The Butt Cuckold

By Butt-Cuckold 

Justin had watched Hillary for a long time before they even dated.  They lived in the same dorm together for two years and then in the came apartment building for two years.  Hillary’s pattern was always the same.  She dated all the “big men on campus” the football players, the musicians from the most popular college bands, even the editor of the student paper.  Her pattern was always the same.  First she would be really into the guy, thinking that she was in love.  Then the “unattainable” guy would fall for her.  He’d comment about how “unbelievably sexy” she was.  How gorgeous her huge dark eyes were, how silky her chocolate brown hair was, how he lusted after high set, conic tits, how he couldn’t wait to wrap those long, tanned around his shoulders as he ate her out.  Soon the guy would be a pathetic, submissive weasel.  He would yearn for and worship her.  It would be fun for a while, but soon she’d be bored…

Justin knew he didn’t stand a chance compared to the guys Hillary dated.  She was the hottest girl Justin had ever seen.  Hillary was flawless.  She reminded Justin of a taller Shania Twain - with bigger tits.  And she had this ass.  Round yet muscular, tight yet voluptuous.  Justin sometimes daydreamed about that incredible ass.  Still, he knew his only chance was to become a good friend and play cool.  Maybe some day he’d get his chance.  

Hillary and Justin became good friends.  Often she’d drop by his place after dates and complain about her dates.  Despite his urges to the contrary, Justin acted aloof.  One day after a night at the bars, Hillary dropped by and one thing led to another.  The two kissed.

Justin knew when to stop.  He’d always be in control.  Justin would always leave Hillary wanting more. 

It worked.  Hillary fell deeply in love with Justin.  “Justin is different.”  She told her friends, “he makes me so hot, yet he’s so mysterious.”  Marriage was something Hillary took seriously.  She would only marry once and that would be for life.  Justin was the guy.  He’s not always groveling and telling me how gorgeous I am.  I feel like were equals.”  Shortly after graduation, the two married.

Deep down, Justin felt uncontrollably attracted to Hillary.  Marriage only made these feelings stronger.  Secretly he’d imagine Hillary dominating him, tying him up,   and laughing with enjoyment as she humiliated him.  Justin loved these thoughts yet he was compelled to continue on his charade.  He didn’t want to lose her like the other before him did.  

One night the two rolled around in bed naked, kissing.  After a while, Hillary rolled off Justin and onto her stomach.  Moonlight streamed through the windows.  Hillary’s buy glowed.  The subtle shadows below her ass beckoned.  Justin casually knelt between her legs, rubbing Hillary’s back.  Staring at her ass her was wracked with indecisiveness.  “God, I want to taste her ass…but if I do the whole situation will change.  She’ll know how I feel.  She’ll sense that I want her to dominate me.  Maybe just one little kiss…”

As Hillary lay on her belly, Justine gently pushed her thighs apart and slid onto his chest between her legs.  Tentatively, Justine dragged his tongue over the curve of her cheek.  

Hillary silently looked back at her husband out of the corner of her eye.  She closed it and lay back down.  Justin inhaled deeply.  Her ass smelled of perfume, pussy, and an active day at work.  Tempted as he’d never been, Justin nonchalantly licked closer and closer to Hillary’s crack.  Bristly hairs tickled his cheek as Justin licked her innermost ass cheek.  Facing straight into her ass he could control himself no more.  In short, timid strokes at first, Justin tasted Hillary’s asshole.  It was nothing like he’d expected, both salty and tangy.  Breathing fast now, Justin’s tongue darted in and out of Hillary’s shitter.  Feeling surprised, awkward and yet turned on, Hillary pulled one knee to her chest to allow Justin full access to his desire.  Justin felt his penis swell with enthusiasm.  Sliding his hands underneath Hillary’s hips he pulled her ass to him and began to suckle at her butt hole.  Sucking hard, Justin loved everything about this.  He had to tell her “I’ve wanted to do this for such a long time…you have the sexiest ass.”  Hillary just moaned.  She felt her pussy moisten in excitement.  Taking the opportunity to masturbate she slowly she worked in one finger, then two.  Justin humped the bed as he ate out her ass.  He never felt anything as sexy as this.  His hips began thrusting.  Recognizing the rhythm, Hillary’s eyes widened in disappointment.  “He’s not gonna come is he?”  She thought.  Justin stained the sheets with his come.  His panting soon stopped.  Justin rolled over and fell asleep.

Waking in the morning, Justin felt as if the sham was over.  A burden was lifted from his shoulders.  Now Hillary at least knew how he felt about her.  Now she knew what his biggest fetish was. 

 “So, what did you think of that last night?”  Justin asked offhandedly.  

“Well, I guess it was OK” Hillary started “but I wish you’d have taken care of my needs.”  Seizing the opportunity to re-assert himself as an equal in the relationship, Justin acted incredulous.  “What?  I do something that I’ve always wanted to do, a fetish that I’ve always had, and all you do is complain?  Doesn’t MY pleasure matter to you?”  Hillary was taken aback at his anger.  “No sweetie, it does.”  She relented.

Justin realized that he’d found a way to manipulate his way to his fetish.  He’d do what he want then guilt Hillary into letting him continue.  It was perfect.  He could be her submissive in bed and the boss during the day.

Night after night, Justin began to repeat his fantasy.  He’d eat out Hillary’s ass while she fingered herself.  He was in heaven.

This went on for weeks.  One night, Hillary confronted Justin.  “How come we never have sex anymore?” she asked point blank.       

“We do.”  Justin replied.  “We’re just more adventurous with each other now.”

Hillary became irate.  “We haven’t fucked in weeks.  That’s what I like.  Doesn’t MY pleasure matter to you?”

With that Hillary stormed out of the apartment and slammed the door.  

Justin put his face into his hands.  “I should have just kept up the charade.  I never should have let her know about my fetish.  It’s over.”  He began to cry.

Hillary took off.  She drove to Don’s tavern, a local college hang-out.  Ordering one drink after another, Hillary’s anger grew.  “If he didn’t care about my pleasure then somebody else will.”  She thought.  

Two 21 year old students watched Hillary.  Her tight, worn jeans accentuated her curvy body.  Though 23, she could pass for a college sophomore.  Finally they joined her.  

“Hey, you look upset, what’s wrong?”  One of them asked.  Looking at them Hillary resisted at first.  They seemed so friendly and interested that she gave in.  Hillary told them everything.  They listened.  “God, what nice guys.”  Hillary thought.  “They really seem to care.”

Justin waited for hours.  Around 3:00 A.M. he gave up and went to bed.  An hour later he heard a key fumble with the lock.  Sitting up he prepared to give his apology.  He’d beg for her forgiveness.   

Hillary staggered into the bedroom.  He saw her silhouette in the doorway.  Kicking off her heels, she walked into the bedroom.  Justin started “Honey, I’m so sorry.”


”Don’t apologize.”  Hillary barked.  She pulled her top off over her head, un-hooked her bra and threw it on the floor.  Shifting her hips side to side, the yanked down her jeans.  Sliding her panties down, she slid onto her stomach next to Justin.  In a hoarse voice, she whispered, “Why don’t you do your thing and I’ll tell you about my night.”

Justin couldn’t believe it.  “Everything’s gonna be alright” he told himself.  Hillary scrunched her pillow under her head and stretched her legs far apart.  Justin stared at his wife, as she lay on her belly, looking over her shoulder at him, smiling, taunting him to eat her ass.  Climbing between her thighs her traced the outline of her cheeks with his nose.  Her skin smelled of cigarette smoke.  With sucking little kisses, Justin covered Hillary’s ass with his saliva.  Drawn towards her crack, he pulled her cheeks apart.

“She must have been out dancing, she’s soaking wet with sweat” he thought. 

“So I went to Don’s Tavern.”  Hillary began.  “I shouldn’t have worn these old tight jeans ‘cause guys always stare at my ass when I wear them.”

Justin paused.  For a moment he thought the worst.  He thought that Hillary was going to tell him that she had cheated on him and that’s shy she was gone so long.  “There’s no way…” he thought.  A tiny part of Justin was aroused by the thought of her having sex with another man.  Then his attention focused on where he was and what he was doing.  Her magnificent cheeks wedged his nose as Justin struggled to reach deeper into Hillary’s ass with his tongue.  By his chin Justin felt Hillary’s fingers as she played with her cunt.  His chin warmed with her juices.  “She must be really turned on.”  Justin thought.  

“Well I met these guys.  They were so nice to me.  They listened to me and bought me drinks.”  Hillary continued.

Hearing Hillary talk dirty was turning Justin on.  “She’s trying to make me jealous.”  He thought.

“So Justin, they invited me back to their apartment.  The next thing I knew, I was blowing one of the guys while the other was eating my pussy.  They suggested I fuck them both.  I thought about what you said.  MY pleasure matters to you so I knew you’d be supportive.  They fucked me for two hours straight.  And guess what?  I got a little sore so I let one of them come up my butt!”

Justin was now about to come.  Even if she was just saying this to make him jealous, hearing Hillary talk like this made Justin frenzied with lust.  He loved to hear his wife talk about doing other men.  Pulling her cheeks apart he sucked her anus as hard as he could.  Suddenly he felt her butt hole protrude, as if Hillary were pushing it out.  He sucked harder.  A rush of warm, syrupy liquid flooded Justin’s mouth.  He hesitated.  Then he looked at his wife’s ass.  Justin imagined Hillary bent over, taking load after load from some guy she met in a bar.  He smeared his mouth and nose into the sticky mess all over his wife’s ass crack.

“That’s right.  You clean my ass good.  Suck all of his come out of me.  Because, you know what Justin?  Your pleasure matters to me.  And guess what else?  From now on, my pleasure will REALLY matter to you.  

***please go to author’s screen to send feedback about this story

