"Self Cuckolded" by Butt-Cuckold

My name is John Wiggenton. I met Cindy when she was a cheerleader at

a college football game. I had just finish my clinicals and was

about to start out as a psychiatrist. Cindy was gorgeous. I guess

I'd describe her as a blonde Shania Twain: dark brown eyes, firm,

taught breast, long tan legs and a round, muscular ass to kill for.

In retrospect I guess I may have thought of her as the

perfect "trophy bride". I guess maybe she thought of me as the

perfect "soon to be rich" husband. Within a year we were married.

Within a couple of years are marriage was headed down hill. Cindy

seemed still set in her prissy little college ways. Smoking pot was

a nightly routine for her. Cindy always had to have her way - she

was so selfish. Our biggest problem, however was that we just weren’t

compatible in bed. Cindy's idea of "good sex" was that she just lay

back and I pleasured her. She would just receive. She moaned,

orgasmed and all but she never would do anything her self. She'd

always just lay there and wait for me to do everything. I tried

everything: sex toys, handcuffs, blindfolds, gags, movies, and she

liked them all, but nothing worked. In the bed she loved to come,

but otherwise she was a bump on a log. Soon I dreaded climbing into

bed with this selfish, prissy bitch. Why couldn’t she climb on top?

once? Go down on me once? Or do any of the other things that other

woman had always done? I began to resent her. Every night she'd

head into our bedroom alone. She'd smoke pot for an hour or so then

fall asleep. I would surf the internet and kill time until I knew

she was sleeping, and then I'd go to bed.

One night while surfing the net I found a site about cuckolding. I

had never heard such an exciting subject. I pictured my Shania Twain

look-alike wife getting fucked by some stud. Man, it was distracting.

I found myself preoccupied, thinking about her cuckolding me.

Finally I told Cindy about what had begun to be a huge fantasy for me.

Her response was not what I had hoped for, "It figures. You

pervert. No wonder we never have sex anymore. Maybe you should

start seeing a shrink instead of being one." I tried to tell her it

was only a joke but she wouldn’t believe me. It took me months to get

her to forget it.

Unfortunately, I couldn't forget it. The thought of watching Cindy

and some other guy...well, it began to distract me all the time.

Maurice was a new patient. He had just been placed on parole for a

rape and one of his conditions was to come to me for psychiatric

treatment. I'll never forget the first time I met him. He was so

huge it startled me. The guy was 6'8", around 310lbs. I shook his

hand and mine disappeared into his. His fingers looked like

bratwursts. His head, his arms, everything about him was gigantic.

I treated him for four sessions when we talked about his criminal

background. I sensed he really wasn't a rapist. Sure he'd gone to

prison three or four times before, but that was for theft. Maurice

had grown up a poor black kid in a terrible neighborhood. he just

seemed like a nice, gentle guy. It turned out I was right. Maurice

explained he had gotten involved with his bosses white wife. Soon

he'd go there every day. She'd beg him to have sex with her. One

day the boss walked in on them. She soon was claiming it was rape.

Maurice went away for four years on a plea agreement. "The worst

part is that I was having sex with this beautiful white babe every

day. I'd never had sex with a white girl. It was great. Now, after

all this, I'm afraid. There's no way I'll be able to have sex with a

white girl again" he said. The big guy looked like he was about to

cry. "Do you know how that feels?" he asked. It was then that I

made my first mistake. Never let a patient into your personal life,

especially a parolee. I blew it. "Let's go out for a beer,

Maurice". Off we went. I told him everything about Cindy and I he

listened patiently. We gave each other advice. Then I had an idea.

I gave Maurice my address. "Don't come over until 10:00 and don't

come in until you hear the stereo turn up." I told Maurice. Smiling

a big toothy grin, he laughed and said "O.K. Doc!"

I arrived home, ate, and cracked a beer. I waited for Cindy to go to

our room and get high. Around 9:30, I went in. "Sweetie, I read an

interesting article on the internet. It says if we use the handcuffs,

blindfold and gag together, it feels great for the woman - I guess

the anticipation makes the guy’s dick feel much bigger. Want to try

it?" She looked at me threw her stoned eyes and smiled "You horn-

dog. Looking at that on the internet, huh? OK, I'm game." Cindy

kneeled on all fours. I handcuffed Cindy's wrists to the headboard.

Next I put the ball gag in her mouth and tied it securely. Finally,

I Put on the blind fold on. "I should lubricate you first" I

teased. Climbing behind Cindy I sloppily licked her pussy. Soon she

moaned softly. "I'll turn on some music" I offered.

I shuffled around trying to by time. Then, just as we spoke, Maurice

crept around the corner. Staying at the foot of our bed I continued

to talk while Maurice climbed behind Cindy. "O.K. Cindy, this is

gonna feel great." Maurice pulled out his dick as knelt behind my

wife. Suddenly I had second thoughts. The thing looked monstrous.

Maurice's dick was a full 11" long. It was as thick as my lower

arm. His purple helmet tip was the thickest part. I wanted to stop

him so I tapped his shoulder. Maurice looked at me and smiled. What

could I do now? Gently, he nuzzled Cindy’s pussy-lips with his

prick. "mmmmmm" she moaned, muffled by her gag. I continued to talk

to her. With thrust he pushed his swollen mushroom tip into her

pussy. Cindy yelped. "I'll go slow, honey" I said, trying to both put

her at ease and prevent Maurice from tearing her apart. Slowly Maurice

eased his giant cock in and out of Cindy's pussy. Her once pretty

little pussy lips now stretched comically to accommodate Maurice's

prick. To adjust to the girth of his cock, Cindy pushed her knees

further apart. Maurice used the opportunity to work his mammoth

member in steadily deeper into my wife's pussy. Driven into a frenzy

of passion, Cindy panted rhythmically. She delighted in pleasure she

had previously never known. Soon she barked through her gag "Harder!

give it to me! Make me come!" Maurice stuffed his cock all the way

in. Cindy's mouth opened all the may. panting through her wide-

open mouth, droplets of stringy drewl oozed out of her mouth to the

pillow. She howled in ecstasy. My wife's pussy glistened with

juices. Her hole was now stretched out so much that it now

accommodated this convicted felon’s entire massive penis. His prick

repeatedly slammed her cervix. "I'm coming" Cindy squealed.

Grabbing her by her hips, Maurice’s ground his prick into Cindy. Soon

stream after stream of his semen flooded her womb. Maurice grunted

and grunted for a full minute as he discharged load after load of his

seed deep into my Cindy.

I could take it no more. Standing at the foot of my bed, watching

this hulking stud fuck my wife was too much. I reached down into my

pants and stroked my self furiously. In seconds I came as well.

Maurice pulled his meat out of Cindy with a plop. He quickly climbed

off the bed, gave me the "thumbs up" and snuck off. As I climbed

back into the bed I saw Cindy's pussy. Her hole gaped open. Her

pussy lips were grotesquely stretched and misshapen. I uncuffed her

hands from the headboard, and untied her gag and blindfold. "God

John, you were so right!" Cindy cooed as she snuggled up to

me. "That felt so unbelievable! Let's do it just like that, every

night, from now on, O.K.?" she asked. "Uh, sure baby." I replied.

We fell asleep in each other's arms for the first time in months.

A few hours later that night I awoke. I thought I was having a wet

dream. Cindy was under the covers. Her head bobbed up and down on

my dick. She had never gone down on me. It felt fantastic. I lost

control and came in seconds. "God you had such great dick control

last night, what happened?" "Oh, you surprised me" I offered. I

held her close and started to fall asleep. "Baby?" Cindy

said. "What?" I asked. Suddenly she jumped on top of me and

crouched over my face. Giggling with playfulness she my view became

obscured by her ass as she squatted over me. "My turn!" she chuckled.

When we first dated I loved going down on Cindy. For the first time

in a long time, I wanted to again. I pulled her pussy down as she

sat onto my face. It was always so sexy as I stared up at this

beautiful blonde as she rocked her cunt into my mouth. Soon her

stomach muscles tightened at her upcoming orgasm. She concentrated.

What was that strange taste? Why does her pussy feel so floppy and

loose? Cindy's muscles contracted with her first wave of orgasm.

Suddenly my mouth flooded with a gooey, slippery substance. Glob

after glob gushed onto my mouth from deep inside her. Then I

remembered. At first I stopped licking and gagged. "What's wrong?

Johnnie?" Cindy asked in a sweet, concerned voice. I thought about

the previous night. How things had changed. "Nothing" I replied. I

dug my tongue hungrily deep into Cindy's Pussy.

It was great. Day after day, week after week, month after month,

Maurice "pinch hit" for me. Cindy had never before been so

affectionate or devoted. The few times I tried to make love to her

she stopped and asked "what's bothering you, sweetie?" Her pussy

lips and vagina were now permanently stretched to accommodate the

gigantic, colossal prick of Maurice. My dick could no longer

stimulate her.

I still saw Maurice as his psychiatrist. After a while, just to

liven things up, I prescribed him some Viagra. I told him it was a

drug that only helped him relax. I never saw such frantic, energetic

sex. His dick pounded away at my wife's vagina for hours. He would

come inside her, then keep fucking her, come inside her, then keep

fucking her, for hours. Cindy decided that she liked it when I ate

her pussy after "we" had sex. She said it made me seem "gentle"

after I fucked her so "savagely".

Everything was great. Then one day Cindy suddenly seemed to lose

interest in sex. She still was affectionate, but she wanted to

just "take a break" for a few weeks. Weeks turned to months. She

seemed to be letting herself go. She didn't wear make up. She

didn't wear sexy clothes anymore. I was very concerned, and talked

her into going to see a doctor.

She came home with a huge smile on her face. Cindy ran up to me and

kissed me. I asked her what was up. Then she told me. "You're

gonna be a daddy."

I had no idea what to do. Do I tell her and risk everything? Do I

let her find out when she gives birth? I didn't sleep for months.

Friends commented on how huge Cindy's belly became. They teased her

that she would have a big baby. "I wasn't big. John is only 5"9".

I'm just gaining too much weight." After eight months her stomach

looked ridiculously huge. While the rest of her body has petite,

Maurice's baby would be enormous.

Cindy screamed and cursed in the final minutes of 17 hours of labor.

John Jr., as she insisted on naming him, was 14 lbs. When the baby

came, the nurses and doctor all looked at each other. I said nothing

and looked at Cindy, expecting the worst. She began to cry.

Hours later, I was ready to tell her. I walked in and said "Cin, I'm

sorry but we have to talk." She started to cry again. She looked away

from me. I started "Honey, John Jr. is well.." Cindy turned toward

me. Tears streamed down her cheeks. She interrupted "I'm so sorry

Johnie. I knew I should have told you. I met him a few months ago.

His name is Maurice. When I met him he seemed to know everything

about me. He could sense we were having trouble. I swear he's my

soul mate - from the first time we met he knew exactly just how to

treat me. He's the only man who could make me feel like you do. I'm

so sorry Johnie."

The nurse brought in John Jr. He immediately chomped down on the

nipples that I had hoped would someday suckle our children. Cindy

cradled him caringly.

My manhood challenged I bluffed. "Will you promise never to see him

again?" Enjoying the stimulation of her nipple, Cindy's eyes rolled

back. She sighed. "No, I won't"

My life would never be the same. Cindy found out that I asked

Maurice to "pinch-hit" for me. She told me I was "pathetic", but it

made her love Maurice even more. "How romantic, you're just like

Cyrano DeBererac, in love with me but I'm unattainable so you

pleasure me and receive none of the credit" she said, grabbing

Maurice’s face and sticking her tongue halfway down his throat. Once

she found out she said I would never make love to her again. I sleep

on the couch and get up to tend to John Jr. Maurice now sleeps in my

bed most nights. When he does he fucks her for hours. The odd part

is that the rattle of my bedsprings and the squeals of my wife as

this convicted felon nails her still turns me on!
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