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		Cruel Cuckcake

		

		The neighbor’s husband

		It’s a weird thing spending a good chunk of your Saturday morning looking outside your kitchen window to watch the handsome neighbor cut the grass. Jeff was his name, and he was one of those guys that would cut the grass shirtless, and I loved to watch the beads of sweat drip down his fit, tan body as he pushed the mower around his large yard. His wife, Nancy, would be inside likely unaware that her husband was one of the highlights of weekend. Maybe she did know that the women loved to watch her husband work. It had to have been obvious; Jeff was like six foot three, and he had the body of a magazine model. You’d have to be crazy to think that nobody was checking him out.

		After he cut the lawn, Jeff would go on his run around the neighborhood. He would do lap after lap, and I enjoyed sitting outside on my porch with a glass of iced tea waiting for him to pass by. I’d love watching him come from the front, but I favored looking at him from behind. His back muscles were well defined, and his ass looked to be harder than a diamond. I would be willing to do dirty things to that man, and I often would fantasize about seducing him and having him come over, so that he could desecrate my body along with his marriage. The primal part of my brain was letting me know that he was a good lay.

		Nancy was a nice woman, but I couldn’t help but see her as anything other than frumpy. She didn’t put much effort into dressing sexily or learning how to optimize her face with makeup. I wouldn’t say that she was ugly, but she certainly raised some eyebrows whenever new people saw that she was married to Jeff. By contrast one was clearly more physically attractive than the other, and the only thing I could think of was that Nancy was willing to do something beyond kinky in order to satisfy his needs. How else could she hold down such a handsome alpha male?

		Something must have clicked in my brain, because I found myself wanting to act out my fantasies. I weighed the consequences, and it didn’t really seem to me as if there were any that I couldn’t manage. They were homeowners, and I was just a renter. If things got crazy or weird, I could just up and leave at the end of my lease and leave it all behind. They would be the ones stuck picking up the pieces of the affair. I know it’s cruel to think this way, to know about a marriage and knowingly sabotage it, but I really could have cared less at the time. You only live once on this spinning pile of dirt, and I sure as hell don’t want to be at the very end wondering how it all would have down. Just as easily as it could ruin a marriage, it could also go unknown and have virtually zero consequences. What the frumpy bitch doesn’t know won’t hurt her!

		From all of my time watching Jeff I had a pretty good idea of their routine. On Sundays his wife would go out shopping, and he would stay home. This would be the best time to isolate him and attempt a seduction. I had to have a valid reason for knocking on his door, and the best thing that I could think of was to do it under the guise of needing to borrow something. It was corny but asking your neighbor for a bit of sugar or an egg wasn’t all that ridiculous. I doubted that I would be able to have sex with him right then and there, but I was hoping that I could at least plant the seeds of attraction. How I dressed, and how I talked would be paramount to my success, and I spent the rest of my Saturday going over various scripts and outfits that I could try to test his primal instinct. 

		I came to the conclusion that I could appear on his doorstep dressed in a casual slutty way. Anything that looked like I had put purposeful effort into looking slutty could be used against me if my plan failed, so I picked out an outfit that would be plausible for a young woman to wear around the house. It wasn’t like I was going to show up dressed like a stripper, but a tight-fitting outfit that was somewhat revealing would be absolve me from any accusations if one of the neighbors were to attempt to call me out. I could just say that I was asking for a favor, but if I wore a sexy Halloween costume it would be much harder to deny my intentions if things went badly.

		I knew that if people could read my mind, they would think that I was an odd woman for spending my days off lounging around the house plotting an attempt at getting between a married couple. I didn’t care, and I also didn’t plan on being vocal about it. Surely, my thoughts would change a lot of people’s perception of me. I was sort of known to be a quiet, reserved, and honest person, and I still believed that to be true. I am quiet and reserved, and I am very honest with myself. It’s that honesty that led me down this road to begin with. Others would be willing to live a life of regret, whereas I knew that I had to be true to my desires and embrace the hedonistic tendencies that I often displayed. 

		Once Jeff was inside his house for the night, I was able to focus on other things. It wouldn’t be until morning that I could make my move, and I just had to make sure that I was awake to see his wife leaving to go shopping. That’s when I’d make my first move, and I would keep my fingers crossed that I would be able to make him at least consider the idea of sleeping with me. I just had to plant the seeds, and water them regularly while I patiently waited for him to decide that his frumpy wife wasn’t cutting it anymore. 

		I woke up early the next day so that I could shower and get ready to pounce on my prey. My body was filled with adrenaline as I watched for Nancy to leave her husband and go shopping. It felt like a game as I waited patiently and looked for signs of her departure. Finally, she emerged from their home and got into her van. I waited a few minutes to ensure that she would not come back because she forgot something, and then I made my move. 

		I gave myself a quick look in the mirror and smiled at the way I looked. There was no way that he wouldn’t notice my bra. It was black and visible underneath my bright white shirt that was snug around my body. I had done my hair in way to make it look purposely messy, but I knew that he would have images of hair getting messed up during crazy passionate sex. It was all about sending nonverbal cues to his mind and becoming an object of lust. Ideally, he would fuck his wife while thinking of me and that would be how I would get him to stray eventually.

		None of the neighbors were out in their yards, but for all I knew I was being watched by everybody through their windows. Hell, I did that type of thing, and there’s no way that I’m weirder than Jack and Diane, or Susie and Paul. Sometimes I felt like I was the only person on the block that wasn’t a former hall monitor. All I took was a slow, deep breath before I rang the doorbell to Jeff’s home. I could see a shadowy figure stirring about inside as I waited on the porch.

		“Good morning Jess,” Jeff said as he opened the door with a huge smile plastered across his face, “is everything okay?”

		“Morning,” I said suddenly feeling a bit nervous now that I was alone with the man that I had watched for so long with little interaction, “I, uhh, I’m doing some b-baking and I just realized that I’m out of sugar.” When I blinked I considered keeping my eyes closed forever. I felt so stupid stumbling over my words, “c-can I borrow some from you guys?”

		“Isn’t that the worst!” His energy level increased and I could sense him trying to make me feel welcome, “come on. Come inside. You can whatever you need!”

		“Thanks Jeff.” I said with a smile hoping that my positive energy would be picked up by him, “I really appreciate this.”

		It was the first time that I had actually been inside of their house. I knew them on an acquaintance level from some of the various block parties that were held, and simply from waving to one another as we left for work during the week. They drove cars that made it seem as if they didn’t have a lot of money, but I was able to tell where they spent their money. The inside of their home was laid out. I couldn’t help but notice the massive granite countertop in the kitchen. The brands of their appliances, and electronics indicated to me that they valued comforts in the home over pricey vehicles. It made sense, really, especially considering that they were married and obviously didn’t really feel the need to impress other people. Usually guys want to have a nice car for picking up women, but it was obvious that a married guy like Jeff could care less. Besides, he was sexy enough to catch the bus and still manage to pick up a beautiful woman.

		“White or brown?” He asked.

		“What?” I had no idea what he was asking me.

		“Your sugar.” He laughed a bit as if I was a crazy woman, “do you want white sugar, or brown sugar?”

		“Oh,” I felt stupid and had been suspicious of my motives I would have easily been found out for not understanding the question considering the context of my intrusion, “white sugar is fine.”

		He took a resealable plastic bag and started pouring cups of sugar into it. I smiled to myself knowing that he was essentially wasting it, because I had no intentions of baking. It seemed pointless when I could spend a few dollars at the grocery store and buy something better than anything I could make, and I wouldn’t have to do a ton of dishes. Jeff stood tall with his back turned to me, and my eyes began to wonder. His ass was tight and muscular, and his shoulders were wide and strong. Jeff had the ability to put one hand on me and move me around as he pleased, and I wanted desperately for that to happen. I had to find a way to kick up the heat and make this platonic interaction appear more romantic to him.

		I crossed my arms just under my tits. They were pressed together and resting on my arms, and I knew that they looked big and ready to be played with. I craved his strong hand on my boobs, and I wanted to feel his strength as he squeezed them. He turned around and for a split second he looked at my chest. His eyes moved quickly to meet my eyes and I gave him seductive look as I slightly raised my eyebrows. He exhaled slowly and I knew that I had successfully created some sexual tension, and he was now aware of me. I had to continue to build more tension so that his inner lust could have an excuse to appear. I took a step towards him so that our bodies were closer together, and he remained still. We were in a mutual state of trying to read one another, and I knew that he was wondering if he was simply looking into the situation too deeply. My job was to make his mind at ease, and not overthink. I wanted him to know my dirty intentions.

		“Where’s Nancy?” I asked in a raspy voice, “why isn’t she home right now?”

		“She’s, uhh,” He became the nervous much to my delight, “she went to the grocery store.” He was doing his best to maintain composure, “she said she would be back in a couple of hours.”

		I assumed that he was telling me that it was okay what we were about to do. I never asked him when Nancy would return, but he felt that it was relevant. If he didn’t want me to seduce him, he would have said that she could be home any minute. 

		“That’s so nice of her to go shopping while you stay at home,” I inched closer to his body, “doesn’t she ever worry about leaving you here all by yourself?”

		“N-no,” he said as he noticed my body getting closer to his, “she knows how much I hate the grocery stores.”

		“Well you’re a lucky guy,” I said with my body in front of him. I was essentially pinning him to the counter without making contact, “you must be very happy to have such a loving wife.” I licked my lips as I looked up at his face.

		Jeff was towering over me, and I loved the feeling of being so small compared to him. He gave me the vibe that he could fight off a group of men if they tried to harm me. He was not put on the planet to protect one woman, and it must have been hard for him on an unconscious level to be faithful when his natural biology was telling him that he deserved to fuck every woman that his heart desired. Nancy had done the world a huge disservice by trying to lock him down, and keep him contained. He would never be a full person if he was only capable of having sex with her. 

		I could see his eyes fixed on my body, and I knew that he wanted to fuck me. Thoughts of his frumpy wife were no longer in his mind, and his primal urge to take me was beginning to build at a faster rate. One step closer into his body, and we finally made first contact. His hard body made me want to dig my nails into him, but I patiently waited for him to come to terms with what was happening. He had to touch put his hands on me first. I craved his dominance, and I could see it brewing with each passing millisecond. Finally, he could not contain his lust for any longer, and he grabbed the small of my back and pulled me into his chest. My chin resting on his strong torso, and my eyes looking up at him, he put his other hand on the back of my head and pulled me close to him. We kissed for the first time, and I knew that it was the start of something magical.

		

		Let the games begin!

		Ones our lips touched the entire mood had shifted into an intense debauchery filled session of passion. It was like my lips pressing against his validated his urges, and he could no longer deny his primal lust for me. He pulled my face away from his mouth, and only for a moment did I think he was going to stop. Instead, his hands went straight to my waist and he grabbed the bottom of my tight shirt and began pulling it over my head. My purposefully messy hair became more wild, and my expression was undoubtedly giving him more urges. Although he said nothing, I could imagine his tone of voice if he were to speak based on the way that was breathing as he prepared to have his way with me.

		The cool air made goose bumps form on my body, but his warm hands made me feel relaxed as he ran them over my back. With one snap he unhooked my bra and it dangled from my chest. With his hands on my hips, he spun me around so that I had my back to the counter and he picked me up as if I was paper and set my ass down on the hard granite. I pulled my bra off and let it fall to the floor as he lowered his head and began kissing me on my neck. As he worked his lips towards my chest, I started to pull my pants down over my waist. He didn’t notice the awkwardness of my movements with his face buried between my breasts. My pants were off of my hips, and my ass could feel the coldness of the granite with only a thong to cover me.

		“You’re bad.” He whispered before he nibbled on my breasts, “you’re really bad.”

		I bit down on my lips, and I prayed that he would bite my nipples and punish me for being so bad. I didn’t want to be treated sweetly. I wanted to feel like the dirty slut that I was, and I wanted to feel beneath him and to experience his sexual wrath.

		He bit down on my nipple gently, but his jaw applied more pressure by the second as he pulled his face away from my chest. I mashed my teeth together and breathed through my mouth as I tried to endure the pleasurable pain that he was inflicting on me. It felt like he was just getting started, and his body language told me that there was more punishment to come. 

		As soon as he released my nipple from his mouth I pushed him away from me so that I could pull his shirt off. I wanted to see his abs, and I wanted to worship them. There was no point of having them if women were not permitted to kiss and lick them, and I wanted to taste his body while letting him know that I adored his physique. Once his shirt was pulled off I could see his powerful gaze, and I lunged my face into his chest to avoid being caught staring at him too long. I had to have my time to show him my admiration. It was important that he knew how much I wanted his body.

		He moaned as my tongue explored his body, but I knew it was not because it stimulated him physically. Jeff was having his ego fed and the sensation of knowing that a woman was worshiping him was what caused him to feel pleasure. I, however, was getting wet from the physical act and the mental reality of him feeling progressively more powerful as I worshiped him. 

		He started taking off his jeans, and I knew that I would soon be confronted by his cock. Considering his height, I imagined him to be hung unlike any other man I had previously experienced. I worked my kisses down towards his cock as he removed his pants, and my suspicions were confirmed. His hard cock was standing to attention, and ready for me to suck. I wanted nothing more than to prove to him that I was worthy to receive his dick. 

		Gently, I pushed him forward so that I could hop down from the counter and get on my knees. His cock was lined up with my face once I was in position, and I began kissing the underside of his cock without using my hands. I wanted him to have the visual of me pathetically kissing his cock as it bounced around and hit me in the face. His breathing told me that his ego was inflating rapidly. 

		I placed the crown of his massive cock between my lips and I flicked my tongue on his cock. He exhaled deeply as she placed his large hand on my head, and he firmly pressed my face deeper so that I would have to take more of him. I found myself opening my mouth as wide as I could to get as much of his manhood inside of me. His cock slid against the top of my tongue, and I could taste his masculinity as I attempted to take his entire cock.

		“You’re a nasty little bitch!” He said with a serious tone and face.

		He wasn’t wrong about me, and he had yet to discover the true nature of my sexuality. I was willing to do anything for a man like him, and how it was seen or viewed by him was not something that would make me feel bad about it. His view of superiority would only make me want him more.

		Having my head in his hands, I was unable to move my head anymore. He took control of the situation, and began pumping his massive cock into me. I was reduced to nothing more than a hole to be fucked at this point, and saliva was seeping out of my mouth, and he could see it spill out of me. He laughed at the pathetic sight that I was, but it did not make him feel as if should be merciful. Instead it had the opposite effect. It only validated my role as his little fuck toy. I was preparing myself to take the entirety of his load, but then he did something that surprised me.

		“Get your ass up!” He said as he grabbed my hair and pulled me to my feet, “come with me.”

		Jeff was pulling me into the living room, and my heart was racing from his roughness. I couldn’t wait to have him inside of me. He led me to the arm of the couch and pulled my hair so that my body was bent over the arm of it. His hands slid up the sides of my legs and under my thong, his hands hooking it and pulling down. He left it around my ankles and put his hands back on my ass. I moaned as his strong hands squeezed my ass, and I gasped as he pushed his finger down the center of my crack. Slowly, he guided his finger over my ass and towards my wet pussy, pausing when he knew that I was feeling pleasure, and only continuing when I relaxed myself.

		“You’re a very bad neighbor,” he said as his fingers brushed against my clit, “what would people say if they knew you were trying to fuck their husbands.” His voice grew louder and I stopped moaning as I waited to see what direction he was taking, “are you sorry for being a bad neighbor?”

		“N-no.” I said knowing that I was being smart, but also knowing that my answer would give him a reason to punish me. “I could give two fucks about your ugly wife.”

		He laughed as his hands left my pussy. He wiped his fingers on my ass cheeks, and I could feel that he was preparing his hand to strike my ass. I wanted to be spanked so badly by him, and I decided to give him more reasons to do so. 

		“Spank me!” I said, “don’t be a pussy!” I knew that I was provoking him by attacking his ego. I had just spent a long time validating him only to make him angry.

		Jeff had nothing to say to me. Instead, he used his hand to punish me for my comments and the sound of his hand cracking my ass filled the empty room. I could tell that he was only testing my pain tolerance, so I decided to taunt him some more in the hopes of a more firm hand. 

		“You spank like a bitch!” I said with a secret smile that he could not see, “is that all you got?”

		This time his hand came down twice and with more power on my ass. I couldn’t help but let out a cry of pain, but it was still not enough. I took a deep breath and attacked his pride once more.

		“I should have went over to see Paul!” I said knowing that I was putting him in competition with another male, “I bet he knows how to spank a woman, because he’s not a bitch like you!”

		Paul was an old man in his late fifties, and he walked so slowly that it looked like he was faking it. For the first time I got an audible response from Jeff, but it was only a slight chuckle. He knew that I was not saying something that could be taken seriously, but he couldn’t ignore my obvious attempt to belittle his strength. Jeff made me pay for my comments, and his spanking came in full swing, and he didn’t stop after a few smacks, but instead continued until I was begging him for forgiveness.

		“I’m sorry!” I yelled out loud enough to make a neighbor outside curious as to what was going on in Jeff’s home. “I’m sorry.” My heart was beating fast, and my breathing was uncontrollable while my mind was fixated on the pain that my ass felt. 

		His ability and willingness to punish me made me want his cock even more. Never in my life had a man owned me during sex like Jeff had, and the fact that he was doing all of this while in a committed marriage made it that much more exciting to me. My mind began to move towards thoughts of his wife witnessing the fun we were having, and my pussy became more wet from the cruel thoughts I was having. I imagined her coming home early and dropping a jar of pickles to the floor as she witnessed her husband’s cock penetrating the neighbor. The thought of destroying the trust in their marriage made me gush with lust and the only thing curtailing my evil thoughts was the dominance of Jeff interrupting my train of thought.

		Jeff’s hands rubbed my ass gently though it still stung from his previous slew of spankings, and I whinged as he fondled me.

		“Relax my little slut,” he was speaking in a soft whisper that made me feel like something more painful was going to happen, “clear your mind. There is nothing you need to be worried about.”

		His hands were still on my ass but he was squeezing my cheeks, and his grip was getting more strong. I was prepared for whatever he wanted to do to me.

		The feeling of his throbbing cock rubbing against my lips made me jump, and I closed my eyes tightly as I waited for him to claim ownership of my hole. His was the largest thing to go inside of me, and I was nervous about how my body could handle him, but I was soon reassured by his gently entry. He knew that he great power and he recognized the responsibility that goes along with such a gift, and he introduced me to his power slowly and carefully. I respected him more for his kindness having already experienced his vicious capabilities. I found myself head over heels for Jeff even though I was aware of his frumpy wife.

		My walls embraced his cock and my pussy was dripping with desire. His cock inched further and further inside of me until I could feel his hips touching my ass. The feeling of having such a large cock stuffed inside of me created a new standard to compare things too. He had forged a new frontier in my mind insofar as how I perceived pleasure, and I knew that I would appreciate him even more if I were to have an experience with another man. Seemingly no other man that I knew could compete with him, and that made me feel worry for a brief moment because my sexual gratification was now reliant on a man that had a commitment with another woman. I had to find a way to steal Jeff away from Nancy in one way or another. 

		My head was being pulled back by my hair as he pummeled into me, and he had no feelings of remorse when I cried out from the pain. He reached his other hand and put it over my mouth, so that I could scream into it, and he laughed as he continued to fuck me. I loved everything about the way he was fucking me, and I wanted him to fuck me harder. Jeff was tuned into my body and did not need for me to tell him that I craved more power. It could have been a selfish coincidence, however, that would be immaterial as the results were the same as his uncontained lust burned through his testosterone to bring me to climax.

		I could feel his cock contracting inside of me, and it was the feeling that put me over the edge. His hand moved from my mouth as he began to push me into the cushion of the couch as he focused on his own pleasure. Like a powerful jackhammer, he rammed in and out of me with great speed as he brought himself closer to orgasm. I knew right away that he was about to come, yet the power of his semen was impressive as it squirted inside of me and filled my pussy.

		“Oh fuck!” I said as I laid there in a daze from his dick, “that was unreal.” I managed to look back at him once he released his hand from my head.

		Jeff kept his cock inside of me as he hung over my body. We both panted heavily, and in unison, as we tried to catch our breath and get back to the real world, but it proved to be difficult. I could feel beads of sweat dripping down my body, some of which were mine but a lot of it was from him. I didn’t want him to take it out, but he pulled his cock from my pussy and I could feel the come slowly begin to drip out of me.

		“Too bad that dumb wife of yours isn’t here to lick it out of me,” I joked but also feeling sincere about it, “that would make this a hell of a lot easier.”

		“That’s an interesting idea,” he said with a smirk as he handed me several tissues so that I could catch his seed and prevent it from causing a stain on the furniture, “I bet she’d like to clean you.” 

		We both laughed about the joke at his wife’s expense. It was an interesting concept to see her in such a way, and I realized that it wasn’t just about Jeff’s ego. I had my own ego that was starving for power, and having a woman lick her husband’s come from me after a session of passionate fucking would certainly fuel it. Passively, my mind was visualizing various scenarios in which such a thing was possible, and I made a mental note to investigate the idea further when I had time to analyze the situation.

		

		Things will never be the same

		Jeff had a look on his face that made me think of the way an athlete looks when they score a point. Not one spec of shame or guilt was apparent in his face, and he actually was quite warm to me after the fact. I had considered the possibility of him becoming angry with himself for cheating on his wife, but I almost felt like Jeff had either wanted to stray for a long time, or he had been cheating already. I decided that I would continue to try and play my cards right and see if our affair could continue. This meant that I had to be careful not to put negatives thoughts about what we did into his head, and hope that he would initiate further sessions.

		“I’m going to come out and say it,” Jeff walked towards me with his clothes partially on, “you never needed sugar.”

		“Yeah,” I laughed playfully, “you caught me. Does that make you upset?” I gave him the fuck me eyes knowing that he didn’t care about the sugar.

		“No.” He said shaking his head, “but you better take it with you. Somebody might wonder why you were over here.” His mind was definitely considering the risks of being caught by the neighbors, but he wasn’t trying to end anything between the two of us. 

		“I’ve been checking you out for a long time Jeff,” I admitted hoping to stroke his ego even more, “you should look at my windows when you’re cutting the lawn.” I laughed and nudged him playfully.

		“I already knew that,” he turned cocky, “I’m not so sure that you’re as sly as you think you are. I wouldn’t be surprised if I’m not the only one that knows that you’ve been wanting to fuck me either. I bet Nancy can already sense it.”

		“Nancy?” I could feel a bit jealousy entering my head, “why are you even with that woman? She’s not half as good as someone like me!”

		“Jealous Jess,” he said mocking me for my outburst, “come here.” He put his hand out for me to take, “come on!”

		Reluctantly, I grabbed his hand and he quickly pulled me into his body. He wrapped his arms around me and my face was nuzzled against his hard, muscular chest. I could smell sweaty sex on him as I pressed my nose into him and sniffed. His scent made me never want to leave his side. Something about Jeff made me want to be the number one woman in his life. Nancy could be around, but I wanted her to know her place beneath me, and I wanted to humiliate her every single day for the rest of her life. 

		He used his hand to turn my head so that I was facing him, and he leaned down and kissed me gently. I felt like he truly cared for me when he kissed me, and I loved the feeling of his hands as they explored and touched me all over my body. Jeff had a strong touch even when he wasn’t attempting to be rough, and that was part of what I enjoyed about him. He was the type of man that could protect a woman like me from almost anything the cruel world had to offer.

		“You better take a shower Jeff,” I said after sniffing him some more, “your wife is going to know right away that you had sex.”

		“You think so?” He asked as if he was only half interested in what I had to say.

		“Yeah.” I said, “unless you’re trying to get caught.”

		“I don’t want to get caught,” Jeff said as he pulled away from me and sniffed himself under the arms, “getting caught will make it harder to do this next week.”

		My heart stopped for a split second, and then began beating in overdrive. He had confirmed intent to see me again, and this time I wouldn’t have to pretend about needing some sugar. I could jump straight into the action with him and experience his masterful lovemaking again. It was a good sign that I was doing something right in how I dealt with him, and it made me begin to feel good knowing that his wife, Nancy, wasn’t enough for him. Nature was taking over his life.

		“When does Nancy usually get back on Sundays?” I asked.

		“It varies,” he looked over at a clock that was hanging on the wall, “she could be here any minute, but if I had to bet I’d give her one hour. She loves shopping.”

		“I don’t know many women that don’t enjoy shopping.” I said knowing that Nancy and I had a lot in common, especially now that we both have had sex with the same man, “so you want me to come back over next week is what you’re saying?” I wanted clarification about what he said.

		“Yeah,” he said confidently, “I’m not done breaking you in.” He smiled at me, but I could sense there was a bit of a serious tone to what he was saying.

		“Try me.” I bit down on my lip and smiled, “you can do anything to me.” I got on my tip toes and kissed him on the nose. 

		It sounded like he growled slightly when I gave him permission to do anything to me. That was exactly the type of response I wanted and expected from him, and I hoped that it would give me an advantage over his wife. I figured that years of marriage had made Nancy dull in how she approached sex with her husband, and I was a spicy new toy for him to play with. There was no way she could compete with a woman that was willing to do anything, and I really was.

		“You better be careful what you wish for!” He began separating from me, “those may be words you regret saying to a guy like me.”

		I wasn’t going to push the issue any further. I winked at him suggestively and began getting my clothes on. I turned my back to him as I put my thong on, and right as I snapped it around my waist I looked back to see him staring at my ass. 

		“How does it look?” I asked with a smile.

		“I can see my handprint,” he laughed, “you poor thing. Did I spank you too hard?”

		“You didn’t spank me hard enough,” I flirted back. I was surprised that he didn’t compliment me on my ass and instead joked about how he had spanked me, “maybe you need to use a belt next time.”

		He grinned and I could see the gears in his brain starting to turn as he thought of creative ways to punish me. As I got dressed, I considered the idea of having my own woman to humiliate, and the thoughts of Nancy being subservient entered my mind again. To have her cleaning my pussy out after her husband just cheated on her would be among the most degrading things for a woman to do. I wondered what kind of things she was interested in, and I decided that as I got to know Jeff more I would periodically ask questions to try and see what his and his wife’s sex life was like. 

		“I’ll see you next week,” I went up to him and gave him a hug and a kiss, “make sure you take that shower. I’m serious.”

		“Here.” He said holding the bag of sugar, “don’t forget this. As flimsy as it is, it’s at least some sort of cover story.”

		“Oh yeah!” I grabbed the sugar from his hand, “I almost forgot. I wouldn’t want these assholes to think I was fucking a married man or anything like that.”

		

		So this is totally a thing…

		I set the bag of sugar down on my kitchen table and sat down. I found myself staring into the sugar as my mind passively took in everything that happened. It felt like the sugar was symbolic of what had happened, and I decided to keep it even though I had little use for it. If it weren’t for people questioning me about it, I would put it on my bookshelf as a trophy of sorts, but I knew that my friends would think that I was insane. It had to stay in the kitchen to be appear normal, and I could still visualize it as a trophy and use it to remember the feelings I had as Jeff entered me.

		Other crazy thoughts entered my mind. The idea of using the sugar to bake something and giving it to Nancy as a gift was amusing. She would not know the hidden meaning behind the baked goods, or how the sugar was sourced, but it would give me an inside joke that I could laugh about for the rest of my life. I imagined her complimenting me on how good it tasted, and I would smile as I looked down on her as she stuffed her face with the sugar that caused her husband to commit adultery. I was starting to realize that I was a cold bitch. 

		I became interested in the thoughts I was having towards Nancy. The fantasy I created where she licked the come from my pussy after her husband released himself inside of me kept coming to the surface. Research was needed for me to figure out if I was the lone person in this world to think about this type of thing. I knew that the odds were that there was a community built around this sort of thing, and I wanted to see what type of people were involved in it. That was the great thing about the internet, in my opinion, you could always run a search and find out that you’re not the only one that has twisted thoughts. 

		I fetched my laptop from the living room and brought it back into the kitchen. I thought for a few moments trying to figure out the best search terms to find what it was I was looking for. It was almost like a treasure hunt where the gold is in plain site, but you had to know what direction to look in to find it. Eventually, I found a post written by a woman that described a scenario in which her husband was openly cheating on her and how she actually enjoyed it.

		“It was a Monday night, and I was coming home early from a business trip. The deal fell through, so I decided to head home even though my husband wasn’t expecting me back for another two days. I didn’t tell him because I was trying to surprise him. I knew that he was feeling lonely, and I wanted to come back and rock his world, but I came home to something I never expected. He was fucking some woman on our bed. She was younger than me, and more beautiful, her hair was blonde, and she was moaning at the top of her lungs as he rammed into her. They were blasting music, so they did not hear me when I approached the bedroom door. It was the strangest feeling I ever had. I was sad, on the verge of tears, but I was turned on. My dear husband wasn’t lonely after all, and I had just been shown that he was capable of finding beautiful women to sleep with. I didn’t feel important anymore, but he seemed to increase in value in my eyes. I couldn’t understand it at all.” The post continued to talk about how she felt and how she handled the situation.

		“I stood by the door for a few moments and watched everything go down. I found myself wanting to barge into the room, but not so that I could stop it. I had an inner urge to be subservient to the woman he was fucking. The only reason I didn’t do this was because I knew they would not be expecting it, and they would likely stop. The woman, if she was at all normal, would feel shameful and would probably run out of the room crying. I didn’t know how much she knew about my husband. So what did I do? I closed the door the way it was when I found it, and left our home. I got in my car and drove to a hotel where I decided to stay until the day he was expecting me to come back. I found myself masturbating while imagining everything that I saw, and I began to think about doing other things like licking his come from her pussy. I didn’t know what was wrong with me, and that’s when I stumbled upon this message board.” I felt better knowing that other people were interested in the same sort of thing, and it was neat to see it read from the perspective of the other woman. She went on to talk about how she confronted her husband.

		“I didn’t say anything at first when I came back. In fact, I’ve never told him that I caught him that night. It was hard, but I approached him one night and told him that I had a fantasy. I explained to him that I wanted to be a cuckquean, and he pretended to be concerned about my feelings at first (fucking liar!). He made me press him a bit, and eventually he agreed to it. Unsurprisingly, our first cuckcake was the same exact woman I saw him with. It was rather funny to see them pretend to have not really known one another as they had sex with a high level of chemistry that could only be seen in partners that had already been together, but I allowed them to play their little game. I found myself not caring, and the feeling of being dominated by the sexy blonde was the only thing that ended up mattering to me.” I read through some of the replies, and began piecing together some of the terminology that was being used. 

		I gathered that from their eyes I was considered a cuckcake and Nancy would be referred to as a cuckquean. The story was interesting, and I felt a bit of envy for the beautiful, blonde woman. I could relate to her, but I wondered if she had the same urge to be cruel like I did, or if she just played along to keep the guy happy. I wanted to see Nancy beg for me, and to be on her knees as I did whatever I wanted. I never considered myself a lesbian, or even bisexual, but I was starting to reconsider that. Seeing that frumpy bitch with her face between my legs, or her lips around my toes was starting to sound like something that I would be into. She didn’t deserve her man, and I wanted to show her that there were superior women out there in the world, and I was apart of that group.

		The primary thing would be if this fantasy would ever be realized. I was okay with it just being a thought as long as I was still fucking her husband, but there was a huge part of me that hoped that she would find out. Ideally, she would be open to being a cuckquean so that I could physically dominate her in the bedroom. However, if she found out, I would still consider myself successful in humiliating her, and there was a good chance that I could try and steal her husband away from her. After all I wanted to make the bitch feel like dirt.

		

		Back for seconds

		Getting through the week was tough, but Sunday eventually came and I was excited to see Jeff again. Throughout the week I would hold the bag of sugar in my hands and think about his massive cock, and how it felt when he pressed it inside of my hole. I had resisted the urge to touch myself all week. I considered it a challenge of sorts, and it was one of the hardest things I had to do in a long while. Being a cuckcake had taken over most of my free thoughts, and it was starting to turn into an obsession. 

		My eyes were glued to the window as I waited for Nancy to leave. I wondered if Jeff was equally as excited as me, or if he even expected to come knocking on his door. It occurred to me that I should go over there with something, and act like I need help with it. Even though I wanted his wife to discover us secretly, I knew that Jeff was still concerned about the consequences. I couldn’t blame him for that. The best idea I had was to unscrew a screw from one of my kitchen stools, and take the parts over to his house. If anyone saw, or his wife came home early it would at least provide a reason for me being over his house. It might be seen as odd that I picked him of all people, but plausible deniability is all that you need, and the plan being foolproof was really only important from Jeff’s perspective. I knew that I could dump this house at anytime and move to a different location while they deal with the fallout of a failed marriage. 

		The excitement swept over me when I saw Nancy get into her car. It was time. Watching her leave made start to feel aroused, knowing that she was clueless to what was happening, and she had no idea what her loving husband was doing with the friendly neighbor. It was a rush for me to be apart of something society sees as wrong, and the negative opinions people would have if they knew were among the reasons I found myself gushing at the mere thought of everything coming to light. If everyone in the neighborhood knew what was happening, Nancy would lose face. They would take her side, of course, but deep down they would see her as the weak woman that she is. 

		Five minutes after she pulled out and drove down the road was all that I was willing to wait. I grabbed the stool that I had taken the screw from, and placed the screw in my pocket. This would allow me to come back over with a stool that had obviously been fixed, and though I felt it unlikely that we would be caught I did it to keep Jeff from worrying too much about the possibilities of getting caught. 

		“Hello neighbor!” I said when Jeff answered the door, “could you help me fix my stool? I have no idea how it broke!” I was being obviously sarcastic and he smiled at me as he realized what I was doing.

		“Get your ass inside.” He said before turning his back and walking into his house.

		He was wearing a tight muscle shirt, and gym shorts that made him look like he was a typical meathead. It wasn’t my favorite look in general, but he was one of the guys that could pull it off. I attributed it to his sheer size. A guy like him could pretty much do whatever he wanted in my eyes.

		I was getting ready to open my mouth and start talking when I met Jeff in the kitchen, but he appeared to have a whole different idea of how things were going to go down.

		“Get on your knees slut!” He said firmly as he began pulling down his shorts.

		“Yes sir!” I said jokingly hoping that he would try to punish me for my attempt to make light of the situation.

		“Did I ask you to speak?” He walked towards me with his soft cock lined up with my face, “Kiss. My. Dick.”

		I loved being told to kiss a man’s dick. Something about how I know they view the act makes me wet. The physical act itself doesn’t do much for me, but when a man is soft and I can see how my kisses gives him strength, and desire I become filled with a similar level of lust. I took my job seriously, and kissed every part of his cock and balls, and I looked at him and put on my best face so that he could how much I wanted to be on my knees and worship him. Making Jeff feel like an alpha male was part of my duty if I wanted to unlock the level of rage that I wanted my pussy to receive from his oversized cock. I wanted to be stuffed.

		His cock was growing stiff and my kisses became open mouthed as I began incorporating my tongue into the mix. Jeff was standing with a wide base and he placed both of his hands on my head. I could tell that he was preparing himself to fuck my mouth as if it was my pussy, and I wrapped my lips over my teeth and stuck my tongue out. I looked him in the eyes and I could tell that he understood I was ready for him. 

		He started off slow and shallow, and began picking up the pace as his cock went deeper into my mouth. At first I was impressed with my ability to not gag, but then he showed me his true power and gagging became something I had to deal with. He had a light laugh as he stared me and watched as saliva began dipping from my mouth.

		“You fucking nasty ass whore!” He wasn’t holding back the insults, “you are good for nothing but sucking my dick!”

		His words sent arousal into my panties, and I knew that they would be soaked by the time I managed to get them off. I was hoping that he didn’t plan on blowing his load in my mouth because I craved his cock inside of my pussy, but I was willing to accept it in my mouth if that is what he wanted. I was here to serve him, unconditionally, but I still had my preferences. 

		“Stand up.” He said with a powerful tone in his voice.

		I removed his massive cock from my mouth and it swung like a baseball bat through the air when it was released. 

		Jeff kissed me on the forehead as if to reassure me that everything would be okay. He scooped me in his strong arms and carried me back to the living room where we had fucked the last time. This time, however, he placed me on the floor. Sex on the floor was always an odd thing that I enjoyed. I could never figure out why, and the only possible reason that I could come up with was that the hard floor offered little slack when you’re getting pounded by a powerful man. You find yourself getting pinned, and the feeling of being stuck feels more authentic. With the bed you always feel like there is so much room for you to try and escape even though that isn’t really the case. It’s strange, I know, but it is just how my mind perceives the difference. 

		The only read disadvantage to being fucked on the carpet is when you’re naked and your body is rubbing against the carpet. I was soon going to have to deal with this as Jeff was stripping me of all of my clothes. He pinched my nipples and taunted me before he began to speak. 

		“Let’s see how flexible you are!” He said as he grabbed my ankles with each hand and started to push them towards my head.

		One of the few talents that I have is the ability to get into hard positions. I’m not a contortionist by any stretch of the imagination, but I am more flexible than the average woman. I hooked my own ankles with my arms so that Jeff could have the ability to use his hands again, and he smiled as I laid there, exposed and bare, for him to see me in the most intimate capacity. 

		He ran his finger down my chest towards my belly, and down further to my wet pussy. He gently rubbed my clit in a circular motion before going down and teasing my asshole with his finger. I knew that it was coming, but I was still surprised when his finger entered my ass. He kept it there for a moment as he stared into my eyes and tried to read my mind. He knew that it was putting me over the edge, and when the pleasure began to be too great, he removed his finger and smiled as pressed it into my mouth.

		“Taste yourself,” he said with a smile and a light laugh.

		I sucked the flavor from his finger as he looked down on me. I maintained my contorted position despite my urge to let myself go and have him position me.

		Jeff rubbed his cock up and down my wet pussy, and I could see a glossy finish appear on the crown of his beautiful cock. His eyes were fixed on my lips as he began pushing his cock into my hole, I moaned as he entered me, and his face transformed with dominant joy as he filled me. My walls pressed firmly against his stiff cock, but his cock continued as if they didn’t exist. Gradually, my pussy became used to his size again, and I squinted my eyes as I released a loud moan. I felt his hand grab my chin and he gently, but firmly squeezed it. I opened my eyes to see what looked like a mad man fucking me with all of his might. My moans did nothing but encourage his strength, and I found myself screaming his name so that I could get the most rage from his cock.

		With my hands above my head, Jeff was thrashing into me and his cock was hitting spots that were previously unknown to me. It was like he knew that this position would open my eyes to what kind of sensations I could feel. He grunted aggressively as he tried to outdo himself with every stroke. The sound of our hips crashing together made a spanking noise that echoed in his home.

		“Fuck you!” He said as if he was fucking me with hate.

		I loved to hear him talk badly to me. Some women did not like it, and I could never relate to their problem with it. I want a man to feel in control, and part of that is allowing him to say whatever he wants as he pounds into you. 

		As I was getting fucked I could swear that I heard the sound of a car door. It wouldn’t be a crazy thing to hear considering their were plenty of people that lived on this street, but my gut told me that for whatever reason Nancy had come home early. I said nothing about my gut feeling, and instead continued to enjoy his hard dick. Together, Jeff and I were making enough noise that if one were to stand in front of his house they would wonder what was going on behind the closed door. Our sounds also made it so that we could hear nothing if the door were to be opened.

		I had to shake my head fast as if I had to snap out of an illusion. I saw a shadowy figure out of the corner of my eyes, and I wondered if my suspicions were correct about his wife coming home early. Jeff laughed at me as it probably looked silly, and it seemed it led him to believe that he was fucking me to the point where I was twitching uncontrollably. But then I saw something. Something that confirmed everything I was thinking. Nancy’s head peeked from behind the wall, and she looked horrified. She said nothing, and even though our eyes met she just stood there and watched as her husband fucked me. I cast a wicked smile her way, and then she disappeared. It looked like she was leaving, and I wondered what was going on in her mind.

		I heard the car door slam shut, and this time I could see it break Jeff’s concentration, but only for a moment. He quickly brushed it off and continued to thrust into me, and my moans were louder than ever. Seeing the bitch look at me while her husband fucked me had flicked a switch in my brain and I began to come repeatedly. Jeff grew more excited as he saw the pleasure that I was having and I could feel his cock tightening and getting ready to explode inside of me. As his warm come shot inside of me, I began to shake, and my eyes could not stay open. I made sounds that I had never heard before, and Jeff exclaimed as his load filled me up. 

		“Holy. Fuck. Jeff.” I said as he let my legs go to the floor, “that was incredible.”

		He had the look of pride on his face, and I couldn’t bring myself to tell him about Nancy walking in on us. I didn’t feel guilty about it either.

		I couldn’t stand up for a while. Jeff teased me about it after he asked me where the screw was for the stool. I told him where it was, and he grabbed it so that he could screw it back in. He got it all fixed up and set it by the door.

		“That was intense,” he said truthfully, “it’s like something came over you and turned you into a wild sex fiend.” He laughed as I looked up to him feeling slightly embarrassed about how I must have looked from my orgasm. 

		I managed to get up eventually and get my clothes back on. Jeff was strutting around the house as if he had just conquered a continent and was now the king of a million people. It is amazing what a bit of sex can do to a man’s head. I had a secret though, and it was hard to focus on his small talk. I wondered what was going to happen when his wife came back, or if she would even come back. If I had been her, I would’ve screamed at the top of my lungs as I threw things at my cheating husband and his mistress. I wondered where she ran off to.

		Jeff was brewing some coffee in the kitchen, and he asked if I would like a cup. He informed me that we probably had another hour before his wife returned, and I laughed.

		“What’s so funny?” He asked in response to my laughter. 

		“Nothing,” I lied, “I was just thinking about our sex.” I laughed and he joined me not knowing the truth behind my laughter.

		

		Digging a hole without a way out

		Jeff and I sat the granite countertop and sipped our hot coffees. It felt like I was the one married to him, and we were lounging around on a Sunday afternoon just talking to one another and enjoying ourselves. 

		“I wonder how long we can keep doing this,” he said as he set his mug down, “do you worry that we’ll get caught?”

		“I have no idea Jeff,” I said before taking a sip of coffee to buy myself a few more seconds to think of what I was going to say, “we could go on forever and never get caught, or she’ll walk in on us next week. It depends what fate as in store for the two of us.”

		“Yea, you’re right,” he said, “I wonder how she would react if she knew I was fucking you. You know, her and I haven’t been having too much sex to begin with. Sometimes it feels like we only do every once in a while, and it’s because she feels that she has to do it in the same way that you have to change oil in a car. You know what I mean?”

		“Yeah,” I actually felt bad for him, and I wondered why his wife wouldn’t want to be fucked by him every single day of her life. The only thing I could think of was that you only appreciate something when you don’t have it, and maybe she had reached the stage where she took her husband’s sexual abilities for granted. “You deserve to fuck when you want, and who you want if you ask me. I don’t see how it’s fair for any woman to keep you from your happiness.”

		“Yeah, but that’s sort of the trade off with marriage,” he said, “we’re not in caves anymore. I can’t just go around fucking anyone.”

		“Maybe,” I chose not to argue against him too much, “you still want me to come back next week right?” I asked knowing that whatever went down with his wife later on could possibly make his answer irrelevant.

		“Yeah,” he laughed a little and he seemed to feel less guilty, “you’re my little secret slut.”

		“Yes I am.” I said with a smile as I finished the rest of my coffee. “I think I should go now. Who knows if Nancy gets back early or not?”

		“I have to go a whole week without that pussy.” He pretended to be sad, “what am I going to do?”

		“You’ll be alright,” I leaned over and kissed him on the lips, “I’ll see you around.” I leaned down towards his cock and changed my voice, “and I’ll see you too little Jeff!”

		I grabbed the stool and walked out of the front door. None of the neighbors were around to see me carrying the stool, but it didn’t matter anyways. Nancy had seen her husband fucking me, and there was really nothing that could be done until I could monitor how it would play out. I knew that I would be watching from the window for the rest of the day, and listening carefully for sounds of arguing going on in their home. Something about how she looked at me made me wonder if she was at all like the woman in the story I read on the internet. That would be ideal.

		I placed the stool by the window and placed the bag of sugar next to me. I chuckled at the twisted symbolism as I waited for Nancy to come back to her husband. If I had it, I would have popped some popcorn as I waited for the show. She returned an hour later, and walked into the house. I saw Jeff come out and help her with the groceries. She seemed to be in a good mood, and she even kissed him as they played around in front of her car. 

		“I wonder what is going on in her head.” I said out loud to myself, “there has to be a part of her that wants to slap him and then come over here to start something. Why is she holding back? Could it be?”

		Once they cleared the car of all of the groceries they disappeared inside the home. There was nothing more for me to see, and so I made myself do something else until I was ready to sleep. Occasionally, I would find myself at the window again staring into the darkness as my mind considered what was going on in their home. I couldn’t hear any shouting, and Jeff’s car was still parked outside, so it was obvious he hadn’t been told to pack his things and leave. Something was up, and I suspected that Nancy was like the woman I read about on the internet forum. 

		I even entertained the idea that she was actually the woman that wrote the post. It was a flimsy conspiracy story at best, because I knew that the story ended with her telling her husband about her fantasy. If it was her that wrote the post, Jeff would not have felt bad about cheating. However, I also knew there was a near impossible, and miniscule chance that she was the author of the post, and was only writing a fantasy. 

		“You’re overthinking this.” I said to myself as I shook my head.

		I got a shower and changed into my pajamas. I had to go to sleep so that my mind could take a break from its craziness. 

		After a few days of trying to catch a glimpse of a marital problem going on between the two of them, I realized that I needed to have a conversation with Jeff. The only way for me to do this without causing some sort of issue with Nancy was for me to wait in my car a good distance from their house, and wait for Jeff to pass me as he was going on his jog. I had seen his route before, admittedly I had spent some time following him around like an obsessed, crazy woman. When I saw him jogging by I called out to him.

		“Jeff!” I yelled while waving my arms, “come here!”

		Thankfully he saw me. I was worried that he might have had the volume turned up too loudly on his phone.

		“What’s up?” He said as he was panting, “is everything okay?”

		“Yeah, I’m fine.” I hit the button to unlock the car door, “get inside. I need to talk to you.”

		He opened the door and sat inside. I started the car up and drove, so that nobody would see him sitting with me on the side of the road. I had to figure out what was going on in his home, and see if it was still an option for me to go over there on Sunday.

		“We still on for Sunday?” I said hoping that I could get him talking about his relationship again.

		“Yeah. She’s clueless!” He laughed, “why are you so worried?”

		I found it interesting that his wife kept quiet about the whole thing. Maybe she was a cuckquean after all, or maybe she just accepted her fate because she knew that she was not in a position to trade up for a better man.

		“I’m not,” I said as I tried to get him to give me more information about what was going on between them, “she still holding out on you?”

		“Holding out?” He asked, “you mean is she having sex with me?”

		“Yeah, you had said that she wasn’t doing too much for you, and I was wondering if that’s still a thing.”

		“Actually,” he smiled and started to tell me all about it, “she was crazy on Sunday after she got home. Something just set her off, and she was acting like she had been teased nonstop for years. It was oddly enough, the best sex I ever had with her in my life, and I was already, you know, good after you and I fooled around.”

		I was feeling jealous for some reason. The thought of her knowingly competing with me for her husband’s attention was bothering me. She chose not to confront him, but instead she attempted to outdo me. Was she getting turned on by his infidelity, or was she trying to beat me at my own game? The information he gave me only fueled my desire to humiliate her. I wanted her to become a cuckquean, and I wanted to see the look on her face as she licked my pussy after her husband filled me with his hot come. 

		“That’s good,” I said as if it didn’t bother me that he was fucking his wife, “and you still want me too?”

		He leaned over the seat and planted a kiss on me. He smiled at me and brushed my hair. He made me feel good, and it felt like we were in some sort of relationship that went beyond just having sex on Sundays, but the reality was that we were just fuck buddies.

		“I care about you too,” he said to me, “I wish I could have both of you,” he paused, “at the same time.”

		My panties started to get wet from his words. Of course he wanted to have a threesome, but the challenge would be getting his wife on board. There was hope, however, because she hadn’t called him out for cheating. The possibility of her sexual prowess that night being because she had witnessed something that she longed for was still on the table. I told myself that it didn’t have to happen right away, and to give it time. Things have a way of working out.

		We kissed again before he asked me to take him back to where I picked him up. He knew that his wife had a general idea how long it would take him to get back, and he said he wasn’t trying to push his luck, and ruin a good thing. I agreed, and I did as he asked and kept my thoughts to myself. I knew that Sunday would be interesting, because his wife knew and I was certain that she would be interested in seeing if she would catch us in the act again. It was possible that she assumed I would break it off after we looked at one another, but either way she would have to sneak home early for confirmation of the results. I was excited to see how it all would play out.

		I was back in my house and I waited by the window to see Jeff go inside. All that I could think about was how his wife knew about our affair, and along with me, and the only one blind to Nancy’s knowledge of it was Jeff. It was a unique situation to be in, and no matter how many ways I analyzed the situation I could not come up with an exact reason for her silence. I had my theories, but each one had its flaws. The idea of turning her into a cuckquean that kneels before me and worships my body as an inferior woman took a backseat to the plain curiosity I was feeling about the motives behind her silence.

		“Hopefully some light will be shed on Sunday,” I said to myself as I looked out the window to see Jeff come into view, “This is driving me nuts! What the fuck!” 

		Getting my mind off of the situation proved to be near impossible, though I acknowledged the fact that time would continue to tick and eventually it would be Sunday. There was a feeling inside of me that told me to run, to start jogging in an attempt to work off the stress that was building up inside of me. It had been so long since I did cardio, but that did not stop me. I left my house that night, and walked for a long time, and when I was ready I sprinted for as long and as hard as I could. The endorphins from the sprint shot into my mind and helped me control the level of stress that had accumulated. It was still a problem for me, but I found myself in a better position to manage it. 

		I breathed heavily at the end of a street and took a seat on a nearby bench. I looked at the dark sky and for a moment my mind was empty, and the stars were not even being processed as such. I had reached a state of zen that I had only experienced a few times in my life, but reality crept back, and images of Jeff and Nancy reappeared. I did my best to run it off, but this time on the way home. At least, I figured, I would be exhausted, and it would be easier for me to fall asleep. I had to do anything to cope with the wait. 

		After I cleaned myself of all of the sweat that I accumulated, I laid my head down on my pillow and closed my eyes. I found myself in a half sleeping state as I dreamed about dominating Nancy. I had her on a leash, and I walked her around her own home while Jeff stood by and laughed at her. I was still submissive to Jeff, but he had given me permission to rule over his willing wife. She was begging me for the chance to worship my body, and I teased her endlessly before finally letting her taste my ass. 

		In my dream, I was standing up and holding the leash through my legs as I pulled her between my ass. She looked like a groveling fool as she licked and sniffed my butt. I taunted her with my words, and I looked over at her husband as he gained arousal. He had been watching us, and it felt like humiliating his wife was really my job for the sake of entertaining him. He began to grow stiff as his wife’s face was desecrated by my ass, and my words were cruel and evil. 

		That dream was my mind telling me my true desires. I did not know it, but deep down I wanted to have experiences with women, but not in the sweet romantic sense. Instead, I was destined to rule over them and humiliate them physically and verbally. They could only be with me if they were willing to subjugate themselves to things that most women would never do. Never in my life had I had anyone go near my ass with their tongue but feeling Jeff’s finger poke me must have brought something out of me. 

		He showed me the light, and I was craving a firm tongue, but having a man lick my ass would not be acceptable. I need to respect my man as an alpha male, and I could never have respect for a man that was willing to lick my ass, however, a pathetic woman would work. I could sense a sexual revolution coming soon for me, and I was thrilled that new experiences were now on my list of desires. The boring life I once had was now filled with excitement, even if I was only sleeping with a married man at the moment.

		

		Come home Nancy. I fucking dare you!

		When Sunday came, I could finally breathe. Everything that had been on my mind was now possibly going to happen. I found myself feeling more inclined to be aggressive towards Nancy if she decided to watch her husband and I again. I was thinking about calling her out if she tried to pull the same thing as she did the last time. I wanted to see her look pathetic, submissive, and weak in front of her husband. I wanted to see Jeff’s face as he lost respect for his wife, and I wanted her to know her place under me. She was nothing compared to me, and I was ready to prove it!

		This time I wasn’t going to bother with bringing over something to make it look like I had a reason to be over there. I knew that his wife already about us, and if he mentioned anything about it I would just tell him he can give me another bag of sugar. It was amazing how little I was caring about people’s feelings. It was as if I evolved into something beyond humanity, and even though I was going to submit to a man, I felt almighty, and powerful. I realized that I was getting my feeling of power through the dominance of another woman. My life had been changed, and the way I perceived others around me was all due to my journey towards becoming a cruel cuckcake.

		Jeff looked please when I knocked on the door. I was wearing a short black skirt, high heels, and a surprise for him when he lifted the skirt. He seemed like the type of man that would enjoy flipping a skirt up and inserting his cock inside of me while the skirt was still on. It was a little trick I picked up in the past with previous men, and I only resorted to dressing like the slut that he saw me as because I didn’t have a care in the world for the consequences. 

		“You look extra slutty today.” He said with a huge grin on his face. I could feel his eyes trying to see through the fabric of my skirt, “what do you need help with today?”

		“Oh, you know,” I put my index finger on my chin as if I was thinking hard about something, “I have this feeling in my pussy that won’t go away. I think something needs to go inside of there and see what the problem is.” It was the best thing I could come up with, and it didn’t seem to matter to him how corny it sounded. 

		He grabbed me by the hand and pulled me into the living room. He told me to wait, and to not move while he walked into the kitchen. I began to shake when I saw why it was he had left me to go to the kitchen. In his hand was a wooden spoon, and he was smacking it against the palm of his hand.

		“You know that skirt is a little short,” he said pausing and standing over me with the spoon in his hand, “you’re going to have to be punished. You know this right?”

		“But what did I do!” I protested jokingly, “I didn’t do anything wrong!” I put on a pouty face as he moved towards me.

		Jeff pushed me over the arm of the couch, and lifted up my skirt. It didn’t take him very long to discover the surprise.

		“No panties!” He said as if I had committed a felony, “that means you get twice the punishment!”

		I knew that he was going to strike me with the spoon, and I was more than ready. I closed my eyes tight and suddenly I felt the stinging pain on my soft butt. His laughter made me grow wet, and he smacked me again, and again. He got more liberal with the strength he used, and it he stopped right before I would have needed for him to stop. He had an understanding of how much punishment I could take from him. 

		“Are you sorry for disrespecting me with your slutty outfit?” He asked as he raised the spoon ready to strike if I answered incorrectly.

		“I’m sorry master!” I called out hoping that he wouldn’t hit me too hard if at all.

		I felt the spoon gently rubbing against my ass. It tickled slightly, and with quick motions he tapped the spots that had previously been hit with the spoon. It stung so good, and I gasped as he tossed the spoon aside and cupped my ass with his strong hands. He squeezed hard, and spread my cheeks, the cold air went between my cheeks and teased my asshole.

		I sensed that he was preparing to fuck me, but I wanted to be in a different position in case his wife was to enter the room again. I wanted to be the only one that could see her this time, and I wanted to see how she would react to see me there again even though she might have thought I was too scared to return.

		As he let go of me so that he could take his clothes off I managed to spin around and face him. He looked like he wanted to punish me for moving, but he was unable to due to him not being undressed yet. I waited for him to take off his last article of clothing, before I lunged forward towards him and pushed him with all of my strength.

		“Lay down,” I said still in character, “let me fuck you. You just lay back and relax!”

		Jeff laid down his his head facing the direction Nancy had looked at us from, and I straddled him with my skirt still on. I lifted it over my hips and sat down on his dick. We both moaned at the same time.

		I had my feet flat on the floor, and with all of my leg strength I went up and down as I impaled myself on his cock. I had grown used to his size from the other two times, and it felt more routine. Additionally, I was in control of my orgasm now which was actually nice considering I knew exactly how to maneuver to get what I wanted. He put his hands on my chest and played with my breasts. 

		Sitting all of the way down on his cock, I pulled my top off so that he could touch my flesh, and his warm hands felt good as they caressed my bouncing tits. He squeezed my erect nipples with his thumb and index finger, and I moaned from the slight pain that he was causing me. I loved the pain, and I loved seeing him happy from my wet pussy bouncing up and down on his cock. I did my best to focus on the task at hand while also paying attention to any sounds from the outside. If Nancy were to come in I wanted us to be loud enough so that she could come in without Jeff hearing her. It had to be a surprise. 

		My hands were firmly dug into his muscular chest, and I was squeezing him as hard as he was squeezing me. It was like our energy levels were recycling with on another, and it was oddly romantic even though we were both trying to inflict pain on one another. I knew that he could squeeze much harder, but he knew that he would not be able to show me his full strength. He was such a kind master, and I appreciated him for that trait. 

		Suddenly, I heard the same sound that I heard the last time. It had to be her, so I began moaning and talking while I came down on his stiff cock. I caused him to grunt in response to my pleasure, and together we filled the room with sounds of rough sex. I saw a similar shadow, and I knew I was going to be face to face with her soon enough. I felt nervous, excited, anxious, and other things that I had never experienced before. It was one thing for her to suddenly appear, but another when I knew that she was suspecting something this time around. 

		Our eyes met. This time she did not hide behind the wall, and she came into the room silently. We looked at one another, but I averted my gaze as to not tip of Jeff that I was looking at his wife. She sat down in a chair, and she crossed her legs. She said nothing, and she smiled as I watched her hand slowly move up her body. Nancy began squeezing her own breasts, and I knew that she was getting hot from watching us. My moaning intensified, and Jeff was grunting.

		“Jeff.” I said.

		“What?” He briefly was snapped out of his daze.

		“Tell me something,” I flashed an evil grin at Nancy, “who fucks better? Me or Nancy?”

		“You do!” He said trying to get back in his daze, but I wouldn’t allow it.

		“Who is more beautiful? Me or Nancy?” I asked again.

		“You are!” He called out and I moaned loudly in response.

		I looked at his wife who had just heard her husband say such self-esteem crushing things, but it did not seem to affect her in a bad way. I watched as she slipped her hand under her pants. She was getting off on it!

		Seeing her get horny from his words made me ready to orgasm. My walls constricted around Jeff’s massive cock, and it was just enough to trigger his climax. His cock shot come into me and gravity seemingly had no effect on its power. I could feel it splatter inside of me, and it caused me to orgasm hard. I put my hands on my head and pulled my own hair as I looked at his wife who was rubbing herself like a pathetic deviant in the corner. I sat on Jeff’s cock for a moment before I decided to break the news to him.

		I stood up, and watched his semen gush out of my hole and onto his body. We both laughed at the result, but he didn’t know about my dirty little plan. I was going to rock his world with what I had decided to do.

		“Clean it up whore!” I shouted at Nancy which caused her to jump.

		“Wait. What?” Jeff turned his head to see his wife stand up, “Nancy, uhh, what?” He was confused, but he remained on his back, “what’s going on?”

		“Don’t worry love.” Nancy said peacefully as she got down on her knees. “I’ll do whatever I’m told.”

		I stood over the two of them as Nancy lowered her lips to the mess that was all over his body. She was tasting his come mixed with mine, and I smirked as I towered over her.

		“You’re a fucking disgrace!” I said as I placed my foot on the top of her head and pushed her down towards the pool of come, “clean it up my little cuckquean!”

		I could tell that she knew what that word meant from the sound that came out of her. I had said the magic word that she was desperate to hear for so long, and she could finally take on her natural role in life serving a more beautiful woman and humiliating herself for the pleasure of others. I continued to ridicule her as she licked the semen from her husband.

		“Don’t worry Jeff,” I said when I noticed the confusion in his eyes, “your wife is just doing what she’s always wanted to do!”

		As she slurped up every drop of our sex I noticed that he became more comfortable with the idea. For starters, he knew that he was likely not going to be in trouble for sleeping with another woman. I could see the mix of emotions swirling around his head as he went from one to the other. Feelings of confusion, lust, power, wonder, fascination, and more were likely the cause for the expression he had on his face. I enjoyed the power I had from placing my foot on her head as she tasted me by proxy, and it felt good to hurl insults at her. She enjoyed every last bit of it. 

		“You love it don’t you bitch!” I said as I mashed my teeth together and shoved her head with my foot, “isn’t that right?”

		“Yes, I love it,” Nancy whimpered, “I love it so much.”

		“That’s right Jeff. You see,” I removed me foot from her head and stood so that I could better see his face, “your wife is what you call a cuckquean. She saw us last Sunday. Isn’t that right cuck?”

		“Yes.” She answered as she pulled her face from his crotch, so that he could sit up.

		“And you went on to give your husband the best sex you guys ever had as a result. You see Jeff, your wife is defective. She gets off on this type of stuff.” I stood tall and proud.

		“Is it true?” He asked. 

		“Yes honey.” She answered looking shy, and weak, “I don’t know why, but everything she said is true.”

		Jeff went silent. I could tell that he was trying to process all of the new information that was sprung on him. It wasn’t a bad thing for him. It wasn’t like she was the one trying to turn him into a cuckold. 

		“So you’re not angry?” He asked to gain clarification.

		“No.” I could tell that was hard for her to say, “I’m not angry, but,” she paused, and I cut in.

		“She wants to be involved. You see your little trash wife likes to be treated like a bitch. She wants to do all sorts of nasty things to you, and to me. Isn’t that right cuck?” I was feeling more powerful than I had ever felt before.

		“She’s right.” She sat back and looked at her feet.

		“Your little cuck of a wife will do anything we say. You saw her clean up that mess we made, but she really wants it straight from the source.” I said pointing at my pussy, “she wants to be my little lesbian bitch.”

		I could see her quivering from my speech. I was saying her fantasies out loud. In a way I envied her. A life of never getting what you craved was ending, and a new one in which she could embrace her inner sub was being created. She didn’t have to hide her true nature anymore, and she didn’t have to be the one that asked for it. It was being handed to her on a silver platter, and I could see her happiness through the embarrassed look on her face. 

		Jeff eventually joined me with a smile. If any of his friends knew about the freedom he was about to have they would be jealous of him forever. I slipped away and went into the bathroom so that I could get myself cleaned up a little. I wondered what they would say to one another without me being in the room. I imagined an awkward silence, and when I came back from the bathroom that was exactly what I saw.

		

		An honest conversation

		“So, what do you guys think?” I asked, “shall we carve out some general ground rules and make sure that everything we do is okay with one another?”

		“That’s probably a good idea,” Jeff said, “don’t you think honey?” 

		“Yeah,” his wife was sounding a bit more confident since I was giving her the platform to discuss any issues she had with the arrangement. “The most important thing for me is that we use a safe word.”

		“That’s a good idea,” I said, “yeah, a word that any of us could use to stop the session. This way everybody feels some degree of power,” I put my hand on the top of Nancy’s head and messed with her hair, “even you my little cuckquean.” I smiled at her, and she returned the favor.

		“What word?” Jeff asked as if he was just trying to get this technicality out of the way fast. He didn’t seem like the type of guy that would need to use a safe word. 

		I took a seat and waited for the cuckquean to respond. I had no intentions to use the safe word really, unless I felt for some reason things were getting out of hand. I do have a heart, and some compassion, but for the most part I wanted to see Nancy on her knees humiliated and disgraced.

		“How about,” Nancy paused, “shampoo!” She laughed a little at how strange the word sounded, “I think that’s a good one. Nobody in their right mind would ever think to use that word during sex.”

		“Does everyone agree to that?” Jeff asked.”

		“Yes,” Nancy and I answered in unison.

		I took note of Jeff’s desire to lead the discussion even though he had been wisely passive throughout most of it. He was a crafty individual.

		“How long have you wanted this sort of thing Nance?” Jeff asked hoping to gather more information about his wife’s secret fantasy.

		Nancy looked uncomfortable with the question. I could understand her trepidation considering she was essentially admitting to being among the most pathetic, and deranged women in the world. The thought of wanting to be a female cuckold had to be something most women, if they ever thought of it, were too scared to admit because of the social ramifications. I, however, being the cuckcake could deal with the backlash. I would just be seen as a homewrecker or a slut, but nobody could say that I was enjoying doing disgusting things to other women in the effort to fuel my warped depravity. Oddly enough, I had some respect for Nancy to be able to finally admit her twisted inclinations to her husband. She was talking openly about it to a woman that could easily spread the news to the entire neighborhood, and though it was tempting, I was not that cruel. At least not yet.

		She answered him, and revealed that it had been a long time fantasy of hers. I understood why she had kept it under wraps for so long, but I thought it was hilarious to see Jeff’s face as he basically began to meet his wife for the first time. It was like he found a whole new person inside what he thought was his dear wife that he had known for so many years. It was very interesting to watch, and I just sat there and took it all in as I thought about the nasty things I wanted to do to Nancy, and the ways in which I could test her desire to actually be humiliated. 

		I sort of blanked as they talked, and my thoughts were filled with the image of Nancy on her knees before me as she groveled at my feet for the opportunity to worship my body. I had never felt so empowered, and I had yet to actually accomplish the physical domination of the woman. She was confessing her desires, and I had watched her clean the come from her husband’s body, but her face had yet to go between my legs or in my ass. Sitting there and listening to her ramble about her pathetic nature was giving me feelings of lust. I could feel my heart pumping, and I knew that I was ready to feel my first bit of power over her.

		“Come here Nancy,” I motioned her to come over to me with my fingers, “lick my pussy. Now!” I was scowling at her and I could see her shyness mixed with desire, “come. Now.”

		“Yes m-ma’am,” she whimpered as she began moving towards me.

		“Crawl to me bitch!” I was laughing like an evil person much to Jeff’s surprise who sat there and waited to see how it wall unfold.

		Seeing a woman crawl to me was eye opening. I spread my legs and my pussy invited her lips to worship at the altar of me. Her shy face was hiding a desperate and deviant desire to kiss and lick my pussy lips to her heart’s content, and I was giving her the opportunity. My pussy had been cleaned out already, but there was surely still the scent of her husband’s cock inside of me. It was likely that there was still traces of his seed in me, and her tongue would provide the finishing touches to both the cleaning of my pussy and the sensations of the days love making. She was the only one that did not have an orgasm as she was stopped short of it when I had given her the orders to clean the come from Jeff’s body. I didn’t see myself as a generous person today, and if she had an orgasm it would only be after I left and up to Jeff if he still felt the need to fuck.

		Her lips made me gasp, and I was impressed with the soft, yet firm, feeling she gave me. 

		“Look Jeff,” I joked, “your wife’s a lesbian now. What did you do to make her hate dick so much?”

		All he did was laugh at my remark. His eyes were fixed on his wife as she worshiped me with her mouth, and I moaned in pleasure. It felt like she had done this before, but I figured that she knew how to please a woman because she was one as well. She kissed every part of me and wrapped her lips around my clit. She sucked it and flicked her tongue on it rapidly which caused me to moan loudly. Jeff was having trouble sitting still after I began to moan.

		With both of my hands, I held her face firmly between my legs as I started to work myself up and down on her face. I was using her as if her face was a mere sex toy that had been purchased for a one-time use. Her eyes had rolled into the back of her head as I rubbed my scent all over her innocent face. She moaned nearly as loud as me, and I knew that her pussy was dripping with lust. A lust that I had no intention of catering to, and instead a lust that I felt was worthy of mocking.

		“You are a disgraceful woman. Your husband doesn’t even want to stay faithful, and your dumbass loves to see him cheat.” I was moaning and laughing, “you. Are. A. Joke!” 

		I began to orgasm hard as I shoved her face into my pussy. Her moans sent vibrations into me and my legs began to shake uncontrollably. I verbally insulted her until I was finished, and then I pushed her away from me and put my feet on her face. I felt like a dominatrix.

		

		A scheduled session and the preparation

		I had humiliated Nancy and I was full of pride and feelings of power, but I still knew that there was more to come. It felt good knowing that there was a woman that lived in a house so close to me that was craving my pussy. Her husband was craving my pussy too, and all of the neighbors were clueless to the acts that had been performed and the acts that had been planned ahead. It had been agreed that I would come over again the following Sunday, and that Nancy would get the shopping done on Saturday. The three of us would all be free so that we could all explore our dark fantasies that had been growing exponentially after the truth had been discussed. 

		I had to find a way to keep my mind occupied as I waited for my moment to embrace my supremacy over the shabby Nancy, and I took it upon myself to visit an adult store. I wanted to find something that would aid me in my quest to dominate, and something that would help Jeff become even harder than he typically got. It was my first time in an adult store, and I was amazed at the products that were available for sale. I wondered if I had been missing out on increased pleasure when I saw everything.

		I took note of the various dildos and vibrators for another time if I was feeling lonely or unsatisfied, but for now I had a man that was hung more than some of the more ridiculous products for sale. Past the dildos and vibrators was the section with all of the bondage gear. This section impressed me even more because it displayed mankind’s sexual creativity.

		“Oh sweetheart,” I said to myself when I noticed a BDSM model on a package looking pathetic, “everyone you know can see you looking like this.”

		After I made my comment about the poor BDSM model my eyes found something interesting. Right away I knew that it was the right thing to buy, and it was not only going to restrict Nancy’s ability to move the way she pleases, but it would humiliate her and shame her to the point of her likely never wanting to look me in the eyes ever again. It was a set that had many things, but the thing that caught my eye also made me laugh. You could bound the submissive’s arms to their shoulder, so that their elbow would be the only way for them to crawl. The same could be done to their legs. I could have Nancy on all fours crawling around her home with only the use of her elbows and knees to move. It came with a leash and collar for the extra bit of humiliation needed to walk her around as if she was a worthless being. I found myself getting aroused at the thought of it all, and I knew that it was going to be put to good use soon. 

		It was expensive, but it seemed worth every dollar considering all of the items that came with it. Even the butt plug looked like it could be put to good use. I imagined her crawling around on her knees and elbows with a plug up her ass as she begged to be fucked, but all that was offered to her was for her to helpless watch Jeff and I fuck while we whispered sweet things to one another. I wondered if she would cry.

		Once I was home, all that I could do was unpack the items from the packaging. I read the instructions and experimented with the various straps and buckles so that I would not appear clueless when I brought them out. Showing weakness was not an option, and the only one that would appear weak would be Nancy as she was made fun of by her husband and I as she crawled around her home. 

		Something else was on my mind. The thought of Nancy thinking about the possibility of Jeff actually leaving her for me was a real thing that likely bothered her. I was sure that it was part of what got her hot about the whole arrangement, but it was likely a genuine fear as well. That would be the ultimate humiliation if it could be pulled off. Having her make a fool of herself in front of the two of us only to be left alone and divorced as the icing on top. It goes like the old saying, “be careful what you wish for,” because the risk of something like that happening is very real. Even if it is not with me, someday Jeff may decide that his wife is too weak and pathetic to take care of him. He may take it upon himself to do as he pleases beyond what she thinks is fair. After all, when your fantasy involves an unfaithful partner anything can happen, and you are not in the power position by definition of the arrangement.

		Saturday night was rough for me. My mind would not rest, and I found myself pacing back and forth in my kitchen with the bag of sugar in my hands. 

		“You’re going to regret this Nancy!” I yelled to myself, “You fucking bitch!”

		The anger I felt towards her, and the desire to see her suffer humiliation was becoming the dominant thing in my mind. The thought of air, or the need of water was secondary to my cravings for power and dominion over a married woman. Seeing the look on her face as she subjugated herself to such disgusting acts had grown addictive, and I couldn’t wait to up the ante. I wondered if Jeff felt the same way, or if he was simply enjoying all of the additional sex he was getting out of the deal. 

		Regardless of Jeff’s motives, I knew that I was in a higher position than his wife in his eyes. He may still have the rights to dominate me, but I have an object to take out my frustrations on as well, while Nancy would be left with noone, and nothing but her own sadness as she remained in bondage, with her eyes looking up at a superior woman stealing her husband’s love and appreciation right in front of her.

		I woke up in the morning to the sun beaming into my bedroom, and I knew that it was time!

		

		The cuckquean’s demise

		Bondage gear in hand, I left the house wearing six-inch-high heels, and a tight, black dress. I was ready to claim what was mine. Without knocking, I walked right through their front door to find the two of them sitting in the living room watching television. 

		“Jess,” Nancy got up in a frenzy, “uhh, h-how are you?” She stuttered like a baffling fool, and I smiled at her as she continued to trip over her own words, “y-your ready to do it n-now?”

		I confidently walked straight into the living room, my heels clicking loudly, and I sat my pretty little ass right onto Jeff’s lap. I wrapped my arm around his neck, and pulled him in for a kiss while looking sideways at Nancy’s jealous face.

		“Oh Jeff,” I said purposefully ignoring Nancy, “you should check out what I bought. I think the cuck is going to regret everything it said.”

		“Cuck? It?” Jeff began to laugh at how serious I was to take away her feelings of being apart of the situation, “let’s see what you got.”

		“Cuck. Clothes off now.” I said quickly turning my eyes away from her expecting her to simply obey my commands, “I think we’re going to have a lot of fun today!” I began unpacking the bag I brought, “look at this right here.”

		I showed him how we would bind her arms and legs so that she would have to crawl around in a way that would make us laugh. His eyes lit up, and I could sense Nancy’s excitement behind me. I turned around to see her completely naked.

		“Oh my god Nancy,” I said, “have you ever heard of a gym? You look gross!”

		Her skin was pale, and her rolls were disgusting to me. I looked at Jeff with astonishment, and I wondered how it was even possible for him to have an erection. I made her blush when I insulted her for having pepperoni nipples, and Jeff busted out laughing. She was feeling the shame, but with the shame came the arousal.

		I ignored her repulsiveness to the best of my abilities and began working on putting her in bondage. Jeff helped me, and I could feel his wife’s body shaking from the nervous excitement that she must have been going through.

		“Are you alright with this honey?” Jeff asked with a calm voice.

		“Yes.” She answered, “I’ve accepted my fate.”

		It was good to make sure that she was agreeing to the bondage. There would be no confusion as to whether or not she was okay with the position that she would be walking around the house in.

		She was on all fours and could see the distress in her eyes once she realized how she was going to have to get around. I put the collar around her neck, and connected the leash. Jeff was holding the butt plug and was looking at it as if he had never seen one before.

		“What is this?” He asked as he played with it in his hand, “what does it do?”

		“It goes up the cuck’s butt.” I said plainly, “go on try it out.”

		Nancy squirmed as Jeff moved behind her. He spit on the plug, and slowly he pressed it inside of her. She moaned when it was put into place.

		“Time for a walk!” I said as I began walking with the leash in my hands.

		She had difficulty at first, and I couldn’t blame her. She was not able to easily move, but she managed to get the hang of it after falling a few times on her face. I could see that she was using all of her energy to move around, and the butt plug was serving as a constant tease for her, a tease that would ultimately end up going nowhere as her desire to orgasm was going to be denied.

		I walked the cuckquean around the house, only pausing to have her kiss the bottoms of my heels. She was embarrassed, but she did not use the safe word, and I could see her going crazy from the sensation of the plug in her ass. Jeff allowed me to humiliate her alone for some time, but then I could see him wanting to join in on the fun. From the kit, he grabbed a paddle and came up behind his wife, and with great strength, began paddling her into submission.  

		“How do you like that bitch?” He sound maniacal in his speech as he spanked his wife with the paddle, “you like that, huh?” 

		“I love it!” She cried out as I continued to lead her on the leash.

		He smacked her ass again, and she fell over onto her side as a result. I tugged the leash, feeling no remorse, until she managed to get back up on all fours and continue walking with me. Jeff continued to spank her and laugh. At one point, I hid my face from hers because my laughter was too great. It went beyond a sexual laugh, and into the territory of pure laughter. I was laughing at how dumb she looked.

		We had circled our way around the house, and we were back in the familiar living room. It was in this room where I had taken her husband’s cock before, and where I intended to do it again, but I had another thing in my mind to accomplish first. I handed the leash to Jeff, and walked ahead of Nancy. I got on all fours, my dress flipped over my hips, and my naked ass directly in front of her face. I was going to have a woman lick my ass for the first time, and Jeff helped me realize this goal by tugging the leash so that she had to bring her face closer to my butt. 

		“Come on down cuckquean!” I was shaking my ass to taunt her, “come have a taste of your yummies!” 

		She slipped her tongue into my hole, and then I realized that in that moment we had more in common that we did before. Both of us had something shoved up our asses, but one of us was clearly the winner. I was surprised with how eager she was to taste me, and I looked over my shoulder to see a disgraced woman with her tongue deep in my ass. She was having the time of her life, and I was proud that I was the woman that was able to give her her secret pleasure. She could be herself with me, and it was in that moment with her tongue inside of my ass that I realized her, and I had developed a small bond. We both shared respect for the same man, and we each had feelings for one another, just in different ways. I was oddly enough more accepting of her, and I felt a strange level of respect for her. It was a strange revelation, but one I welcomed without issue.

		Jeff was behind her with the paddle, and he continued to punish her. Her moans and groans were muffled in my ass, and it was a sensation unlike anything I had experienced before. I reached around with my hand and held her face between my cheeks firmly as she worshiped my ass with her tongue. We made eye contact with one another, and I gave her a taunting look as I kissed the air.

		“How’s it taste?” I asked rhetorically having no intentions of releasing her face from my ass.

		She responded with a muffled yes, and I moaned from the feeling. I could see a smile in her eyes as we looked at one another. 

		I looked up and I could see Jeff growing restless. He began undressing, and I knew that soon it was going to be all about him. I could only imagine the lust he was feeling having witnessed what he had been seeing and participating in, and I was craving his throbbing cock. Once he was undressed, he came over to me and pulled me by the hair. He was not being gentle, nor did I want him to be, but it was still surprising. He flipped me over onto my back and yanked my dress up as he pressed his hard cock between my legs. I looked over to see his wife staring at us, and she looked like a hot mess, sweaty from her face being shoved in my ass, and out of breath from being led around the home on the leash.

		“Watch this.” I said with a smile right before Jeff tried to silence me with his massive cock, “ooh, fuck!” I said once his crown pierced through the entrance of my hole.

		“You see this honey?” He asked his pathetic wife as he began rocking himself into me, “I’m fucking the sexy neighbor.”

		His insults were basic, but effective. I didn’t expect much more from him, nor did I feel he had to be more creative. The simple act of cheating on your wife before her very eyes was ruthless enough, and more than enough proof that he was the dominant alpha male of both of our lives.

		“I l-love y-you honey,” the pathetic cuckquean struggled to say as her husband pleasured me with his cock.

		“Shut up!” He ordered without taking his eyes from mine.

		I was his, and only his, and his wife was merely an accessory to our fun, a prop, a disgrace, a weak woman for me to rule over, and a tool to clean my pussy once it had become drenched in Jeff’s masculinity. 

		My hole was filled with his stiff cock, and his breathing was on my neck, causing shivers to go down my spine, and my back to arch. I moaned and called his name while looking at Nancy who crawled towards us. I thought it cute that she wanted to be closer to her masters, but I still saw it as a sign of disrespect.

		“Don’t you dare come any closer cuck!” I sneered at her with rage only to be made submissive quickly from the strength of Jeff’s member.

		Nancy remained still as her husband continued to rock in and out of me quickly. I could feel his cock tightening and preparing to empty its load inside of me. With my eyes closed, I remembered the feeling of Nancy’s tongue inside of my ass, and then I opened them to see what she looked like at the moment. Pathetic still, and horny from watching us and practically ready to cry from the teasing of the plug shoved into her ass.

		“I hope your ready to clean me.” I said as Jeff began to change his position. I knew that he was ready to burst, “you better be ready,” I taunted her before focussing my attention back to the alpha that was inside of me.

		In a flash I could feel my pussy being filled with Jeff’s built up come. It was more than he had ever produced, and I attributed it to the situation that he was given. His manhood had been overloaded with stimulation and having two women at his disposal had made his body produce more. I bit my lip hard as I moaned from the pleasure, breathing heavily, I managed to regain my thoughts even though I had been fucked silly.

		“Come. Cuckquean. It’s time to clean me.” I said as Jeff pulled his softening cock from my hole.

		He moved out of the way and watched as his wife struggled to crawl to me one elbow at a time. He grabbed the leash and tossed it to me, and I pulled her towards me. She fell over, and I laughed, but I waited for her to get up and I gently led her closer to my come filled pussy.

		“Lick it up.” I said while laughing and smiling at her cruelly, “come and get your yummies.”

		Like the pathetic woman she was, she licked my pussy clean. She was getting turned on from the activity, and her tongue was bringing me to a second, and third orgasm. She was a natural pussy cleaner, and I valued her for her skill. Jeff had been drained of his ability to fuck, but he still had it in him to tease and taunt his wife. He spanked her ass and pussy while she cleaned me, and her body jerked when her wet pussy was spanked. It must have been hard to be used like a rag and teased so mercilessly by her husband and his mistress. I wondered what she was thinking as she gobbled up every last drop of our sinful pleasure.

		“How does it feel?” I asked rhetorically, “don’t answer. Just know that you are a disgrace.” I laughed at her while I shoved her face between my legs. 

		I felt omnipotent and godlike in that moment.
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