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            My Christmas wish

          

        

      

    

    
      It was Christmas morning and I was feeling excited and terrified at the same time. It had been twenty-five days since I had finally caved in and admitted to my husband, Jim, what it was I wanted for Christmas. I didn’t want gift cards, jewelry, or the latest smartphone. I wanted my husband to cheat on me with the most beautiful woman he could find, and I wanted to watch.

      “You’re joking,” Jim said when I told him about my fantasy, “right? You have to be joking.” He was naturally suspicious of me. I couldn’t blame him either. The whole idea looked like some sort of game.

      “No!” I protested, “I am not joking!” I was desperate for a way to prove it to him. “Umm, look!” I was feeling smart, “I’ll even sign my name to a piece of paper!”

      I produced a blank sheet of lined paper and set it down on the kitchen table. It would make sense that Jim wasn’t falling for what he felt was a set up. I could have easily been trying to convince him to cheat on me, so that I could run to the divorce courts and take him to the cleaners. He did make significantly more money than me, and I really wasn’t in a position where I had to work.

      “Yeah,” he said dismissively, “okay.” He did that really sarcastic thing with his voice that always filled me with rage. This time, however, I didn’t complain about it. I had to get him to agree to do it. My pussy had been burning with this need since the day I discovered what it was that was making me feel odd.

      After going back and forth for several minutes, I finally was able to convince him to sit down at the table.

      “I, Patricia Reed the wife of Jim Reed, agree to Jim having an affair with one woman of his choosing this Christmas day of 2019. I must be present to watch my husband and the other woman have sex. The other woman must agree to me being present, and she must agree to allow me to perform oral sex on her after Jim Reed has had sex with her without the use of a condom. I hereby relinquish any rights that I have expecting my husband to not commit adultery.” I dated the contract and signed my name at the bottom.

      “Are you sure?” Jim said as he took the contract from the table and began to read it. “I don’t get it.” He zoned out as he read my words over and over. He eventually scoffed and shook his head. “Okay.” This time he didn’t use his sarcastic tone. I knew I had him.

      I had offered my husband help in finding a woman that would act as our cuckcake, but he told me he wasn’t interested. Jim always got attention from women when we went out in public, and I believe part of the reason for my cuckquean fantasies was because of this attention. I’m not ugly or fat, but I recognize a woman that’s significantly better than me, and I always felt guilty for keeping him honest and only permitting him to sleep with me.

      That night when I signed the contract, I decided to show Jim a video of what it was I wanted. Prior to the video, he kept asking me about the part near the end where I said I would perform oral sex on the other woman. I told him that I wanted him to come inside of her, and it was my fantasy to lick out the come. I could tell that it was an image that made him hot, and I wanted to seal the deal by showing him a visual representation.

      “Here,” I said as I placed my laptop right in front of him. “This is probably one of my favorite videos.” I put the video on full screen, hit play, and left the room. I found a spot where I could see his reactions, but he had the illusion of privacy. Just seeing him get turned on by it would make me feel excited, and I intended to reward him for playing along.

      I could only hear the sounds from the video, but I had the scenes perfectly playing in my mind. A beautiful woman in her early twenties was getting off on how turned on she was making a married man as his wife watched with shock in her eyes. At first the wife pleaded with her husband to not cheat on her, but she gradually began to get turned on. She was being scolded by the cuckcake, and every time she tried to touch herself, she was ordered to instead perform some humiliating task. It was important for Jim to see the video so that he could understand the type of woman he needed to find. Ideally, the cuckcake would not only want to fuck him, but want to dominate me physically and verbally.

      Jim’s eyes were intensely focused on the screen. I watched as he squirmed in his seat and constantly readjusted himself. I knew that his cock was getting hard, and I was going to surprise him. Quietly and out of view, I started to get undressed. It was important that I show him that he would be rewarded for sleeping with another woman, and I was convinced it would also help our stale sex life. It was a Christmas gift for me, but it was secretly for him.

      “What do you think?” I yelled from the other room when I heard the volume disappear. “Pretty hot, huh?”

      “Yeah,” he said. I took a deep breath and walked into the kitchen fully naked right before he could continue. “Wow.” He said when his eyes met my breasts.

      I smiled at him and walked towards him in the most sexy way I could. His cock was visible through his pants and I dropped down to my knees and crawled under the table.

      “Jim,” I said, “you deserve to fuck any woman you want. That will make me the happiest wife in the world.” I playfully tugged at his pants from under the table. He lifted his ass and allowed me to kiss his warm cock.

      He started to take extremely deep breaths as I began licking the crown of his cock. Jim allowed me to do as I pleased for quite some time, but eventually he felt the need to take control. With both hands, he grabbed my head and began pushing me down on his stone cock. I let him push me to the very bottom and I moaned with it in my mouth. I could hear him laughing, it sounded like he was getting off on how dominant he was acting.

      “Get up,” he said when he couldn’t take it any longer, “now!” Hearing him raise his voice sent shivers down my spine. I obeyed him and allowed him to grab my arm and rush me into the living room. “I see you’ve been hiding many secrets from me.” he said as he pushed me over the arm of the couch. “This whole time,” he said, “I’ve been so sweet to you, but in reality, all you’ve ever wanted was to be my little toy!” He slapped my ass hard and I let out a moan.

      “Yes!” I cried out, “spank me harder!” Jim didn’t hesitate and gave me what I wanted three times over. “You can do anything you want to me!” I confessed. I was hoping that he’d go for something out of the norm.

      “Oh yeah?” He said with a laugh, “be careful what you wish for!” I heard the sound of him ripping his clothes off and then I felt the warmth of his cock pressing between my ass. “I’ve always wanted this, but I assumed you would say no!”

      “You can!” I said, “take my ass! I want it so bad!” I was indifferent to the idea of anal sex. I did, however, get immensely turned on realizing that my husband was going for something that he had always dreamed of. I wanted to make all of his dreams come true, so long as he would humiliate me as his cuckquean on Christmas day.

      My adrenaline started to pump when I felt my husband spread open my ass. His hands felt rough and I gasped when I heard him gather saliva in his mouth and spit between my ass. With his hard cock, he began to spread it around my tight hole, and I closed my eyes in anticipation of his cock.

      “Such a tight little hole,” he said, “thank god! That pussy of yours is all used up!” He smacked my ass as he pushed the tip of his cock inside of my ass.

      I let out a moan, but not because of his cock entering my ass. It made me wild that he had already learned so much from watching the video, and he understood that I needed to be told how I wasn’t good enough. He smacked my ass again and pushed his throbbing cock in more. This time, I was howling from the feeling of having my ass rammed for the first time. It was more pleasurable than I imagined, and my clit was rubbing against the leather of the couch.

      “You like that, don’t you?” He asked as he started to slowly stroke his cock in and out of my ass.

      “Yes!” I answered. He smacked my ass and I knew that it was some sort of punishment.

      “Yes, what?” He yelled, his thrusting was getting faster.

      “Yes, Master!” I somehow knew that he wanted to be titled that way. His menacing laugh was enough to tell me that I had chosen the correct option.

      Something took over my husband’s personality after he heard me refer to him as my master. He said nothing, only grunting and breathing hard, as he seemingly tried to punish my ass for never telling him the truth about my twisted fantasies. Every time he spanked my ass, I knew I was getting closer to the day when he would finally see how pathetic I really was.

      “I’m going to give you your Christmas gift,” he said as his cock began to twitch inside of me, “and she’s going to younger than you. More beautiful than you. She is going to be everything that I’ve wanted, and she’s going to laugh in your face as I show her how much better she is than you!”

      “Oh my god!” I cried out, his words were enough to trigger something inside of me. He had painted such an image in my brain that my pussy began to gush as his cock emptied inside of my ass.

      After he caught his breath, my husband pushed down on my body as he removed his cock. I could feel his semen inside of me and I secretly wished for a way to lick my own ass.

      “I know exactly who’s coming for Christmas,” he said with confidence. “We’ll see how serious you are about being a cuckquean!”

      He walked off and went up the stairs. As the shower turned on, I was left laying there and the only thing I could think about was who he planned to use for my humiliation. The fact that he was so confident in not only the cuckcake’s desire to humiliate me, but also his ability to get one made me feel as if he already had thoughts of cheating on me with another woman. It didn’t bother me; it only made the fantasy more real, and I spent the rest of the month obeying my husband’s every command as I waited patiently for my marriage to be tainted.
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      I didn’t know what woman was going to show up to our home Christmas morning, and my husband was constantly teasing me. In our living room, there were only two gifts wrapped and I had bought both of them. One was for my husband, and the other for the mysterious woman that would soon arrive. It didn’t hurt me that Jim failed to buy me a gift as he had promised to give me the only thing I really wanted. No material possession could beat what was going to happen when the cuckcake arrived.

      “Pat,” my husband said from the other room, “she’s here!” He sounded excited and I came to discover him looking out the window. I quickly ran to his side to see what she looked like and my jaw nearly fell off.

      “Wow.” I was stunned to see the level of woman my husband managed to pull. “She’s fucking gorgeous!”

      “I know, right?” He laughed and sauntered over to the front door to let her in. I stood in the corner and watched her enter my home.

      “Pat,” Jim said, “this is Lilith. Lilith, this is my wife.” Jim closed the door behind him and wrapped his right arm around her waist. The two of them smirked at me as I remained unable to speak.

      Lilith was wearing a cute holiday themed dress with high heels and ample cleavage showing. Her hips were wide and I could tell that her ass was massive, yet she appeared to be in much better shape than I. Her long brown hair was perfectly done, and her nails were painted red and green. She outdid me by miles, and I had put a lot of effort into my appearance, and it all felt like a useless way to spend my time. I could never be chosen over her.

      “So, this little thing is the reason why I haven’t been able to hook up with you.” She walked towards me with her shoulders set back. “I guess she’s kind of cute.” Lilith put her hand on my chin and moved my face around as she examined me. “I’ve heard so much about you.”

      “Really?” I asked as I looked deeply into her eyes. I was mesmerized by her beauty and I had the urge to kneel before her. She looked like she deserved to have anything she wanted.

      “Oh yes,” she said as she let go of my face and turned around. My eyes became glued to her butt as she walked towards my smiling husband. “Jimmy here told me all about your needs.” She laughed as she put her hand on his chest. Slowly, she turned back to me and she giggled when she caught my eyes try to move as if I wasn’t checking her out. “To be honest, I don’t really believe him.”

      “W-why not?” I asked. For some reason, my hands naturally folded behind my back.

      “Because it’s just so pathetic,” she said, “you want to watch him fuck me, and you’re going to allow me to do all of those nasty things to you. There’s no way a married woman would allow it.”

      “I even showed her the contract,” Jim said, “she still doesn’t believe it.”

      “I c-can prove it,” I said, feeling like my back was against the wall. I didn’t know if she was playing a game with me or if she was genuine in her skepticism. “Come to the living room,” I said. “Open your present!”

      “A present?” Lilith said, “for me? Ha.” She and my husband followed me to the Christmas tree and I got down on my hands and knees to hand them their presents.

      “For you,” I said as I handed a carefully wrapped box to Lilith, “and for you!” I said as I handed my husband his gift. I had spent a lot of time choosing their gifts, but most of that time was spent on making my husband’s.

      My husband opened his gift first and I was watching him carefully. He pulled out the pile of paper that was stapled together and he looked rather disappointed initially. I was smiling because I knew that his eyes would light up when he saw what I had handwritten on each individual slip of paper.

      “This is a free pass to have sex with a woman with or without me present.” He read.

      “There’s one-hundred of them there,” I said when I noticed him flipping through them quickly, “and they all say the same thing.”

      He laughed and Lilith looked at me curiously. I began to blush, and I could see her thinking about how those coupons could be used on her if she was able to keep my husband’s attention. I informed them that what happened right now did not require the use of a coupon, and Lilith giggled at the amount of thought I had put into his gift.

      “Let’s see what I got,” Lilith said, “I have to admit, I’m very interested. Jimmy said you had no idea who I was, so let’s see how you did.” She stopped opening the present and looked at me, “by the way,” she said, “I didn’t get you anything at all!” She laughed as she pulled the top off from the box, and her smile told me that her and I were on the same wavelength. “A leash, and a collar!” She said as she held it up for my husband to see.

      Without saying a word, Lilith stood up and moved towards me. I had remained on my knees in the hopes that she would know what to do with it right away, thus I could prove to her how willing I was to be humiliated by her. She was holding the leash and collar in her hands as she stood above me.

      “Take off your shirt,” she said firmly. “If we’re going to do this, we’re going to do this right!”

      She watched me as I tucked my arms into my sleeves and pulled my shirt off. I knew that she was looking down on me physically. From the way I was kneeling, my belly was full of rolls. She kept looking at me until I realized that she wanted to see my breasts. With my eyes closed, I took off my bra and I opened them when I felt her hands on them.

      “Fucking small,” she said as she squeezed my nipples. I gasped and she pulled my hair roughly.

      At first, I didn’t realize what she was trying to do until I realized that she was methodically getting my hair out of the way. She demanded that I hold my hair above my head while she put the collar around my neck. I looked up at the ceiling as she put it on, and I felt my pussy getting wet when she tightened it. I let my hair down, and it covered my face as I psyched myself up for what I knew was coming.

      Lilith turned her back to me with the leash in her hand. She took one step and the slack on the leash was no more. She took another step, and I could feel my neck being pulled on. The third step caused me to crawl with her, and she giggled as she continued to walk. I followed her, on my hands and knees, my husband watching me. On its own, it was a humiliating experience, and if someone had asked me a long time ago, I would have settled just to know what it was like to have the perfect woman lead me on a leash. My pussy was getting wet, and my breasts were dangling freely. The cool air made my nipples hard.

      “Interesting,” Lilith said as she led me around the first floor of our home. She was fascinated with how a woman prevented her from sleeping with her ideal man was now under her control. “I think I believe you.” She said with a laugh. I felt like it was a reward but it was honestly her way of speaking down to me.

      Lilith stopped walking and I wasn’t paying attention at the time. My face bumped into her massive butt and I regretted my instinct to pull my face away. I wanted to bury my nose between her massive cheeks and sniff her scent.

      “You know,” she said. “If you want to worship my ass, all you have to do is ask!” She laughed and I felt my heart racing. She wasn’t going to demand that I do anything as she wanted to hear me confess to my desire.

      “Please,” I said, “can I worship your ass?” My arms were shaking as I looked straight at her butt tightly wrapped by her red dress.

      Lilith took a few steps back and her butt was lightly pressed to my face. I sniffed and kissed the fabric of her dress, but I secretly wished for more. She then lifted her dress to reveal nothing underneath, and then she put it over my head. The tightness of the dress kept my face firmly between her butt and then she lifted her leg so that the leash could be in the middle of her legs.

      “Jim,” she said, “I think I’m ready to go to your room.”

      I couldn’t see anything, not even her ass. I heard my husband laughing and then Lilith slowly walked. I had no idea where in the house I was until we reached the steps and I was told to keep my face where it was as we climbed them. It was one of the most difficult things I have ever done, but I put all my energy into keeping my balance. The most difficult part was not the physical act of climbing the stairs on my hands and knees, but the fact that I was getting turned on from the sweet ass in my face.

      We finally reached the top of the stairs and it only took a few seconds to make our way into the bedroom. I heard the sound of the light being turned on before Lilith lifted her dress and turned around.

      “Look at you!” She said as I closed my eyes in an effort to adjust to the light, “your face is all red! Tell me,” she said, crouching down to my level, “did it smell good in there?”

      “Y-yes,” I admitted, “t-thank you.” I was shaking and hoping that she had more to do and say. I wasn’t sure if she knew exactly how far I would be willing to go.

      My husband walked past us and I watched him get down to only his boxers. He grabbed one of our chairs and positioned it so that he was facing the foot of the bed.

      “Lilith,” he said. “Do you think you could do me a favor?”

      “Yes, of course,” she said. It was amazing how dominant she was towards me, but submissive towards my husband. “What is it?”

      “I’d like you to put on a little show for me,” he said, “can you show my wife the definition of shame?”

      “Yes,” she said with an evil laugh. I got the vibe that she had brainstormed ideas prior to coming over. “I can.” She tugged on the leash, nearly causing me to fall, and I found myself being led to the edge of the bed as she sat down above me.
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      “Take off my shoes!” Lilith demanded as she held her feet inches from my face. I quickly obeyed and she stopped me before I could even set the first one down on the ground. “Lick it,” she said with a laugh, “lick the bottoms, and then smell the inside.”

      Her shoes were brand new, but it felt so wrong licking the part that made contact with the ground. She laughed at me, and her eyes were full of intrigue as I followed her orders exactly.

      “How does it smell?” She asked.

      “G-good,” I answered. I really didn’t smell anything but the material of the shoe and a very light amount of sweat.

      “Do you prefer smelling my ass, or my shoes?” She asked with a wide grin. I knew she was just having fun with the idea of being in such a powerful position. My husband remained quiet, but I could see his hand moving between his legs.

      “I like your ass more,” I said, “but this is good too!” I repeated the process with her other shoe and then gently placed her heels off to the side.

      “Open,” she said as she put her right foot to my lips. As soon as I opened my mouth, she shoved several of her toes in my mouth. “Suck.”

      I couldn’t speak. My tongue savored the flavor of her toes and she licked her lips as she stared into my eyes. Right as I became used to the feeling of having a mouth full of toes, she pulled on the leash and pushed her foot deeper in my mouth. My tongue was flat and I could taste the arch of her foot, and she closed her eyes for a moment and told me how good of a job I was doing.

      “That feels good,” she said, “I always wondered what it felt like.” She moved her foot in and out of my mouth as if she was face fucking me with a cock. It got to the point where she wasn’t worried about the physical sensation, but placing more importance on getting my husband excited.

      He was watching me with a blank face. It was a face that I was familiar with. Jim was getting turned on, and I watched him go from touching his cock to trying to resist it. He wanted to see how it played out between me and his ideal woman, so that he could come in towards the end and show his dominance.

      Lilith took her foot out of my mouth and held the bottom of it to my face. Without instruction, I shoved my nose into it and sniffed it before kissing it several times. She allowed me to do it for a moment, but then she changed her tune and slapped me across the face with it.

      “Did I say you could do that?” She asked.

      “N-no,” I said shyly. It was such a rush to be seen as a woman that couldn’t control her desires to worship feet.

      “Exactly,” she said, “stand up.” I quickly got to my feet. “Take off your pants AND underwear.” She was not smiling or showing any passion in her voice. It was robotic.

      I got down to nothing and stood before her bare. She was younger, had a better body, and a more beautiful face than me. Her eyes looked me up and down and I could feel her judging me, and my husband was patiently waiting to see what her next move was.

      Lilith remained silent but she tugged on the leash. When I was close enough for her to grab, she maneuvered my body and I realized that she was trying to lay me down over her knees. It felt so demeaning to be in such a position. My ass was pointed towards my husband, and I could feel the cool breeze on my smooth butt.

      “This,” she said, “is for not following instructions!” She came down hard on my ass and I let out a moan. She waited for what felt like forever and then spanked me again, but much harder. Every spank was expected, but the timing was unpredictable. She knew she had me confused, and she continued to punish me. “This,” she said, “is for being married to a man you don’t deserve!” The rage in her hand was much more noticable. She spanked my ass non-stop until it stung without any contact.

      I was loving the pain and the humiliation. It hurt, but I wanted it to last forever. I closed my eyes and imagined the thoughts going through my husband’s mind. Did he find it funny? Did it turn him on?

      “Get up!” She shouted as she pushed me off her lap. I put my hands and feet to catch myself and then stood tall, my ass burning from the spanking. “Take off my dress,” she said softly.

      “Okay,” I answered. I tried my best to hide my excitement.

      She stood up and did nothing as I struggled to remove her dress. It would have probably taken less effort for her to take it off herself, but she was having me do it for a reason. I had to move her arms and pull on the dress, and through the process I caught glimpses of her body.

      “Fold it nicely,” she said when I went to throw it on the ground. Her finger was pointed at me and it felt like she was touching me.

      “Yes, ma’am!” I said instinctively. It felt like the proper thing to say despite the fact she was younger than me.

      “Good,” she said. “Now, come here.” She tugged on the leash and I was at her side in a split second. “I forgot to grab my purse from the car,” she paused and I began to feel nervous.

      “Is she expecting me to go get it from her car?” I thought to myself, “like this? Naked?”

      “Punishing you turned out to be quite the workout,” she said, “and I don’t have any deodorant.”

      “I have some!” I wasn’t thinking and I took a step away towards my dresser before I felt her roughly tug on the leash. I went silent, realizing my mistake.

      “I didn’t ask you to get me deodorant. I said, I forgot my purse, and inside of that purse, is my deodorant.” She looked at me with a strong gaze. I had no idea what to do or say, so I remained silent. It was best if I obeyed her every command. “So,” she said as she sat down on the bed. She lifted her arms and laid down on her back. “Clean them.”

      “C-clean what?” I said. I knew exactly what she meant, but I still felt like I was missing something.

      “Okay,” she said, “I’ll be more clear, since you clearly lack basic comprehension skills. Lick. My. Armpits!”

      I looked over and I watched Jim squirming in his seat. He may have never thought of watching cuckquean porn before, but he was clearly getting excited as he watched a cuckcake dominate his wife. I had no idea how it would look to be seen licking another person’s armpits, but I knew it had to be done.

      “Yes, ma’am.” I said as I straddled her naked body and brought my face to her left pit.

      I don’t know why, but I kissed under her arms. Her sweat clung to my lips and I licked the saltiness off with a smile. With my tongue fully extended, I licked the entire surface area of each pit one after the other. Lilith seemed amused, but I could also hear her heartbeat pounding against her beautiful breasts.

      “I can’t,” she said, “believe you just fucking did that!” She put her hand on the back of my head and shoved my face between her breasts. “Yeah,” she said, “you are such a good little cuckquean!” I felt like I was being talked down to, but we were quickly interrupted by Jim getting on the bed.

      “Enough,” he said as he pulled on my arm. I was flung onto my back as he pressed his naked body against Lilith. “Merry Christmas,” he said to me before giving Lilith every ounce of his attention. “I’ve been waiting so long for this,” Jim said as he looked into Lilith’s eyes. They hugged one another and began kissing, their bodies rolling around the bed.

      I watched them as their hands explored one another. Feelings of jealousy kicked in and they mixed with the lust and humiliation that I had already felt. So much of my life was spent obsessing over becoming a cuckquean, and there I was getting my dream, but I couldn’t help but feel awful seeing Jim with another woman. The way he touched her made me think about the first time he and I had sex, and it was a passion that could never be had again.

      “You are so beautiful,” he whispered, but loud enough for me to hear. “Fuck!”

      “Jim,” she said sweetly, “I’ve wanted you since the first day we met.” I had no idea of their back story, but it was clear they had been flirting with one another for quite some time.

      Jim pinned her down and reached for the leash. He pulled me closer to the two of them and pushed my cheek into the bed. He bit down on his lower lip and his breathing sounded like a growl. Right as I was settled into my position on the bed, Jim pulled my hair and put my cheek down on her belly. I could see straight down her body to his throbbing cock, and I was there to witness him penetrating her for the very first time.

      “Oh yeah,” he said, “I forgot what it felt like to fuck a beautiful woman!” I couldn’t tell if he was being honest or playing into my fantasies. Either way, my pussy was gushing and I let out a moan that was even louder than the woman getting fucked.

      Jim looked straight at me as he began pumping Lilith with his cock. He looked like a caveman that had just come back from the hunt and proved his worthiness for a mate. All of his pent up aggression was being taken out on her pussy. I touched myself and imagined what it would be like to have my husband fuck my pussy. Since taking my ass for the first time, he had stopped having normal sex with me. I was either sucking his cock or letting him put in my ass.

      “Get up,” he said to her, “knees and elbows.” He was so direct with what he wanted, and I could Lilith was pleased to obey him.

      She, without instructions from my husband, turned towards me and pushed me down on my back. She straddled my head with her hands holding my hips, her fingernails dug into my skin and I let out a moan that was drowned out by her laughter.

      “This way,” Jim said as I watched his wet cock pierce her again, “you can have her clean you!” He smacked her ass and began thrusting her again.

      Hearing him acknowledge the fact that I was craving his come was enough to make my toes curl and my knees shake. I zoned out as I vaguely watched Lilith’s body go forward and backward as my husband slammed into her. Her breasts rubbed against my bare skin and her hands were there to prevent me from touching myself. I was squirming, desperate to get any sort of friction between my legs, but it was never going to happen. I could only endure my position as another woman was brought to multiple orgasms.

      “Come inside me!” She cried out, “I need it! Fuck!” She was letting me know how good Jim was making me feel. But I knew she was being honest; I saw the way they looked at one another after they had kissed.

      Lilith was being pushed down as he started to come. Her pelvis was shoved in my face, and I could feel his cock’s power inside of her. I kissed her pussy the best I could because I felt like it was my duty to do so. My buttocks was convulsing. I knew what was coming, and after just been treated like a joke, I was now going to consume the product of their sex.

      “Well,” Lilith said coldly, “you’ve done everything so far!” She paused as if she was thinking about all the despicable acts I had performed, “and now you can finally prove your value! Clean my fucking pussy!” She said as she pushed on my body and shoved her pussy into my mouth.

      I opened as wide as I could and I could feel the semen dripping out of her. I could recognize the flavor of my husband’s come, but also I noted the difference in flavor. Her own wetness had been added to the batch, and I feverishly licked and sucked every drop that I could. She pinned my wrists down to either side of me, preventing me from getting off on my special moment. In her eyes, she was the only one worthy of feeling such pleasure, and I was more like the porn theater janitor.

      “Look at you!” She said as she slid back. As she moved, I could feel her pussy spreading come and wetness across my face and into my hair. “Now,” she said, “what do you have to say for yourself?”

      “T-thank you, ma’am,” I said in between my short and shallow breaths.

      She swung her leg around and sat beside me on the bed as Jim took control of the leash. He started to tug on it, and I got off of the bed and straight down to my hands and knees. I crawled, not knowing where he was taking me. I struggled to deal with how horny I was. There were two people there, both had ways of getting me off, but they seemingly didn’t care. I knew that I would be responsible for my own, and the only help they had given me was a memory that I would keep for the rest of my life.

      “Are you okay?” He asked as he led me out of the room and part way down the hall.

      “Yes,” I said, hoping that he had some sort of reward for me. I don’t know why I thought that. He had already come, and it would take him some time to recharge.

      “Good,” he said. I didn’t realize that he had been carrying the gift I had given him, and I realized why he had it with him when he pulled off one of the coupons and stuck it to my forehead. With all the juices, it stayed on my head as if it had been glued on. “Lilith and I will be down for dinner when we’re finished.” He unhooked the leash, the collar still around my neck, and then he walked back into the bedroom without ever turning around.

      I was torn between two things. I could try and listen to them from the other side of the closed door, or I could run a bath and reward myself for enduring the humiliation of a lifetime. After some consideration, I found myself in the bathtub, thinking about the woman in the other room gaining more and more of my husband’s attention.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by Lacy Ciccone

          

        

      

    

    
      Cuckquean Humiliation Mega Bundle

      1. Mean Cuckcake: FFM Cuckquean Humiliation

      2. Happy Birthday Cuckquean

      3. Harem Hierarchy: BDSM Novella

      4. My Husband & his Mistress: FFM Cuckquean

      5. Cuckquean Loves Humiliation

      6. Cuckquean Honeymoon: FFM Humiliation

      7. Her Black Friend: Cuckquean Humiliation

      8. From Winner to Loser!: Cuckquean Humiliation

      9. Her Asian Friend: Cuckquean Humiliation

      10. Professional Cuckcake

      11. Good Morning Cuckquean

      12. Trained to Dominate Me

      Lacy Ciccone’s Amazon author page

      Be sure to click “+ Follow” to get notified of new releases.

      Thank you!

    

  

cover.jpeg
My
Husband





