
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Cuckolded on the first date 
 
      
 
    My name is Jenna Masters and I’m 32, pale skinned dark haired and very fit. I love to exercise and take care of myself. I love the feeling of power I get when a man has to stop whatever he’s doing to stare at my perfectly sculpted ass. To me it’s worth all the time at the gym and careful eating, all the Pilates and yoga and cardio kick-boxing, to feel everyone’s attention draw to me when I walk in a room. I am of Nordic descent, and that might account for my athletic build, although I have a naturally tiny waist I have wide hips and my natural 38D breasts look very large on my 5’7” frame.  Perhaps it’s also the Viking blood in me that makes me so insatiable and sexually demanding, and why, most of my life I never had patience for weak or ineffectual men, what I refer to as beta males. Some deep ancestral memory of all those savage Viking warriors shooting hot streams of cum into the wombs of the women they stole from weak and cowering men has marked me forever. 
 
    I love my beta male husband. And it is part of my love for him that I don’t want to see him struggle to try and be something he’s not. He cannot fill the role for me that Alpha males can, but he can give me love and support. Over time I have taught him his place and he has accepted that just because he’s an inferior man doesn’t make him and inferior person. But it took time and effort. I had to use a lot of dishonesty and manipulation along the way, even doing some things that could be considered cruel. It’s true, I have been very devious, but I did it all with his best interests at heart, to free him from the delusion that he could ever be a full and natural man. Let’s face it, society has been using dishonesty and manipulation on these kind of men since they were little, telling them they had to be something they were not, and that being an Alpha male was the only way a man could be happy. My husband is much happier rubbing my feet while I tell him about the great cock that fucked me earlier in the night. He knows I’m getting the sex I deserve and he doesn’t have to feel the stress that his inadequacy has caused him all his life. I accept his inadequacy; in fact I take great pleasure and amusement in it. But it wasn’t always like this.  
 
    When I first met my husband we worked at the same office. He was somewhat important and he carried himself with a fake confidence that to me was totally transparent. I made him very nervous whenever I was around and I found it amusing to make him uncomfortable, but other than that I didn’t think much of him. He was always very nice to me and I often overheard the girls that worked for him laughing about getting out of work because he was so afraid to upset them. 
 
    One day I came to the office in a very bad mood. At the time I only dated Alpha males and I was hurting over the latest heartbreak I’d received from one. Mark is a tall, thin black man with a lean muscular body and I could still taste the cum on my lips from the night before when I had been sucking on his glorious nine inch cock.  I knew I wasn’t his only girl, and I kept telling myself I wouldn’t come back to him, but every time I thought about that dark shaft of his, driving its way into my cunt while he called me his little white bitch, I couldn’t help but come crawling back, begging for it once more. The night previous I had shown up to his apartment wearing a slutty little black dress and heels. All day men had been sneaking peeks and staring at me, so by the time I got there I was feeling very sexy, horny and confident. He opened the door wearing just silk boxers.  I started to walk into the room and he held out his hand, stopping me right there. He ordered me right then and there to suck his dick. We hadn’t even spoken for a week. None the less, I dropped to my knees, half in his place, half in the hallway and pulled down his blue silk boxers just enough to reveal his large cock, still soft. I stared at the amazing thing as it hung there glorious in my face, and then I began to worship that glorious meat with my mouth, lovingly making it hard. Before long his hand found the back of my head and grabbing a handful of hair he began to pound away, driving that glorious shaft down my throat. I loved the feeling and the thought that any second someone could walk down that hallway and see me like that. It didn’t take long for him to cum, usually he could go for hours but he seemed a little distracted, but I didn’t care as he came in great gushing torrents down my eager throat. As he stepped back I heard a woman’s voice from back in the bedroom. I recognized it as his black sometime-girlfriend Marisha’s voice. She asked him, “Who’s at the door honey?” 
 
    “No one,” he told her, and he took his foot, placing it on my chest as I knelt at his feet, and he pushed me back into the hallway, closing and locking the door behind me. I ran home crying and I swore to myself that I was going to date nice guys from then on even if it meant giving up on great sex. 
 
    The next day I got up and put on my nylons, a grey, pencil thin skirt that was cut so short I usually didn’t dare wear it to work and red semi lace blouse that showed so much cleavage guys would spill their drinks when I would walk into the room. I went to work feeling terrible, hoping all the attention I’d get from dressing a little extra slutty would cheer me up, but it didn’t.  
 
    A little after lunch I was sitting in the break room still feeling like shit as I idly sipped on a cup of coffee when my future husband, John came in and stood awkwardly trying not to stare at me as he fumbled at the coffee maker. I wasn’t paying the least bit of attention to him but soon he sat down across from me and asked me, “Are you alright, Jenna?” 
 
    “No, John, I’m not alright. But I didn’t ask for your fucking company did I?” I snapped at him. 
 
    He sat back away from me slightly as if I had just slapped him, and I was amazed by the hurt look in his eyes. It felt good, after all those nights of crying over Mark, and I wondered secretly how hard it would be to make him cry. Then he did something that totally amazed me. Instead of storming off or pouting he looked down as if ashamed and said, “You’re right. I’m sorry. I’ll leave you alone. I’m sorry.” 
 
    I almost laughed. Here I was being a total bitch to him and he was the one apologizing. I remembered my vow from the night before; I had almost forgotten it already, to start dating nice guys. I decided to see just how nice John could be. “It’s okay,” I told him. “I’m just stressed. My feet hurt too. I can’t remember the last time I had a foot rub.” 
 
    I pushed off one of my shoes and rolled my foot on the floor, extending and flexing one long delicate, nylon covered foot. 
 
    He stuttered nervously but said, “I… I could do that for you.” 
 
    I pushed my rotated my ankle in front of him, my slick stockinged feet sliding across the tile of the breakroom. “I don’t know,” I said. “You could be some kind of weirdo.” 
 
    “I’m not,” he told me, clearly embarrassed but too invested to stop. “I’m not a weirdo.” 
 
    I slid off my other shoe and pushed both my feet onto this lap. I let my skirt slide up enough to show off the tops of my nylon stockings, my creamy thighs, toned and smooth. I pressed a heel on each leg, softly grinding into his inner thighs. He was getting aroused and I had to stop myself from laughing at the little bulge in his pants. It felt so good, suddenly, to be the one with the power. He began to rub and kneed on my feet. His soft touch was nice. It was comforting and warm and doting. He started telling me about some restaurant he’d been to and how nice it was and I kept interrupting him to give him instructions on how to rub my feet better. Finally he built up the nerve to ask me to go to that restaurant with him. 
 
    “John, are you asking me out?” 
 
    He nodded like an eager puppy. 
 
    “Oh a sweet boy like you, how can I say no?” 
 
    He lit up with a gigantic smile and we made arrangements to go to the restaurant that night. I texted him later though and told him to make reservations at another restaurant instead. At the time I didn’t know anything about cuckolding or male submission or anything like that, I was just having fun being a bitch and I didn’t want him to be someplace he was comfortable. 
 
    I wore an extremely tight red strapless dress that night. Its thin material faintly showed the outline of my bra and g string panties, while the plunging neckline showed off my full cleavage. The dress was short enough to show off my thin, athletic legs from my tiny ankles to my sculpted thighs. I wore very light, thigh high nylon stockings, the tops of them peeking out under the dress with every step I took. John wore a conservative suit that impressed me. He also impressed me with his car and his expensive watch. I never really went for guys with money necessarily, but as long as I was making sacrifices I couldn’t help but think a little bit of extra money would be nice. 
 
    He escorted me to the car like a gentleman, opening the door for me and offering me his hand as I stooped into the sporty little car.  In the car and at the restaurant he tried to impress me with his college and his job and his achievements. I was bitchy and distant, but the novelty was already wearing off. The hostess brought us drinks and I was wondering just what I had gotten myself into. How long was this date going to have to last? 
 
    Then the waiter came. He was 6 foot tall, muscular Italian with close cropped hair and a rugged five o’clock shadow. His obvious strength was dizzying, meaty veins bulging on his muscular arms, flat stomach and broad chest clearly defined under his tight, powder blue dress shirt. He didn’t even look at my husband. His steady, confident eyes stared right into me as he said, “My name is Andrew, and I’ll be your waiter this evening. Have you decided what you want?” 
 
    We had discussed an appetizer and John started to order it but Andrew raised his hand, not taking his eyes off of me he actually shushed my date. “Manners,” he said calmly, firmly and powerfully, “Ladies first.” 
 
    I didn’t know or care what John’s reaction to that scolding was as I looked up at Andrew with carnal lust, my eyes never leaving his heavy gaze. “Just bring me anything,” I blurted out, unable to think straight. 
 
     Andrew laughed his deep soft laugh rolling down my spine. “And the gentleman?” he asked, eyes never leaving me. I didn’t hear what John ordered and I don’t think Andrew did either, because later he would bring him something completely different. 
 
    Andrew left and I turned to John who looked down as if too angry to look at me, but I didn’t care. It was absurd for me to even consider I could settle for this man when men like Andrew were walking the planet. I just about told him to go home, but I still wanted him to pay for dinner so I said nothing and just thought about Andrew. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” John said, and I almost fell off my chair with shock. I looked at him and realized it wasn’t anger that kept him from looking at me but shame. So often betas reacted with pouting passive aggression when put in their place by a superior man, but here John was, quietly accepting it. “I didn’t mean to be rude, trying to order for you. I was trying to be…” he couldn’t speak the word. 
 
    Now I couldn’t help but laugh and he looked so hurt when I did that I laughed harder. “I’m not laughing at you,” I lied. “I just remembered a funny story. You’re right to apologize. It was rude. I’m glad Andrew was here to defend me. He is quite a man. You could learn a lot from him.” 
 
    He looked down, swallowed hard, face reddening. He couldn’t even speak he just nodded. 
 
    “Anyway, I forgive you. Forgive but not forget. That’s one strike.” 
 
    He nodded again, and I laughed. “You are adorable,” I said, and he smiled as if it were a real compliment. 
 
    They brought out our food and John pulled Andrew’s attention away from my titts long enough to tell him, “This isn’t what I ordered.” 
 
    “Yes it is,” Andrew said, and turned back to me and that was the end of it. 
 
    My lobster salad was very small, but actually quite delicious. Every bite I took made me think of Andrew and his amazing body and powerful presence. I finished my salad quickly and excused myself to the restroom. Across the room I saw Andrew and made eye contact. I walked towards the restroom and he followed me from a distance. I stopped in the hallway in front of the bathroom and waited. Andrew snagged my arm in his huge, strong hand and pulled me along past the bathrooms and into the kitchen, through the kitchen where the staff gave us knowing looks and laughed as Andrew took me into the store room. 
 
    Andrew shoved me roughly against the wall and stood back from me staring. He had claimed my body as his property and my body responded knowing it was his. “Take off the dress,” he ordered. 
 
    I shimmied out of the slinky little dress and stood there in my red panties, stockings bra and heels. “Damn!” was his simple reply and I felt myself already getting wet from the compliment. 
 
    He reached up, grabbed my face and neck in one big hand and pulled me towards him, not roughly, but without any allowance for disobedience. He kissed me on the mouth and I felt my heart pounding and my cunt dripping. I reached out and touched his trousers and there it was, the cock, meaty and hard, just like the rest of him. I began to stroke it with the back of my hand softly over his pants. “It’s so big,” I told him. 
 
    “Your little boyfriend not this big?” he asked, laughing. 
 
    I didn’t answer but instead dropped to my knees at his feet. He pulled out held his massive cock, already rock hard and held it in his strong hand then arrogantly pushed it into my face. I smiled up at him and took him into my mouth, watching him as I wrapped my lips around his shaft, pushing the head of his beautiful meat deep into my mouth then down my throat. 
 
    “Fuck yeah,” he said. “That’s a good bitch. Throat that cock like a pro while your little sissy boyfriend eats his tofu.”  
 
    I throated his cock faster, thinking about John sitting at the table alone while everyone knew I was in here with Andrew. I could feel him building in intensity as I rolled his cock back and forth down my bulging throat. I could feel him getting closer and closer as he began to totter slightly on his heels, but I wasn’t ready for him to cum, so I unwrapped my mouth from his cock and stood up, pulling off my red lace thong as I did. I let my thong drop to the floor and I kissed Andrew on the mouth, sucking his tongue like I had his cock. He pushed me back suddenly, his strong arms effortlessly pinning me against the shelves of cans.  The impact of the metal shelving against my skin hurt with a delicious sting and I moaned for him. He took me by the hips and spun me around like a ragdoll. He pressed my head forward with a hand on the back of my neck, bending me over into the shelf. My legs were shivering with anticipation as he ran a fat finger across my dripping pussy lips.  
 
    Then without warning he pushed deep into my cunt, slamming my body forward into the harsh, jagged cans. “Fuck!” I cried out when the satisfying pain of his massive prick penetrated deep inside me. 
 
    “You like that, don’t you?” he said, slamming my cunt like he was a machine built to destroy pussy.  
 
    “Fuck!” I cried again, unable to articulate any further. 
 
    I thought of John out there: Was he wondering what was taking me so long? Looking at his watch, his stupid innocent face staring down at the table? Was he wondering why the kitchen staff and waitresses were all sneaking peeks at him sitting there alone and laughing? My pussy began to convulse with pleasure and I screamed out, “Fuck yes!” 
 
    He just kept pounding away at me, grinding me and teasing me, then slamming deep inside me again, working that huge cock like an artist. I was screaming and moaning so loud the whole kitchen could hear me, but I didn’t give a fuck, I wanted everyone to know. I imagined John sitting there watching us with a pathetic and defeated look on his face and I started cumming harder than I ever had before in my life. My legs buckling, Andrew holding up the weight of my body with his cock and grinding hips; My whole body shook and I was trembling when he pulled out of me, spun me around and pushed me back down to my knees. I couldn’t get my mouth to his cock fast enough and he started spraying me with oceans of cum. Salty white seed splashing on my face in torrents until I could get my mouth around him and hungrily suck down the last few, delicious spurts.  
 
    He stepped back from me and looked at me. “Aren’t you a picture? Ready to finish your date?” I nodded, happy and satisfied and covered in cum. He picked up my panties and slid them into his pocket, took his hand towel and tossed it to me to wipe my face. I couldn’t bear to waste his delicious seed, so I wiped it off with my hand and sat licking it off my palm. He opened the door to the store room and walked out, leaving it wide open so everyone in the kitchen could see me there, naked except for my stockings and bra, sitting on my heels, licking the brutal Italian’s cum off my hands. 
 
    After I was cleaned up I walked back up to the table. One of the waitresses had been kind enough to bring the bill out for Andrew while he was busy, and I could see that John had already paid it. I walked right up to John and gave him a big kiss on the mouth then looked at his reaction, wondering if he could taste the cum that tasted so strong to me in my own mouth. He seemed oblivious and he smiled. “What was that for?” He asked. 
 
    “Being so sweet and waiting for me so nicely. Are you ready to go?” He stood up, already obeying my commands. I had planned to just let him buy me dinner a couple times then dump him in some gratifyingly humiliating way, but already I was beginning to feel a pleasing sense of ownership over him. I looked at the tip on the table. “Don’t be cheap, sweetie,” I said. 
 
    “That’s fifteen percent,” he whined. 
 
    “I don’t want to date a cheap man.” 
 
    He sheepishly dropped another twenty on the table and looked up at me. “So we’re dating?” he asked. 
 
    “If you behave,” I answered him. 
 
    The drive home I did all the talking, telling him about problems I had with people at work, or what I’d been reading or my new beauty ritual, and he listened attentively. It felt so good, having a man listen to everything I had to say after the release of a great fuck. That’s when I realized I had had the perfect date. I looked at John appraisingly. He looked nice. He was friendly and well-spoken and could be charming in his soft little way. He was the perfect man to take to family events, to show off to girlfriends or to come home to when you’ve had a bad day and just want to complain. I decided right then that I was going to keep him as long as I could. Like I said before, I didn’t know anything at that time about cuckolding as a lifestyle, but I did have a lot of experience manipulating nervous and weak little men. Looking at him on that drive home I couldn’t imagine why it had never occurred to me to keep one for my own before. Once home he walked me to my door and I complimented him on being a gentleman. 
 
    “Can I… would you like me to…?” 
 
    I had to stop myself from laughing in his face again. How could he think he was really going to fuck me when he couldn’t even say it out loud? Instead I put on my gentlest voice and said, “John, I want you to appreciate me. I’m not going to have sex with you for a very long time, because I want it to be special. Can you understand that?”  
 
    He nodded and I sensed a little bit of pouting from him, so I said scoldingly, “John, I need you to say it.”  
 
    “I understand,” he said.  I smiled and leaned into him pressing my titts against his chest as I kissed him again with my cum-glazed lips. Then I said two words that would begin to bind him to me forever, beginning his path to submission. “Good boy,” I said petting his hair with my hand. 
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