"From Stud to Cuckold" by Butt-Cuckold


I met Gillian Craig at the courthouse. She leaned on the counter    waiting to pay her traffic ticket as I waited behind her. Skin-

tight, worn, flowered jeans strained to cover her round ass as she

leaned. My eyes were glued to her ass as she paid her ticket. Her

shoulder length brownish-red hair whirled around as she straightened

up and turned to leave. Still staring at her ass, I

stammered "Excuse me, I'm sorry, I was looking at, uh..." "My ass?"

she laughed. Her mischievous smile intimidated me. At 5'11", so

did her height. I pretended to ask her what I had to do pay my

ticket. We walked out together.

        Soon we were dating. I never would have dated someone like Gillian.  Though she looked like a model like, she grew up in a white trash household. She dressed and acted...cheap. By our second date I had her doggy style in the back of my truck. I couldn't wait to nail

Gillian. She always looked scalding hot, dressed like a slut. I

prepared to ease my dick into her. Prying her with the tip of my 7"

dick, I was immediately disconcerted: I sloshed into her loose pussy

with ease. Not to be intimidated, I thrusted at her with full

force. Gillian accepted my full length easily. Almost too easily.

Franticly, I pounded her from behind, as though my very ego depended

on it. Gillian certainly aroused. She got somewhat into it, and

eventually came, but... something was wrong. Most women I had dated

went absolutely nuts when we fucked. Not Gillian.

        As time went on I became fixated on trying to give her wild,

uncontrolled orgasms. I tried going down on her, different

positions, even "novelty" condoms. Nothing changed. Although I felt

I was falling in love with her I knew something was missing.

        One night we left for a friend’s party. She dressed in faded worn, Levis and a tight half t-shirt, exposing her tight belly. Once there, I sat at the keg and joked with my friends. Gillian talked with some guy who had brought a wine skin filled with whisky. Somewhat angry, I let her continue. Over the night I watched her squirting streams of whisky into her mouth and laughing with the guy. After an hour or so passed, she was gone. So was the guy.

          I looked all around the apartment for Gillian. She was nowhere to be found. While I knew that I shouldn't, I decided if she disappeared without telling me where she was going, she could walk home.

          Embarrassed in front of my friends, I left the party. As I fumbled for my keys in the parking lot, I her squeals of delight and

thumping. I had to laugh. "Wish that were me" I thought to myself.

My Camaro had blacked out windows. It could be damn hard to find at

night, especially after a few drinks. Finally, I found it. The

squealing was so loud. My car looked like it was rocking. "Crap,

somebody is stealing my stereo" I thought. I ducked down and snuck

up low. Peeking through the window, the wineskin dude reclined in

the passenger seat. Gillian crouched on top of him. She slid up and

down the guy's dick furiously. Jealous and strangely turned on I

stared. The guys cock was huge, both thicker and longer than my

own. Gillian slammed herself onto him down to the bone. Breathless,

her lip trembled as she panted "I'm gonna cum" the dude arched his

back. "Me too" he grunted. Feverishly, the two sweaty bodies

slapped into each other. The dude groaned as he blasted his load

deep into my Gillian, who collapsed on top of him and into his arms.

        I was both freaked and turned on. I ran back to the apartment. I told my friends that "it wasn't right to just leave her there, maybe she just went out side to walk off the booze." Soon the door opened. Gillian walked in with her arms over her head, pulling her

hair back. "Hi sweetie" she chirped, as she pressed her lips to

mine. "Let's go to bed" she whispered in my ear.

         We rode home in strange silence. Gillian cuddled softly as I drove.  It was almost 4:00AM. Arriving at my apartment, she climbed into my bed, took off her clothes and fell asleep.

         I had no idea how I should feel. I only knew that she had looked so sexy banging that guy. I wanted her, but, well, I knew I shouldn't.  I stripped and fell asleep.

         The early morning sun stung my eyes. I turned and saw Gillian’s nude body sprawled next to me. She looked great. I stroked her hair.  Soon we were kissing. Gillian rolled on top of me. She slid her legs up and straddled my head. I had always been turned on by this

tall, statuesque women sitting on my face. Now I was about to

burst. She seemed more confident, almost cocky, than I had ever

seen her before. Looking down at my face, she smeared her pussy lips

up and down my face, from my eyes to my mouth. Finally she pushed

down, seemingly with all her weight, sitting her crotch on my mouth.

I hungrily dug my tongue deep inside her cunt. Towering above me

she cooed "remember we just fucked two nights ago. I bet you'll

taste your own cum in me." I rubbed my hands on her ass as her

pelvis tipped in excitement. Overcome by lust I dug my tongue in,

around, and out of her pussy. Gillian arched her back. Her thighs

twitched rhythmically as she began to come. Suddenly blobs of

slippery, sticky fluid expelled from her pussy. Gillian continued to

grind her pussy into my mouth. Realizing I was tasting the seed of

my better-hung replacement, I froze and gagged for a second. Then I

looked at this beautiful women, high above me, eyes rolled back,

writhing in the ecstasy of her second orgasm over the last few

hours. Wildly, I again licked her pussy.


Afterwards we showered. In the shower I told Gillian I had seen her with the dude. She began to cry. "You are the best man I've ever

met" she said. "You have a great job, you are kind, and you'd do

anything for me - I'm so sorry" Remembering our sunrise activities
she gave me a puzzled look. "You're not very upset" she said. I

reached over, took her hand and kissed it. "Let's go shopping" I

said.

  
I really didn't want to talk about how remarkably turned on I felt by being a submissive cuckold to Gillian. I knew how to tell her.

Walking into the mall we entered "The Gap". I said "Pick out

whatever you want. After last night you deserve it." Gillian looked

at me for a minute. Then she smiled. The next hour she picked out

$700 worth of clothes. Finally she approached me holding a pair of

flowered panties in her hand. Checking around us first she then

shoved the crotch in my face. "You'll get to smell these again -

later" she taunted.


That entire day Gillian was strange. She subtly teased and taunted me at every opportunity. Finally, we decided to head out to the bars in the evening. Gillian dressed as I had never seen her. A tight

short white mini-skirt clung to her ass. A bra-like top left nothing

to the imagination. Her high heels made her 2 inches taller than

me. "Let’s go" she ordered.


Once we arrived at the college bars, she deserted me again. I grabbed a barstool and nursed beers while watching basketball.

Gillian hooked up with a group of guys from the football team. They

danced, did shots and laughed. Gillian shamelessly flirted like a

whore. I felt a tap on my shoulder. Gillian whispered in my

ear "O.K. voyeur-boy, come out to the car in an hour or so." Then

she said "Oh yeah, I need more money for drinks". Astonished, I gave

her $40.

        I was kinda pissed. I had never agreed to this. She really was a whore. No wonder she felt so damn loose.

        Gillian had been gone a long time. I finally walked out towards my car. A group of huge guys huddled around my Camaro, trying to look

inconspicuous. I ducked between some bushes in a darkened area close

by and sat on the ground. One by one, each of these guys climbed

into the back seat. Gillian's long legs were spread wide. Instantly,

each guy would unzip and ram his cock onto my Gillian. Her arms

clung to each guys back and she begged "Harder! Harder! Cum inside

me! Fill me up!" White guys, Mexicans, Black guys, from my count at

least 11 different guys nailed Gillian while I watched. One of them

twice.

        Finally there was a lull in the action. I stood up and approached the car. I asked "Hey, have you guys seen my girlfriend? She's tall, a redhead...hey are you in there honey?" They guys all laughed as they walked back into the bar. Gillian was re-dressing

herself. "I'll see you inside" she yelled.

        We re-entered the bar. Gillian and I had a few more drinks. Gillian slowly and cruelly described the ravaging she had received. She

seemed to delight in the pain/pleasure I felt as she talked about

having sex with these 11 hulking men. Many had even taken her

anally. All had come in her. She wanted to dance so we danced for

what seemed like hours. Finally, she was ready to leave.

       Arriving at my apartment the anticipation was killing me. Now it was my turn with this nympho. I ripped off my clothes and sat in the bed, waiting. "Drink the drink I made for you and I'll be in a

minute, sweetie" Gillian said as she entered the bathroom. A few

minutes later I heard a flush. My room went dark as she turned off

the light entering my room. She climbed into bed and fell fast

asleep.

       Realizing nothing was going to happen, I finally slept. I must have crouched in the bushes for longer then I thought as my wrists and

ankles hurt. Hearing a noise, I checked my clock. It was noon. I'd

slept 10 hours. I started to roll over but I couldn't. I was hog

tied. My arms and legs bound tight I struggled to move. Gillian

loomed over me, holding something behind her back. "That stuff sure

made you sleep." She laughed. "I don't think we should even try sex

anymore OK?" Gillian continued. "I mean, your little thing doesn't 

do it. Also, I don't think I want to waste too many of my orgasms

on oral sex. I'd rather come when the big guys nail me. But you know

what I love and now I know what you love, right sweetie?" I lay in

stunned silence. "Well, here it is." she blurted. From behind her

Gillian pulled out her "new" flowered panties. She turned them 

inside out to show me. "Look sweetie, they're brown in back where I 

took huge cocks up my ass, and yellowish in front where all that

come dribbled out." Turning them back right side in, Gillian pulled

her panties over my head with my mouth and nose in the soiled cotton

crotch. I was powerless to struggle. The crotch was cardboard stiff

crusted with dried come, her juices and shit. In heaven, I inhaled.

Then I licked. Soon I suckled the filthy crotch like a baby. Gillian

folded her arms, smiled and watched me for a few minutes. Sashaying

across the room, Gillian picked up my wallet. "I'm glad you like

them, sweetie. Oh yeah, I'll need another $20 for the panties".

Looking over her shoulder Gillian smiled. "I hope you love your new

sex life, sweetie. I'm going shopping. I'll see you later."

...we lived happily ever after.
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