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  Cuckold Never Wins
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  The man who was going to fuck my wife was sitting across from me. I didn’t know what to make of him, only that I could see exactly why he was really well-suited to fucking my wife...and why I wasn’t.




  He stood at a majestic, almost frankly ridiculous, 6’5”. He had impeccable qualifications, too. He’d told me in our email correspondence that he’d been the third party in a cuckold marriage for over three years until they’d moved to Europe. He was divorced, and had no interest in stealing anyone’s woman.




  “That’s just not me,” he said. Online he had quite a following, with many people reading his blog. What was it called? Ah, of course: The Wife Wrecker.




  We were having our very first meeting. I wasn’t going to be part of anything after this, so I might as well get myself as close as possible to the man who was going to be fucking my wife regularly.




  As for me? I was never going to compare. I was balding, barely 5’3”, even shorter than my wife - somehow, I’m not sure how that happened - and hardly the kind of guy to make any woman feel sexy. My growing belly had gotten out of hand and was now being fed a steady diet of multiple beers a week. I was struggling with various medication that all conflicted, including a hair-loss treatment that only seemed to make me me grow less hair.




  But what made Ian the best sort of man to cuckold me, and to fuck my wife, was not his skin color or his bank account or his skills or his reputation...it was the fact that he had a cock literally twice as long as mine. We’d already compared numbers in our emails and texts, but now was the moment of truth. I felt there was something vaguely gay about having to arrange a meeting in public, for us to compare cock sizes. But we had to do it, or at least my wife had told me to do so, and I wasn’t exactly going to go against what Marina told me to do.




  “Okay, I’m ready,” I said. We were at a Starbucks, and now we were going to go into the bathroom, go into the handicap stall, pull our pants down, and take the requisite comparison photos. He grinned when I told him that was what Marina wanted. “I appreciate a hotwife who knows what she’s doing,” he said.




  If she was going to fuck someone outside of her marriage, Marina had told me, it better damn well be with someone with a cock that turned her on. Then again, with the kind of cock I had...it didn’t seem like it was that difficult to do.




  Truly, I was feeling a lot...conflicted about things. I didn’t know if I’d ever be able to have sex with my wife again if she found fucking a real man like Ian to be hotter and better.




  He held the stall door open for me to go inside, then slid the deadbolt over behind us. He grinned, looking smug as hell in his polo and board shorts. As for me? I was dressed in layers, as if I could avoid my shame by turtling into my clothes. I wordlessly removed some of them: first the shirt, then the undershirt. I was there looking totally topless and frankly rather stupid with a white hairy chest. I decided to unbuckle my belt. He just stood there, watching, as if he wanted to judge.
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