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Chapter 1

In Volume one Jason was delving into his fantasies about being a cuckold husband.  He had been reading about the duties of being a cuckold on the internet.  Jason is married to a beautiful woman named Victoria, who was a partner in a successful law firm.  

Jason had been laid off from his teaching job at a college and Victoria was the sole breadwinner.  Jason fantasies were soon becoming a reality.  He saw his wife dance with a man on the dance floor at their favorite restaurant and he saw him put his hand on her ass and rub it.  Most men would have felt humiliated, but not Jason. He felt extremely aroused and turned on and soon fantasized about his wife being with another man sexually.

On the night of the 4th of July, during a neighborhood block party, he found his wife, Victoria having sex with their neighbor Ted in their own bed.  Jason got turned on and watched. Victoria had no idea he was watching her have sex.  Jason’s fantasy became a reality and he could have not been more pleased.

Now, we go back to Jason’s journal as he writes about what happened the day after the 4th of July...



Monday, July 5

Since the 4th landed on a Sunday, today was declared a holiday.  Which was a good thing, most people had hangovers and needed a day to recoup from the festivities from the night before.  Victoria was no exception.

We slept in this morning because we were both pretty tired.  Yesterday’s festivities and other activities wore us out.  I was the first one to awake.  After I had gotten dressed, I went downstairs to make us some breakfast of spinach and mushroom omelets made with egg whites, turkey sausage, diced potatoes and some fresh strawberries with cottage cheese.  That was Victoria’s favorite breakfast.  I also put on a pot of coffee since I knew she had drunk a lot of alcohol the night before.

When Victoria smelled the food cooking and a fresh pot of coffee being made, she came downstairs to the kitchen.  She told me good morning with a kiss on my cheek and sat down in time for breakfast to be served.  I loved cooking and serving Victoria.  If that were all that my job was, to serve my wife, I would be the happiest man in the world.  I loved to see her smile as she took that first bite of food that I made for her.  Then enjoy watching her eat as she savored the meal.

It was a very nice morning as we talked and ate and chatted about what we were going to do for the day.  Never once mentioning what happened last night.  I guess somehow, I expected her to just blurt out something like, “Oh by the way, I fucked Ted our neighbor last night in our bed.”  I guess that was too much to ask for and expect. I just assumed she didn’t want me to know about it.  But, I wanted nothing more than to let her know that I knew all about her glorious infidelity and that I had been a spectator of it.  God, how I wanted her to share with me so badly.  After breakfast we lounged around in the living room flipping through the channels on T.V.  I wondered what was going on in her head.  I couldn’t take it anymore.  I just had to tell her that I knew.

“Did you enjoy yourself last night?”  I asked her.

“Yes, it was very fun.  I think I drank too much though.  I have a little hangover.”  She replied.

I was trying to find a way to tell her that I saw her last night.  I didn’t want to make her feel uncomfortable.  I wanted to let her know that she had made my fantasy come true and I wanted to go more into becoming her cuckold husband.

“You know I love you very much.” I said.

“I love you too Jason.”  She looked at me and smiled.

I went over and sat next to her and put my arm around her. “You know, there isn’t anything you can’t tell me. I don’t want there to be any secrets between us.”  I said reassuring her.

“I know sweetie.”  She said, but looking like the cat who swallowed the canary and that she had a secret to tell me.  

I figured she wasn’t going to tell me, so I blurted it out, “I saw you and Ted last night in our bed.  But, before you tell me you are sorry and apologize, please know that there is no apology necessary.”  I took her hand in mine. “Last night you made a longtime fantasy come true of mine of seeing you having sex with another man.”  I took a deep breath and continued.  “For sometime now, I have fantasized about seeing you being pleased with a big cock.  Yesterday morning, while I fucked you with the dildo and we pretended it was Steve, you have no idea how much that turned me on.  But, seeing you last night actually getting fucked by a real big cock...  That was my ultimate fantasy. The only thing that would have made it better, was that if you knew I had been watching and humiliate me while Ted had his cock inside you.”  

Victoria was a little in shock, I could tell.  She took a few breaths and said, “I know I was really drunk last night.  But I do remember what happened between Ted and I.  I don’t remember everything, but I do remember having sex with him in our bed.”  She took a deep breath and continued.  “I’ve been feeling guilty all morning and I have been wanting to tell you.  I am glad that you are not angry or hurt.  That is the last thing I ever wanted.  I love you so much Jason and I never want to lose you. I never want to do anything that would harm our marriage.

I love our marriage so much.”  Some tears were swelling up in her eyes.  “But, I don’t understand though why it would turn you on so much to see another man fuck me in front of you.  That part boggles my mind.”  She said with a puzzled look on her face.

I held her hand tight and replied, “In no way, shape or form have you harmed our marriage.  In fact, you have helped it more than you will ever know.”

“Then explain to me how me cheating on you with our neighbor has helped our marriage, please Jason?”  She pleaded with me, still with tears in her yes.

I took a deep breath and swallowed.  This was it. This was my chance to tell her everything. Not sugar coat it, not just give her bits and pieces, but to honestly come out and tell her that I wanted more than anything in the world to become her cuckold husband in every way possible.  “For years I was always afraid of losing you to someone who made more money than me, someone who was big and muscular, someone who had a big cock and could please you sexually and give you those orgasms that you deserve.  Someone who could last a long time in bed and not cum so fast.”  I took another deep breath.  “But, now I know how much you love me and losing you isn’t a fear of mine anymore.  We’ve been together long enough for me to know just how close we really are.  For the past few months, I have been reading on the internet about being a cuckold husband.  It’s a lot more of a common lifestyle than people realize.”

“What is a cuckold husband?”  She asked surprised and interested.

“You can fuck any man you want and I will remain faithful to you.  You can make me watch, which I prefer, or you can fuck him without me watching and come home and tell me all about it.”  I took a deep breath.  “To take it to another level, I am made to serve you. Take care of the domestic chores and cook your meals for you.  Massage your feet, draw you a hot bath whenever you want.  Get you ready to go out on a date with another man.  Anything you want me to do, I am here to serve you.”  I realized that I felt a sense of relief getting it all out on the table.  

“You really want this?”  She asked.

“I do, more than anything.  It would make me so happy.  It’s exciting to me.”  I replied smiling.  “I can’t explain why and I know it probably doesn’t make much sense to you, but it excites me to no bounds and I am hoping that you will let us live this lifestyle and that you are excited about it too.”  I squeezed her hand.

Victoria was staring at the floor and I could tell she was thinking hard.  Then she looked at me, “It excites me too.”  She smiled. “Yesterday morning when we were playing with the dildo and pretending it was Steve, I was really turned on.  The fact that you were there turned me on even more.”  Then she paused and thought for a moment. “Oh my god!  Last night when I was with Ted, I am so sorry I deprived you of being in the room and watching.  It all happened so suddenly and I was so drunk.”

“It’s okay sweetheart.” I said.  “I watched everything from the doorway, from the moment when you kissed him, to giving him a blowjob to having him fuck you.  I saw everything. You didn’t deprive me of anything. I even came a couple of times.”

“You stroked yourself while you watched me have sex?”  She still seemed a little surprised.

“Yes, sweetheart.  That’s what being a cuckold is about.  I had never been so excited before in my life.  Since when do you know me to cum twice within thirty minutes?  That’s how excited I was.”

“In a way, I do understand, but I still don’t know what to make of all this.”  She said.

“Your pleasure is my pleasure.  It’s that simple.  I get excited watching you get excited. I get my pleasure by watching you have pleasure. I can give you pleasure other than sexually and it makes me  happy that I can.  I will leave it to other men to fuck you like real men can.  I will still lick your pussy and do whatever else you want me to do. I just won’t be fucking you with my little cock that doesn’t satisfy you anyway. You are my goddess, my wife and it is my duty to make sure you are taken care of, treated well and that you are always satisfied and happy.  What else isn’t there to understand about that?”  I asked her.

“Are you sure it won’t hurt our marriage?  That is my only fear.”  She said looking at me.  “I couldn’t live with myself if I knew it would damage our marriage and I could lose you.”

I was still holding her hand. “Do you trust me?”

She looked into my eyes. “Yes, I do.”

“I trust you too.”  I smiled at her.

“Do you love me?”  I asked her.

“Well, of course I do.”  She said.

“I love you too.”  I said back.  “I would never do anything that would damage or harm our marriage or do anything that would result in losing you or what we have together.  This is just a way to enhance our marriage and make both of us happy and satisfied. Please understand that.”  I pleaded with her.  “We already have a strong solid foundation in our marriage.”

“Yes, you are right, we do.”  She smiled at me and squeezed my hand.

“Look at it this way, I am giving you permission to cheat on me.”  I smiled.

She laughed and said, “Yeah, you are right.”

“And it won’t be actually cheating, because you do have my permission.”  I continued. 

Then she had a look on her face like she had just thought of something horrible.  “Does this mean that you want to sleep with other women?”  Her eyes had tears in them again.  “I don’t think I could watch you with another woman, Jason.  I know it’s hypocritical of me, but I can’t handle seeing you have sex with another woman.”  She was frowning now.

“Do you honestly think another woman would want to have sex with my three inch penis?”  I laughed.

She paused and thought for a minute. “You’re right.”  She then laughed.

“And to answer your question, no, I do not want to have sex with other women.”  I replied. “Besides, you are all the woman I need.”  I smiled.

Then she thought for a moment. “If that’s true, then why do you look at porn on the internet?”

“Actually, it’s not what you think.  I read and look at sites about being a cuckold husband.”  Then I paused and thought for a minute. I pulled her up from the sofa and as I was leading her upstairs, I continued talking, “I will show you what I look at and you can read the cuckold stories that others share.  You can ask questions, get ideas and learn more about the lifestyle I want us to lead.”

I pulled up a site on my laptop that I had been looking at where other men who were cuckolds shared their stories and posted photos of their wives.  “See?  These married guys have beautiful wives also and most of them are stay at home husbands and cater to their wife.  That’s what I want to do for you.”  Victoria began looking at the sites and reading them. “I am going downstairs to watch the game, I will leave you up here to read about what I want for us.  Okay?”  

Victoria looked up at me and smiled, “Okay darling.”  Then she went back to reading the site I had taken her to.

I went downstairs and before I put the game on, I poured her a glass of her favorite wine and brought it up to her.  “I thought you might need this.”  I handed her the wine filled glass.

“Thank you darling.”  She smiled and took the glass, sipped it and went back to reading the site.  Her attention to the site was focusing on my laptop as she read on.  She was reading one of my favorite stories, it excited me.

I watched the game and when it was over I went back upstairs to see how Victoria was progressing on the cuckold site.  “Hey hun, how are things going?”  She quickly shut the laptop.  “Why did you do that?”  I was puzzled.

“It’s a surprise.  I’m doing fine. Give me a few more minutes.” She said.  I left the room to give her privacy.  But, I wondered what she was up to.  In a way, it excited me.

The rest of the evening was nice and relaxing.  We ordered in Chinese food and watched a romantic movie that she had picked out for us.



Saturday, July 10

Yesterday, Victoria came home early.  I wasn’t expecting her, so I was in the den watching T.V., an old John Wayne movie was on.  She went straight upstairs without saying anything to me.  A few moments later, she entered the den.

My wife, my sexy beautiful drop dead gorgeous wife was standing in the doorway of the den wearing, from head to toe, black leather thigh high stiletto boots, a black leather miniskirt, a black leather corset and she was holding a whip in her hand.  Her red hair was down and flowing over her shoulders and she had dark red lipstick on.  My jaw dropped.  She looked absolutely amazing!

“I read on your website about how cuckolds like to be dominated.  So, this is what I was buying on the internet the other night.  Do you like it?”  She cracked the whip as she finished her sentence.

“Well, you look absolutely amazing but I am not really into that type of domination.”  I said to her. “But, I do appreciate that you went through the trouble.”  I gave her a kiss as she sat down on the sofa.

Well, if you’re not into this type of domination, then explain to me.  I am confused.”  She had a frown on her face.

“Well, no need to be sad about it sweetheart.  I am into more of the mental domination.  But who knows, maybe I could get into the physical kind too with whips and chains.” I laughed and she joined me in laughing too.

“I guess it was too much too soon.”  She was still laughing. 

“Well, it’s going to be a learning experience for the both of us.”  I said rubbing her bare back.  Her skin was so soft and I loved caressing her skin.

“Are you a masochist?”  She asked me.

“Why do you ask that?”  I replied.

“On the site, some of those guys called themselves masochists. I thought a masochist liked physical pain?”  

“They do and in a way, yes, I am a masochist.  But, in a mental way.”  I tried explaining to her.  “I don’t get aroused from physical pain as much as I do from mental pain.”  I paused and she still looked confused.  “Okay, I like the humiliation of watching another man have his hands all over you.  Of watching another man fuck you.  Say if you were having sex with another man in our bed and I was watching and you tell the guy that he has a much bigger cock than mine and that I can never satisfy you with my small penis.  That is a turn on and arouses me very much. That type of mental pain is what I am talking about.  Like when Steve had his hand all over your ass on the dance floor in front of people and everyone knew you were there with me.  The waitresses and waiters know who we are and they were giving me looks of sadness because my wife and another man were humiliating me. Do you understand now?”

“I think I do.”  She said with a smile.  Then she looked over her outfit.  “Wow, I must look like an idiot sitting here in this outfit.”

“Well, honestly, you look hot and if I was into that sort of thing, I would be very aroused.”  I smiled back at her.  

“So, humiliating you in front of others is what you like then?”  She asked me.

“I love it.  Don’t ask me to explain why I love it, I just do.  I don’t understand why I do either.  I used to get so jealous when other men even looked at you.  But, now, it turns me on.”

“I think I understand now.”  She said but still looked a little confused.

“I tell you what, I have an idea and instead of trying to explain it to you further, I am going to show you what it is that I like so you can understand it better.  Okay?”

“Okay.”  She smiled.

I took her upstairs and had her take her leather outfit off.  I drew her a hot bubble bath and while she soaked, I picked out the sexiest outfit that I thought she had in her closet.  I pulled out her tight red mini dress with a plunging back and low cut front.  I pulled out her black lace panties with her matching black lace bra.  I also laid out on the bed her black thigh high stockings with garters.  Then I went into her shoe closet and pulled out her six inch red high-heeled pumps.  I opened her jewelry box and pulled out the garnet earrings I had given to her on one of our wedding anniversaries, with a matching garnet necklace.  

By the time I had her outfit laid out, she was done soaking in her bubble bath and was standing in the bedroom doorway with a towel around her body and a towel around her head.  “What are you doing?  Why do you have all this laid out?”  She was curious.

“We are going out tonight and I want to get you ready.  Tonight we are going to a bar and you are going to pick up a man and bring him back here.  On the way to the bar, I will tell you what you can say to him to bring him back here.  Then I want you to fuck him while I watch.”  I pulled out a bottle of her favorite scented lotion.  “Come here, I want to rub your body with this lotion.  I want to prepare you to get fucked by another man tonight.  It would be my honor.”

I took her towels off, rubbed her body with lotion.  I blow-dried her hair and she put on her make-up.  I helped her get dress.  I put on a pair of slacks and dress shirt and we headed out the door.

As we drove, I began o speak.  “I like to be openly humiliated, but I know that you have reputation to protect and that you don’t want everyone thinking you’re a slut.  We are going to a bar about an hour away, one that we have never been to.  I booked us a room at a nearby hotel.  I want to make this first time comfortable for us all in some aspects.  When we get to the bar, I will sit over at the bar and you can get a table by yourself.  We will go in together but sit separately.  I want to watch from a distance.  Find a guy or two or three or more and dance with them, flirt with them, figure out which one you want to fuck the most.  Preferably the one with the biggest cock.  Towards the end of the night, after you decide which one you want to fuck, by then it will be easy to get him to the hotel room, he will be pretty drunk, tell him that I am your husband and that I have a small penis and can’t satisfy you, but I allow you to fuck other men as long as I can watch for safety reasons.”

“What if the guy I want doesn’t want to fuck me?”  She asked.

“Trust me sweetheart, you are so fucking hot.  Any healthy red-blooded man would want to fuck you all night.  I can guarantee it.”  I winked at her.

“This is all so weird, but ok.”  She said.

“With time, it will get easier. This is our first time we have planned it.  Of course we are both nervous, but in the end, we will both have a lot of pleasure.”  I said and smiled.

“I read on the site that I should come up with a nickname for you.  Well, at least that’s what most wives have done for their cuckold husbands.  I thought about it and I think I will call you whatever hits me at the moment.”  She was smiling.

“It sounds like you enjoyed reading that site.”  I said.

“I did, it was very informative in some things, but in others, I am still confused.  Well, hopefully tonight will enlighten me more.”  She paused then continued, “But, I am curious about the orgasm denial and me keeping you in a chastity state.  Should I be controlling when you can and can not have an orgasm?”  She hit a sore spot for me in the whole cuckold lifestyle.  

Although I wanted her to have full control over me, the thought of not being able to cum when I was excited or when I wanted to, was going to be a tough one for me. Especially since I get so aroused with the whole notion of being humiliated and controlled by my wife.  But, it was a package deal and I couldn’t pick and choose what was good for me and what wasn’t.  She had read the site and knew more about what she can do, which was pretty much anything she wanted.  Even though the idea of orgasm denial was still a sore spot for me, I suddenly found myself becoming aroused.

Victoria continued speaking, “I was thinking about it more and I do have to admit that you have such a small pathetic little penis and when it comes down to it, it’s pretty pathetic and worthless.  I mean, the only thing it does is pleasure you, right?”  She looked at me and asked.  She sort of took me by surprise and I was still trying to concentrate on the road.  I didn’t know how to answer her, so she continued, “Isn’t this all about my pleasure, not yours?”

“Yes.”  I managed to get out that time.

“Well, then, since your little penis doesn’t do me any good and doesn’t pleasure me, from now on, you can’t touch it unless you have my permission.”  She looked over at me and smiled.  Then reached down and glided her hand across my crotch.  “Looks like this is turning you on.  Too bad you can’t do anything about it.”  She was smiling.  Then she whispered in my ear, “And you certainly can’t cum without my permission either.”

My cock was hard and throbbing.  It had an ache to it that I can’t explain.  A different ache than what I have ever felt before.  Even though I didn’t like not being able to touch my cock, hearing my wife tell me that I can’t, made me so excited and aroused.  She was starting to get it and understand my role!  Then she took me by surprise once again.

“I thought about it more and when I do give you permission to cum, you will have to lick up every drop that squirts out of your pathetic little penis.  I want to prepare you for when you have to clean my pussy up after my lovers have cum inside of me.”  I glanced over at my wife in shock of what she had just said and she had a wicked grin on her face.  She was starting to enjoy this.  I could tell that she liked having this kind of power over me.  We were about a block from the bar and then, as if she couldn’t shock me anymore, she did.  Her lawyer side kicked in.

“I want you to surrender all your power to me and all privileges.  We are now in a binding contractual agreement that I have all the power in this marriage and that I am the dominant partner and you will be my submissive in every shape, way and form.”  She paused and continued.  “By saying yes, you will have sealed the contract as a binding agreement to all my terms, which can be changed at any time I feel the need to.  Do you agree to this?”

“Yes.  Yes, I do.”  I said without hesitation.

“Then, it’s done.  We are now in a binding cuckold contract.”  She looked at me and smiled as I pulled into the parking lot of the bar and found a parking space.  I stopped the car.  She leaned in and kissed me on the cheek.  “Good. Now open my car door for me.” 

After opening the door for her, we walked into the bar.  I opened the door for her again and we walked inside.  There were a lot of people in he bar.  A lot of yuppie types.  Clean shaved, dress shirt and jacket suburban mid-thirties to forties.  There were a good selection of men for Victoria to choose from.  Of course when we walked in, every guy in the place had to take a glance at my wife.  I felt myself getting hard again.  I loved the fact that every man wanted my wife in there.  It would make for an interesting evening and an easy time for my wife to make her selection.

I took my seat over at the bar as we had planned.  Victoria didn’t have a chance to look for a seat.  As soon as she was walking over to the tables and chairs, a man in his forties asked my wife if she would like to join him for a drink.  She agreed.  She was better at this than I thought.  

I watched her put her charm on and laugh at his jokes and smile and flirt with him.  I did notice though that she had her wedding ring on.  I respected her and loved her even more for respecting our marriage enough to do that.

It was really arousing and exciting watching my hot wife in a bar flirt with and pick up a guy.  My cock was so hard. Instinctively, I reached down to rub it, but then I realized that I was in agreement with Victoria that I could not touch my cock without her permission.  Then it hit me.  Wow.  I am really a cuckold husband now.  Victoria, my beautiful wife, has total control over me in every way.  I am now the submissive husband and she is the dominant wife.  Signed, sealed and delivered.  It was a reality now, not just some fantasy of mine.  

Victoria went onto the dance floor.  Her new friend joined her.  After a few minutes of dancing, several other men were on the dance floor dancing around her.  It was like a mating ritual.  The female was giving off her scent and the males were surrounding her.  The biggest cock will win.  I could tell they were sniffing her out.  She played the role well of the female looking for a male to mate with.  She shook her ass, stuck her full breasts out, smiled and gently grazed her hands over the men surrounding her.  She was flirting with all of them.  I wondered to myself who would win tonight.  Who would have the biggest cock?

Then the game changed.  A tall, muscular black male entered the circle of men dancing around her.  He went right up to Victoria and began grinding his body against hers.  She seemed to love it too.  One by one, the other men left in defeat.  Who can compete with that?  Besides, he looked like he could pound anyone of the other guys.  He looked like a body builder.  

Victoria was rubbing her hands all over his exposed muscular arms.  His forearms were bigger than my thighs.  Then I saw Victoria go in for the kill.  She reached her hand down in between his legs and stroked his cock through his pants.  I had never seen a bigger or brighter smile on my wife than I saw at that moment.  You would have thought she had struck gold or found a diamond mine.

She turned around and began rubbing her ass up and down his crotch area.  I could tell he was getting hard.  Hell, the whole bar could tell he was getting hard.  His cock seemed to have sprouted a mind of its own.  I had never seen a bigger bulge inside a man’s pants before.  God, it made me so hard.  I began fantasizing about my wife getting fucked by a big black cock.

On the sites I had been reading, it was one thing to watch another man fuck your wife, but it was a treasure if it was a black cock, so many men had shared.  It was like the epitome of a big cock inside your wife.  Once you have had black, you will never go back.  Was the saying of so many men on those sites. 

I had already watched her fuck a white man, Ted our neighbor.  I think her fucking a black cock tonight would take it to another level.  My cock was aching so much at this point.  I wanted to sneak into the bathroom to rub one out.  But, I knew I couldn’t.  

For one thing, Victoria hadn’t given me permission and another, I was afraid I would miss something going on between my wife and her new black potential lover.  No, I had to stay.  As tormenting as it was, I had to stay.

Just then, I saw Victoria whisper something in his ear. He looked over in my direction, smirked and whispered something back in her ear.  They both laughed.  I knew they were talking about me.  Just like I had told her to.  I felt my face getting red and warm.  She was humiliating me at that moment and I loved it!  She was probably telling him what a small penis I had and that I never satisfy her with it.  I must have been lost in my thoughts, because I didn’t notice them both standing in front of me.

“Jason, this is Darren.” Her speech was slurred and she was really drunk. “Darren, this is my husband Jason who has the small penis.”  She started laughing, which caused Darren to laugh as well.  But, he still extended his hand out to shake mine. 

As I stood up and leaned in to shake his hand, he leaned forward and said to me, “I am going to fuck the shit out of your wife tonight with my big fucking black cock and you are going to watch us.”  Then he let go of my hand that he had in a tight squeeze and pulled away.

At that moment, I was taken back, a little scared and turned on all at the same time.  This alpha male told me that he was going to fuck my wife and he humiliated me at the same time.  This was beginning to excite me more and more.

Since the hotel was close by and they both were intoxicated, we decided that I would drive us all to the hotel.  Victoria and Darren both got into the back seat of my car and began making out as I drove.  I tried concentrating on the road, but I couldn’t help myself but try to watch them too.  Watching my wife make out with Darren had my cock throbbing and aching so bad.

When we arrived at the hotel, they got out of the car.  Immediately, I noticed that Victoria’s bra was gone.  Her nipples were hard and poking through her dress.  I looked in the backseat of the car and sure enough, there it was lying there.  

I had gotten our room key as they were in the lobby kissing.  The hotel clerk looked at me funny as I told Darren and Victoria that I got our room and to let’s go.  I wondered what the hotel clerk was thinking.  I bet he had seen a lot of strange and interesting things here being so close to a bar.  All three of us walked over to the elevator.  I had to hold the elevator door open for them because they were still all over each other.

While we were in the elevator, Darren was fondling Victoria’s breasts and she was enjoying it.  I also noticed that he had slid his hand up her dress and was dipping his finger into her pussy.  When he did that, she let out a little moan.  I had noticed when he had shaken my hand earlier, that he had big hands.  I looked down at his other hand that wasn’t inside my wife’s pussy and noticed how big and thick it was.  His thumb alone was thicker and bigger and than my cock.  

We arrived on our floor and found our room.  It was a suite.  I figured Victoria and I could stay the night and enjoy the next morning together.  I opened the door and we walked inside.  Victoria put her arm around Darren.  It was a dominant move on her part.  She was showing me that she was clearly with this other man and I was just a mere bystander.  I got the message and walked over to a chair that was by the bed in the suite and sat in it.  

Darren began undressing my wife and Victoria was undoing Darren’s pants.  When his pants and boxers dropped to the floor, out sprung what had to be at least a ten inch cock!  I had never in my life seen such a big, thick, anaconda looking, engorged and vein bulging cock in my entire life.  I was impressed and jealous at the same time.  My little dick wasn’t even half the size as the head alone of his cock was.

Victoria looked at his cock hungrily and I could tell she wanted to suck it so badly.  Darren wanted the same.  She moved Darren over to the bed after they had stripped down naked.  Darren laid on his back, his cock standing at full attention.

After Victoria was between his legs, she called out to me, “Jason, come here.”  I got up from the chair and walked over to where she was.  “Get down here closer to me.”  I did what she said.  “See this big cock?”

“Yes.”  I replied.

“This is what a real man’s cock looks like.”  She began laughing.  “Not what you have.”  She laughed more.  “Go on, pull out your little dick and show Darren. He doesn’t believe me.”

I slowly got up and unzipped my pants.  I couldn’t believe she was making me do this.  My pants dropped along with my boxers and there was my little dick, standing at attention, hard as a rock.  It was fully erect at three inches.

“Fuck!”  Darren laughed out loud. “I thought you were fucking joking with me.  I have never seen a dick that small on a grown man before.  Darren couldn’t stop laughing.  I felt so humiliated standing there as my wife and her new lover were pointing and laughing at me and my little penis.

“Jason, get back down here with me.”  Victoria ordered me.  I complied, leaving my pants off.  “Come here, closer.”  I was right up next to her face and his cock.

Then, my beautiful and sexy wife wrapped her hand around Darren’s cock and began to stroke it from the base of his shaft to the head.  She gave it a few strokes and then she took that big black cock and slapped my face with it!

Darren was laughing.  “Beat that pussy with my cock!”  He yelled out, referring to me as the pussy.

She slapped me again with his cock across the other side of my cheek!  Darren continued laughing and encouraging her.  She did it a few more times until both of my cheeks were stinging and red.

“Look at his cheeks, they are all red like a little girl’s.”  Darren laughed out loud and said.

Then a look overcame my wife’s face.  A look of her getting the best idea that she had ever had.  “Open your mouth.” She commanded looking straight at me.

“What” I said confused.

“Open your fucking mouth.  Do as I say now!”  She ordered me louder this time.

I opened my mouth.  Just then, I felt the hand that wasn’t holding Darren’s cock at the back of my head.  Before I could say or do anything, I felt the head of Darren’s cock go into my mouth as Victoria was pushing my head and forcing his cock into my mouth!

Oh my god!  I had never had a cock in my mouth before and I felt my mouth stretching.  “Suck his cock pussy boy!”  Victoria yelled out at me as she forced my head more causing his cock to go deeper into my mouth and down my throat causing me to gag.  “Suck it!”  She kept saying over and over again. “Suck that black cock!”

She was pressing so hard down on my head that I couldn’t get my head up and was being forced to suck Darren’s cock.  I kept feeling the head of his cock go down the back of my throat.  It was all I could do to not gag or vomit all over his cock!  

I realized that there was no way out of it. I was being made to suck his cock.  I relaxed my throat muscles, I read on the site that is what you are supposed to do, and I started sucking his cock.  I felt the drool and saliva on the corners of my mouth as I sucked his cock more and more.

“That’s it.  Look at my cock sucking husband.  He knows how to suck a cock!”  She laughed out loud.  “Who would have guessed?”  

The more I sucked his cock, the more I got into it.  Victoria then began guiding me.  “Relax your throat muscles, that’s it.  Slide that cock in and out of your mouth.  Looks like you are enjoying that cock.” She taunted me.  Then she wrapped her hand around his cock and pulled it out of my mouth.  “Don’t be so fucking greedy.  I want some black cock too!”  She took Darren’s big black cock and wrapped her own hand and lips around it and began sucking on it.  “This is how you suck a cock good.”  She then demonstrated to me as she sucked his cock and was trying to take it all down her throat.

After sucking for a while, she handed his cock back to me.  “Now, you do what I just showed you.”

I took his cock back from my wife and wrapped my hand around it like she had and wrapped my lips around it like she had and began stroking and sucking his cock at the same time.  I had a good rhythm going and she began to lick his balls.  Darren was moaning loudly.

When I had made my vows to my wife on our wedding day, never did the minister say, “You will suck cock together.”  There were a lot of things that the minister didn’t have us say in our vows to each other.  

Even though we had a traditional wedding with all our friends and family, our marriage was not traditional by any means at all.  

As I sucked a black cock with my wife, each of us taking turns, I thought to myself, this is the most arousing thing I have ever participated in with my wife.  Watching her mouth over that black cock, sucking it and taking it down her mouth.  Watching it go in and out of her pink lips, watching her tongue lick it hungrily.  Watching her enjoy it like it was a four course meal.  I wanted more than anything to reach down and stroke my cock.  But, I couldn’t.  I was not allowed to. 

When she handed me back the cock to suck on, I took it in my mouth tasting her saliva on his cock once again, she leaned over and whispered in my ear, “The night has just begun darling.”

(To Be Continued)
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