I continued to stroke my tortured Little Johnny, filled with lust, feeling this moment imprint itself on my soul. I was unable to come again so soon, or even get hard, but still I wanted to join them in a perverted psychedelic trip.

Brian was panting in exhaustion, half-draped over Tonya’s back.

“Fuck! Your ass is squeezing the life out of my cock, woman!” He pulled out of her and fell heavily in the bed. Tonya rolled over on her back, turning as she did to point her ass at the hidden camera.

“Oh, God, it feels like my insides are going to fall out!” She pulled her knees up and pulled them to her chest, exposing her anus to the camera. I knew that she was doing this for my benefit. Her ass was grossly distended, leering open, unable to regain its tightness so soon after having been ravaged. It looked red, as I could see past her pink skin straight into the red lining of her rectum. The whole area glistened with lube. Tonya reached down to feel herself.

“Oh, my God! It’s so open! I can stick two fingers in and barely feel them!” She did so and obscenely finger-fucked herself languidly. “Oh, I love having another hole for you to fuck! It is so dirty!”

“Is it ready for this?” Calvin stepped into the picture, his black cock a rigid pole in front of him. Would Tonya let this stranger fuck the ass that I, her husband, had never had?

“Oh, yes!” Tonya replied enthusiastically. “Get it in while I’m still loose and hot! Come over here a second, so I can get you ready!”

Calvin shinnied up to where Tonya could reach his cock and she pulled it to her lips and started licking the end. Calvin was uncircumcised and the tip of his cock was pinker than the rest.

“I’ve never tasted an uncircumcised cock before!” Tonya admitted. She eagerly pulled the tip into her mouth and I could see her tongue working it. Calvin moaned with pleasure. The contrast of his black cock, her white skin, and her red-painted lips sent shudders through my nervous system.

“Hand me the lube, Brian,” Tonya asked. She scooped out a generous amount and started greasing up the black man’s weapon. “Oh,” she said, as she slid her hand ever so slowly and luxuriously up and down the shaft, “this is going to feel so good in my ass! Let’s get it in! Fuck me, you black stud!”

Tonya pulled her knees back, hunching her ass up, displaying it whorishly to the camera and to Calvin. Then I saw his black ass step in front of the camera and I knew he was placing his cock at Tonya’s open back passage. I could see his buttocks tense and I knew he was squeezing his penis into her rectum.

“Oh, yes!” Tonya shouted. “Oh, it feels so good to be full again! It was so easy this time! I’m going to have to ass fuck regularly, to keep me stretched and loose! It’s going to be so good to have all that man-meat up my ass!”

My own ass twitched at the thought of Calvin’s shaft plowing between her gorgeous globes, filling her bowels with his phallus. I imagined what Tonya must be feeling from the times she had penetrated me. My hand felt so good still on my greasy dick and I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensation while I pictured Calvin’s back cock sliding in and out of Tonya’s rectum. I squeezed my own penis tightly as I imagined her sphincter muscles tightly gripping the black man’s penis.

“Oh, God, I think you’re trying to shove it up me to the back of my throat!” Tonya accused. I opened my eyes and saw Calvin sawing away, fucking her ass as energetically as if it were a cunt. I suspected he was slamming into the top of her rectum with every thrust, trying to squeeze into her colon.

Brian was now crawling one top of her, taking one nipple into his mouth and reaching across to flip the other one with his hand.

“Come now, with Calvin’s cock up your ass! Come with his black cock in your ass, baby! Let him feel you come on his cock!”

Brian’s words and action were exciting her. I could hear Tonya starting to moan and groan with pleasure.

“My ass is … so hot. His cock, so big, so long, so hot! Oh, fuck me, Calvin! Fuck my whore ass! I want your black cum up my ass!” She continued to groan and more and more animal noises came out of her as Calvin continued to pound her backside.

“Oh, God! Unh! Unh! Oh, oh, oh! Oh! Argghhh!” I knew Tonya was coming again with a different man’s cock in her ass. I closed my eyes and felt every nerve sing as my hand slid up and down my own cock. I listened and I heard Calvin’s guttural noises as he shot his load into my wife’s ass. I pictured his black cockhead buried deep in my wife’s rectum. I was enjoying my wife ravishment and infidelity!

Calvin collapsed on top of Tonya, her legs thrown around his back. He tried to pull out of her and she held him with her shapely calves.

"Oh, no! If you pull out, I swear my innards are all going to fall out! I feel so nice and full!"

"Oh, babe, you feel good to me too," Calvin said in his deep baritone. "But you wore me out! I got to lie down!" he protested.

Tonya groaned as he pulled out and he slumped on the bed next to her. His deflating penis was only half-hard, but it still must be twice the size of mine at full sail. I zoomed the camera in to get a peek at Tonya's hole, but she squeezed her legs together, whimpering.

"Oh, God, it feels as if I just shit out a watermelon! I think you guys' big pricks have destroyed me back there!"

"But did you like it?" Brian asked.

"Naughty boy! Of course I liked it! It was so dirty and nasty. Nice girls don't butt-fuck! It's so primitive, so animal."

"But you're not a nice girl, are you?"

"No, I'm discovering I'm a dirty nasty girl! I'm pretty sure I'm going to doing a lot more butt-fucking in the future.” She reached over and stroked Calvin's black thigh with her white hand. "And I liked getting to know one of your friends too!"

They all three laughed. Brian's phone beeped and he flipped it open.

"That's David. He just texted me that he's leaving Audrey's and he wants to come over here. Is it OK?"

"What do you think he wants?"

"What do you think? Guys our size don't get many chances to go down the dirt road. Hell, there's gals afraid to try us in their pussy, much less their ass. Are you up for another round?"

"God, what bastards! That's why I could never marry a horn-dog like one of you!"

"No, you just like to fuck us!"

"I guess he's not going to do any more damage than you guys have already done. In fact, that's getting me horny again, thinking about doing three guys in one night! He might as well get here before my ass starts to tighten up again!"

I couldn't believe my ears. This was going way past what I thought we were about. Tonya wasn't talking about just getting something on the side. She was turning into a first-class gang-bang slut! Was I going to be her eunuch, the clean-up boy of Tonya's whorehouse?

As that thought crossed my mind, images crowded in of her pussy and ass red and slack, oozing buckets of sperm. I imagined men lined up, laying miles of pipe in her, one after the other. And I pictured myself as a forgotten bystander, the wimpy pin-dick, shunted aside as one well-hung man after another possessed her.

And my dick wanted to try to harden again, against my will!  The more outlandish the scenario, the more abject the humiliation, the more my little willie liked it! Mere minutes after I'd licked up my last puddle of sperm off my palm, the new degradation stoked the fires of my lust anew. Was I becoming addicted to this, just as Tonya joked she might become addicted to backdoor sex?

I stared at my own cock, struggling toward a soft erection, startled at myself. Was this what I really wanted in my heart of hearts? Did I want my wife to lower herself to being a cum bucket? As those words formed in my head I saw her in my mind's eye, legs splayed, her holes reddened, distended, gaping open, cum dripping out of her like a leaky sink. My heart skipped a beat and my cock throbbed. Oh, God! That image made me burn with lust!

I wasn't the only pervert in the house though. I heard the door open and the unmistakable sounds of people moving through the house. No doubt David had arrived. I watched the computer monitor and there the blond appeared.

Tonya was lying on her side in a seductive pose.

"Well, don't just stand there! Let's see what you've got for me!” She was getting off on being the target of all these men's lust!

David quickly shucked his clothes. Tonya reached out and took his half-hard tool in her hand. She bent down and rubbed it against her cheek and lips.

"This cock's already done some fucking tonight! So Audrey didn't send you away unsatisfied, did she? I bet that's her pussy juice I smell. Let's see how she tastes!"

Tonya licked David's prick like an ice cream cone, savoring all the juices it was covered with. Then she took the knob in her mouth and bobbed her head on it, only able to take about half in before it hit the back of her throat. She slobbered a gout of saliva down his penis and gathered it up in her hand, making a slick lube.

"David, I've found out tonight that I like butt-sex. I can't wait to get this pole up my ass. I may not be able to walk tomorrow, but I want more tonight. Give me that lube, Brian."

She slathered the Vaseline on his cock and continued her hand job.

"Let's get you nice and hard. I'll bet Audrey took a lot out of you. Did you give her a good ride?"

"Oh, yeah!" David choked out, as he was staring at Tonya's hand lewdly sliding up and down his greasy shaft.

"I think you did. I'm wondering who would eat a woman out better: another woman, or a cuckold wimp like my husband? I mean, a woman knows what a woman feels as no man could. But a wimp has a lot of motivation, you know? He knows that's his only chance to please his woman. He knows his dick's too little, so he's going to eat her out like there's no tomorrow. Maybe someday I'll have to have a face-off to test it out."

My stomach did flip-flops to hear Tonya talking about me like that, but I couldn't take my eyes off her hand stroking up and down David's rigid member. She was dragging the lube up and down so languidly that David was starting to squirm with frustration. The cock stood straight up, hard, glistening. It was a beautiful specimen. I started to feel my anticipation building, to see it plunge into Tonya's bowels, for me to be made a cuckold for the third time tonight. 'Fuck her,' I thought. 'Fuck her ass good!'

Brian leaned over and whispered something to Tonya. She started.

"No! I couldn't! You guys would split me open! I don't want any permanent damage!"

Brian reached over and started toying with Tonya's pussy, spreading her juices over her clit and labia.

"But it will be so hot! Think of it! You've got to try it at least! Imagine how that'd feel! And for me and David: it'd be so dirty! I bet you'll be so horny we'd slip right in! You'd love it!"

He kept playing with her pussy and Tonya started squirming. He started kissing her, even as she held David's greasy cock in one hand.

"Besides, are you my ass-fucking whore or not? Put out, baby! Calvin, give me a hand here."

Calvin came over and started toying with Tonya's tits. Now she was moaning into Brian's mouth and humping herself on his hand.

"OK, we can try it. But don't hurt me! If I can't do it, we have to stop."

"You can do it, baby, if anybody can! DP, baby! DP!"

DP! Double penetration! Oh, God, they were going to ruin her! All the porn I'd seen of woman obscenely sandwiched between two men flashed through my mind. But this time, not some porn actress—my wife! My wife was going to have two big cocks in her at once! Despite my fears, I felt a surge of blood to my groin. God, it was filthy, perverted, too extreme. And I couldn't help but want to see it!

Brian lay down on the bed, stroking his cock to full hardness. Tonya straddled him and backed up, working his phallus into her neglected pussy. Despite her arousal, it was still big enough that she had to ease it in little by little, accommodating its length and girth. She fucked Brian gently astride him, loosening and lubricating herself. Then she lay flat on Brian's chest, exposing her stretched anus as much as she could.

"Lube me up again and grease that pole good, David," Tonya ordered. David plunged a greasy finger into her shrinking but still distended asshole.

"Oh, shit!" Brian exclaimed. You're diddling me with your finger, you faggot!"

"I'll practically be rubbing cocks with you in a minute, Tinkerbelle! It was your idea; I just wanted a piece of Tonya's ass candy! You're the faggot who wanted to feel my cock fuck her from the inside!"

David plunged two fingers into Tonya's back passage and she moaned.

"Shit! I'm so full of Brian already, that feels twice as tight!"

Brian reached between them and tweaked both of Tonya's nipples at once.

"Just relax and enjoy it, baby! Dave's gonna take it nice and slow. Audrey's already trimmed him, so he can be real patient. Just think about the turn-on: your wimpy husband is snoozing away somewhere and you're gonna have two big cocks in you! He's got no idea: he still thinks you're his faithful wifey, while in reality you can't wait to have the third cock up your ass tonight! He thinks that ring makes you his woman, but you need cock so bad you're taking two at once!"

Brian had pushed the right buttons. Tonya started grinding on his cock and David's fingers. The idea of cuckolding me was definitely part of the turn-on for her. Having anal sex and screwing strangers was good, but humiliating her wimp husband at the same time made it that much better!

Dave re-greased his fingers and now had three of them crammed into Tonya's violated rectum.

"Oh, God! It feels like something's gonna tear, Brian!" Tonya moaned.

"Don't think of that, baby! Think of how nasty this is going to be! Your hot cunt and ass are making us crazy! We'll almost be rubbing our pricks together like a couple of faggots. You like it dirty like that!"

Wow, Brian really had Tonya figured out. It wasn't just about big cocks—it was about the forbidden too. She started fucking him now, even with David's three fingers stretching her poor ass.

"Oh, babe, stay still and wait for Dave to fill you properly," Brian directed. She settled down onto his cock and leaned forward chest to chest, exposing her asshole to the max. I held my breath as David removed his fingers and grabbed his drooling cock, slathered with Vaseline. He aimed at her half-open anus and slowly pressed it at the protesting opening. I found myself impatient with his hesitation, eager to see the perverse show. But he was as careful as a brain surgeon.

"Just relax," he coaxed her. "I won't hurt you. You tell me when it starts to feel looser and I'll go a little deeper."

"Unh! Oh, God, it's so big! Unh!" Tonya groaned. Then she whimpered and a moment later she whispered, "OK."

"Good girl!" Brian praised her and Dave pressed forward oh so slowly.

"Oh! Oh!" Tonya gasped.

Dave was just nudging her, probably not even moving, just pulling her gripping sphincter back and forth, massaging it. He pushed forward again, maybe a half-inch and stopped.

"Oh God! Oh God! Oh God!” Tonya huffed. Still Dave just held his ground. Then feeling some loosening he pushed forward again another half-inch.

"What are you putting up me, a baseball bat?!" Tonya protested. Dave just kept rocking.

"Blame Brian. It's his monster that's taking up all the room!" David joked. With that he pushed in another inch.

"Oof!" Tonya grunted, as if she'd been punched in the stomach.

"That's it, babe! I'm all the way in!" Dave crowed. He started tiny fucking motions, probably only fucking a half-inch or an inch each way. "God, that's the tightest thing I ever want to feel on my cock! It's like a rubber band!"

"Oh, fuck!" Brian cried. "That feels so weird!"

"Oh, Dave!" Tonya hissed. “Go ahead and fuck me! I want to feel you fuck me!"

Dave knew not to give in to her lust, but he gradually started to lengthen his stroke.

Tonya started yelling incoherently.

"Oh God! Oooh! Ohhh! Unh! Unh! God, oh, God, oh, God! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” She was like a crazy woman. The cries finally burst Dave's restraint and he started fucking her for real.

"Oh shit! Oh no!" Brian yelled. "Oh this is ... oh shit! Fuck! Fuck!" He started humping up frantically at Tonya's cunt. I'm sure if he hadn't come so recently he'd have shot his load right then.

I was spellbound at the tableau of pure lust and perversion on the monitor. Dave was humping Tonya's ass as hard as the tight confines and her connection to Brian allowed. Brian was jerking up into her cunt as much as he could with Tonya's weight on top of him.

Tonya started to sound like a person having a seizure. She was no longer forming words but only yelling out a series of grunts and gasps and cries that suggested to me that she was either dying or having a continuous orgasm!

I was awestruck at the power of what I was seeing. It was like a sexual dynamo, like turbocharged sex. It was like staring into the sun. It might have only lasted a few minutes, but I couldn't imagine how Brian and David were not coming already. I'd already come tonight and my tortured cock felt on the brink again just from watching this!

But nothing this powerful lasts forever. With a desperate groan David lunged at Tonya's ass and bucked against her creamy globes. Brian yelled out as the spasms of David's cock pressed against his own sent him over the edge. He arched up into Tonya frantically.

I closed my eyes and pictured the twin phalluses separated by a thin membrane, pumping their seed deep into Tonya's recesses! Deeper than my inadequate organ would ever penetrate, satisfying Tonya's primal needs in a way I never could. Their endowments tapped into a circuit of sexual energy that I could only admire. It was a privilege to even watch them, like watching a virtuoso musician perform.

Tonya still writhed between the two men, as if their hot cum were scalding her insides. Her moans and groans gradually subsided as they stopped fucking her and lay still. Slowly she regained the power of speech, if not coherence.

"Oh fuck! Oh God! Fuck, fuck, fuck! That was.... So ..., so..., oh! I never...," she babbled.

David pulled off of her and Tonya whimpered as her stretched and sodden asshole was empty again. She rolled off Brian and they both whimpered anew. Tonya reached down and cupped her ravaged pussy and moaned as if wounded. She lay there panting, her eyes closed.

"Shit! That was fantastic!" Brian gushed.

"Oh man, that was the best!" David agreed.

"That was the hottest thing I've ever seen!" said Calvin. "You've got me so turned on, Tonya! As the only one who hasn't come twice tonight, I'm gonna have to get some relief."

Without even asking Tonya, Calvin climbed on the bed and waved Tonya's hand away from her gooey cunt. She didn't even open her eyes or say a word. She gave the slightest whimper as he planted his ebony rod at her oozing pussy lips and slipped in to the hilt, his way greased by Brian's hot cum. Calvin started humping away, oblivious to whether Tonya wanted or needed another fucking.

"Oh, that's so wet and loose! I've never felt a cunt so hot and open for me!" Calvin exclaimed. Tonya didn't move or say a word; she just winced imperceptibly as his tempo picked up.

A shudder went through me. He was using my wife like a two-dollar whore. She was fucked half unconscious and he just treated her as a hole to stick his cock into, a cum bucket. My cock hardened as he continued to fuck her without any pretense that she was a partner or that they were fucking each other. He was fucking her cunt. My wife was a whore for these men—and she didn't care. In fact, she probably wanted to be that and wanted me to see it.

As that thought entered my mind, my cock swelled almost painfully and another ejaculation racked it. The orgasm was strong but only a puddle of cum dribbled out. Almost immediately I was overcome with a feeling of exhaustion and emptiness.

Calvin continued to pump away. He reached up and took hold of Tonya's white tits in his large black hands, as if they were mere handles for him to grab onto. Tonya groaned and spread her legs wider, as if his cock were hurting her. Calvin pumped even more furiously and Tonya started to moan and grind her pubes against his thrusts. With a roar the black man spewed his hot sperm deep into my wife as she moaned halfway between pain and ecstasy.

"What a fuck!" Calvin exclaimed as he rolled off Tonya's body. She moaned and closed her legs, once again clamping her hand over her violated pudendum.

"Uh!" she grunted, but Tonya smiled at Calvin impishly. "I feel as if my insides are going to fall out! Shit! That's all I can stand tonight! I won't be able to go to work tomorrow! But you fellas had better leave. Don't want to take any more chances."

The men slowly began to get dressed, but Tonya lay there naked, which emphasized her status as the sex object in the room. As the men readied to leave, Tonya surprised me and asked David and Calvin to kiss her before they left. She asked Brian to stay for a moment. She patted the bed next to her and Brian lay down front to front with her.

Tonya put her arm around him and kissed him hard on the lips.

"Thank you, Brian. You've taken me to places I never even knew existed! My cunt and my ass belong to you now. To you and your magnificent cock. And I'll fuck anyone you say, as long as they are real men, not pin-dicks like my wimp husband. I can't wait to take your cock up my ass again! This wasn't a one-time thing. I need it now. I need big cocks and lots of them!"

"I'll give you all you can handle, baby," Brian assured her.

My heart wrenched in my chest. The way Tonya talked to him cut through me. She was pledging herself to him, not just getting some cock on the side.

Brian left the camera frame and I could hear the front door close and a car start up and take off. Tonya still lay there naked.

"They're gone now, Johnny," she said to the camera. "Come on and get your dessert before it all leaks out!"

I jumped up and went to the guest room. As I opened the door the scent of sweat and sex was overpowering. My cock twitched at the pheromones saturating the air. I moved toward the bed, but Tonya stopped me.

"Wait. Stand there. This is an opportunity for your training as a cuckold husband. Tell me how you liked the show."

"Er ... it was very hot."

"Did your little dickie get very hard watching your wife get fucked by three man-sized cocks?"

"Yes."

"Yes what? Say it!"

"My little dick got hard watching their big cocks fuck my wife."

"And did you masturbate your little peepee while the men fucked your wife?"

"Yes."

"Yes what? You need to hear yourself say it out loud."

"Yes, I masturbated while I watched them fuck my wife."

"Masturbated what?"

“...er ... my little peepee."

"And how many times did you come?"

"I came twice...."

“...while?"

“...while I watched three men fuck my wife in the ass and cunt with their big cocks."

"Good boy! You like watching big cocks, don't you? Aren't their big cocks beautiful? Don't you just love seeing them so big and so hard? What was the hottest part? What excited you the most?"

"When ... when they were ... both inside you at the same time....” I shuddered at the memory and my cock stiffened.

"When I had one big cock up my ass and another big cock in my cunt. Mmmm.” Tonya closed her eyes and luxuriated in her recall.

"Do you want to kiss my unfaithful cunt and ass now? Do you want to taste the cum from those big cocks? Would it excite you to suck the cum of the men who cuckolded you, to suck it right out of me?"

I groaned. Indeed, as repellent as the idea should be, in fact it aroused and fascinated me! I wanted in some small way to reconnect with my wife. I should be grossed out at the thought of eating the cum of three men, all mixed together in my wife's holes, but instead the lewdness of it was all the more exciting! My cock was hard again, against all reason and physiology. This perversion was like a powerful drug, taking my body beyond its limits.

"Yes!" I choked out. "I want to suck their cum out of you! I need to! I want to taste it, taste their cum mixed with your pussy juice! I want to make love to your pussy and ass!” I winced and groaned. My own words were exciting me to a fever pitch! Tonya knew me so well, knew me apparently better than I knew myself, guessed that this admission would inflame me.

"Then beg me!" Tonya commanded. "Tell me how badly you want it—need it!"

I was startled by the pang of anxiety that shot through me at even the hint that she might deny me this sublime humiliation. The idea of debasing myself at Tonya's defiled fuck holes had taken over my brain, not to be denied. And not just debasing myself, but.... But wanting.... Wanting to taste their cum! Desperately wanting to lick up the cum of other men!

"Please!" I whined. "Please, Tonya, let me suck your pussy and ass! I want to serve you! I want to taste your holes, your juices."

"But not just my juices, is it? Admit you long to taste their cum, the cum of real men! You don't just want to serve me: you want to serve them too, to honor them by swallowing their manly sperm!"

I was taken aback by her guess, almost like mind-reading. But to my horror, that desire, that need, that urge welled up from deep within me! Yes, that was proper. They were real men, who could really please a woman. Far superior to me. It was only right that I should honor them by tasting their gift!

"Yes!" I croaked. "I ... want to ... taste their cum, lick it from your holes.... I ... need it."

"Yes!" hissed Tonya, as if this were a victory. "From my very well-fucked pussy and ass! Lie down on the bed!"

I scrambled on the bed and lay down. With a luxurious groan Tonya hoisted herself up, still holding her hand against her sloppy cunt. She straddled me, facing my feet, and scooted back, her hand and cunt looming over my face.

"Oh, God, the smell!' I exclaimed, breathing in deeply. The smell of sex was overpowering and intoxicating. I pressed my nose to her hand, trying to get more of the scent. "Oh!" I thrilled.

Tonya took her hand away, lowering her pussy inches from my face. Immediately I rose up, trying to suck her lips onto my mouth, but her hand pushed me back.

"Wait! Admire it first!"

I looked at her ravaged pussy, the lips reddened and slack in post-fuck lassitude. The opening was still gaping as if spread from a GYN exam. Tonya seemed to be doing something, as I could see some rippling of the tissues.

"Open wide, hubby!" she cried and suddenly a glob of milky liquid was streaming out of her cunt. I barely opened my mouth in time, getting some of it on my nose and upper lip, but a large part of it landed on my teeth and tongue. Her muscles rippled again and another glob was pushed out, doubling the acrid taste and smell. She was pushing it out, feeding me her lovers' spunk!

"Unh!" I groaned and accepted her gift, the proof and essence of her infidelity. The juice of her lovers' cocks mixed with her lubrication, secreted to ease their entry into her womb. I swallowed and then hunched up to seal my lips to her labia. I was ravening, licking and sucking like a starving man, trying to draw every drop of the spend of those big cocks into my mouth! I could picture those long thick organs, squirting their hot juice into Tonya's vagina. I wanted it! I wanted their seed! She lowered her pelvis to plant her pussy securely on my mouth.

The taste of male cum was strong and acrid, but Tonya's copious pussy juice sweetened it and added an irresistible allure. But it wasn't the taste I hungered for as much as the idea of what it was. I lusted to drown in the proof of my wife's infidelity, to immerse myself in the knowledge that she'd wanted and been satisfied by other men. I wanted to submit to that, to debase myself, and in some way maybe elevate myself in her eyes by accepting it, accepting my place. The loyal cuckold, the submissive husband, who sacrifices for his wife's happiness. I was excited to prove myself to Tonya.

But she was right, that was not all that was there. Part of me wanted to serve her men, to taste their essence. I wanted to make myself their little cuck-boy.

My cock was hard but my heart was full! I didn't know what kind of twisted love this was, but I was feeling loving, happy, satisfied in between Tonya’s thighs! I couldn't get enough of the smell, the feel, the taste of my wife's well-fucked, cum-smeared, cheating cunt! I could have stayed there forever. Her cunt was my world—I couldn't see or feel anything but her pussy and my face. I moaned and hummed to express my pleasure.

"I think Johnny likes Tonya's cunt this way, smothered in Brian's and Calvin's secret sauce.” She undulated her pelvis, rubbing her pud in my face lewdly.

She rose off me briefly, breaking the contact, eliciting a protesting whimper from me.

"That was just an appetizer, honey. The main course is the three loads in my ass!” She scooted forward and pushed her torso up, bringing her asshole above my mouth. She reached back and pulled her ass cheeks apart, displaying her violated anus.

"Look at it!" she commanded. "What an ass, eh? Took three giant salamis up there! Your blushing bride went from an anal virgin to an anal slut all in one night! Aren't you proud of me? Most gals won't even take a little pin-dick like yours up the dirt road, but yours truly took three monsters!"

Her ass looked the worse for wear, but it was still beautiful to me. It glistened with lube and was red and protruding, as if part of her rectum were pushing out. As I watched, the muscles quivered almost imperceptibly, as if struggling to hold her insides in.

"I can't hold it much longer! Open wide!" Tonya told me. I watched in awe as her muscles let go and a rivulet of pearly white goo squirted out onto my tongue. The taste was less pleasant without her pussy juice mixed in: this was cum and lube. I swallowed as her ass momentarily clamped shut and then she squeezed out another larger glob into my mouth. Then another and another. She was shitting out cum for me to eat!

I thought that thought and my hips bucked in sexual spasms. Big hard cocks had raped my wife's ass, had squirted their slimy seed far up her colon, and now she was feeding their gifts to her cuckold husband. I quivered at the dirtiness of it. My brain screamed at all the ways it was wrong—but my cock loved it.

I couldn't wait for it all. I lunged up and planted my lips on her asshole and sucked. Her anus jumped at the contact and opened, depositing yet more jism into my mouth. My tongue speared her pucker, straining to find every drop of man-seed. Her sphincter gave way easily, alarmingly wide suddenly, and I was shocked at how loose her anus felt around my tongue.

"That's my baby bird," Tonya cooed. "Tonya's feeding big man-cum to her baby bird.”

She bore down, wanting my tongue deep inside her. She ground her ass on my mouth and I jabbed into her rectum, licking in every direction, collecting slimy cum and greasy lube. Her ass felt like a different organ, no longer a tight ring, but now a muscular tunnel, almost as open as her pussy. A new fuck hole she had called it, but just as off limits to my penis. I had a twinge of regret, but the thought of the three hard cocks that had just plowed that furrow drowned that feeling with more perverted lust.

Just when I thought I'd extracted the last of the fuck-juice out of Tonya's ass, I'd feel her squeeze and then there'd be another burst of cum taste. God! They must have shot so much cum so far up her! But eventually I'd sucked it all out.

Tonya swung herself around and collapsed next to me. She snuggled up to my side and started wiping the slime off my cheeks and holding her fingers up for me to lick off.

"That's a good clean up boy. Hmm. Was it good for you, baby?"

"Oh, Tonya!" I sighed, too overcome to describe all the feelings I was having.

"I'll take that as a yes. It was great for me! I've never had a night like this! Thank you, Johnny! I love you for loving me enough to do this."

I held her tight. My belly was full of cum, my brain was abuzz with lust, but my heart was full of love for my unfaithful wife. We fell asleep clinging to each other.


-Day 20- Thursday

The next morning Tonya decided to call in sick to work. We'd stayed up so late that she couldn't face work. But she insisted I had to go.

"Remember, you were supposed to have come home and gone straight to bed. You can't be beat from staying up late watching your wife getting fucked."

She left a glass of her pee on the bathroom sink for me and went back to bed. When I looked in on her she was dead to world, with a faint smile on her face. It was all I could do to resist the temptation to crawl back under the covers with her.

As tired and sleep-deprived as I was, I still managed to do my job while I daydreamed about the strange turn my life had taken. My wife had fucked three men last night, two of them total strangers. She'd let them all have anal sex with her. Meanwhile she denied me, her own husband, the privilege of fucking her for three weeks and for the foreseeable future, while ridiculing my manhood in every way. When looked at objectively I should be enraged, mortified, or terrified. But I wasn't. I was curiously content, even happy!

The only anxiety I had was not knowing exactly what the future would hold. How often would this happen? When would her next liaison be? Now that she had expanded her horizons beyond Brian, where would it stop? Would every time be an orgy like last night? Would there be a line of men coming through our bedroom, like a Disney park ride?  But I wasn't really afraid of the answers, more curious to found out what happened in the next chapter of the story.

And there was another, scarier feeling, harder to admit. Eagerness, almost like a hunger, to.... To taste cum again. To feast on the taste of another man's semen....

End of Book 1
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