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            People should learn not to cross me

          

        

      

    

    
      I could never tell anybody how or why I ended up being such a grudge holder. It was simply my nature to identify moments when people crossed me, and to log them away in my seemingly perfect memory, so that they could be used as a reason for vengeance. You could ask me what I had for lunch, and there would be no way for me to tell you what it was, but if you asked me what someone did to offend me fifteen years ago I could tell you all about it. A mind like this is both a blessing and a curse, and a woman I went to college with was going to discover exactly what I meant by that.

      Marissa Stevens was the big woman on campus when I attended college years ago. She had the football captain boyfriend, the expensive clothes, the paid off entry level luxury car, and the attention of about anyone looking to establish some sort of social life on campus. She acted as an unofficial gatekeeper of sorts to the biggest parties, and her opinion carried a lot of weight, and she often determined people’s social lives in a matter of seconds. People who were attracted to one another would find themselves not hooking up if they knew that Marissa had a negative opinion about one or the other. I thought it was sick that such a small woman could dictate so much, and it was something I could live with until her meddling entered my life. Soon she became a huge problem.

      It all started when I began talking to this handsome guy named Tyler. Tyler was a tall bodybuilder type guy with the most beautiful red hair, but his skin was not pasty white and filled with freckles. He had this look about him that really set him apart from all of the other men, and he seemed to be really into me for whatever reason. I was oblivious to the fact that Marissa had tried to call dibs on him as if he was some form of property that you could just buy at the store. Tyler didn’t even like her, and I heard that straight from his mouth when the whole thing started. Marissa was really being a pain in the ass, and though she did not win, the relationship Tyler and I had did not end up working out in the end. She was, in my opinion, the sole reason for it not working, and her meddling in my affairs was the reason I held such a huge grudge against her. She was on the top of the list of women I wanted to humiliate!

      And now, here we are years later and I’ve been patient for a very long time. I waited for my opportunity to get my revenge, but I have to admit I was surprised when her husband just seemed to fall into my lap without trying too hard. His name was Mike, and Marissa might have been able to do better than him a long time ago, but she clearly let that ship sail. He was still leagues above most men in the area, but I did notice the quality of man that she was getting did in fact go down, and that was likely due to her age. If she was smart, she would have locked down one of the guys she was with in college, but I’m sure at the time she thought her beauty would last forever. Women like her typically end up miserable in the end anyways.

      I met Mike by chance at a coffee shop close to my office. He always came in around the same time as me, and I started to wonder if he worked nearby. He seemed polite and kind to the staff, and I was able to pick up all sorts of clues about him from their conversations. It wasn’t until one of the staff members called him by his full name because of a promotional raffle did I get the chance to check out the guys social media. That was when I realized that he was married to Marissa, the woman that screwed with my love life in college! I decided right away that I was going to fuck Mike, and Marissa would know that she was nothing more than an aging loser that peaked many years ago, and that her husband could care less about her feelings. Fuck you Marissa!

      You know those questions they ask you during job interviews? “What is your biggest strength, yada yada yada?” Yeah, I never get down to the dirty details when people ask me this question, but my greatest strength is my ability to be patient. Once I knew that Mike was connected to Marissa I began the very slow process of becoming a regular part of his life. The key was to do it slow enough to where neither he, or his wife, noticed that I was closing in on them and getting between them. The objective was to have fucked him, and have his feelings leave his wife before either of them knew what was really going on. I felt bad for Mike, to some degree, but at least he was going to get laid out of the deal. I couldn't care less about how the situation made Marissa feel. Fuck you Marissa!

      I knew that he was at least aware of me. Aside from some of the staff, I was probably among the youngest regulars of the shop, and I was one of the few females that made sure to smile at him when he walked into the shop. I kept a record of when he walked in the shop so that I could arrive at similar times, and that would allow me to stand next to him as we waited in line for our coffees. He was focused on work, it seemed, but I knew that I would have my chance to get between his wife and him if I was persistent and just available when the time was right. It’s easy to be patient when you’re constantly plotting evil deeds like me.

      All that it would take would be for fight or major disagreement occur between the two of them, and him having the feeling as if there was a worthy, and easy option waiting for him on the sidelines. It wasn’t the ideal spot to be in, for a woman like me, but once I had his cock inside of me I knew that Marissa would be done for, and I could have my revenge on the dirty whore. She was going to be reminded about how much of a bitch she was in college, and she would never look at me in the same way. I didn’t care how much she might have matured. She was going to lose her man, and the only way she would be able to keep him is if she was happy with her role in a love triangle that favored her husband’s interests. Fuck you Marissa!

      One particular day we were waiting in line and he was looking down at his cellphone as his body was sort of rocking back and forth. I took the opportunity to pretend as if I needed to tie my shoe, and when I bent over I waited for him to rock towards my ass so that he would touch it. With tight black leggings on and a thong on underneath, I knew that it would feel as if he had reached out and touched my bare ass.

      “Oh my god,” he seemed concerned, “I am so sorry. I didn’t mean to, uhh.” His face was turning beat red as I got up quickly so that I could pretend to be upset with him.

      “Who the hell do you think you are?” I said to him, but with a huge smile and a light tone.

      He wasn’t sure what to do, and he froze as he stared at me. Mike was a handsome guy, and it made me feel good to see the effect I clearly had on him.

      “It’s okay,” I reassured him, “don’t worry about it. I’m used to perverts like you always trying to touch me when I’m not paying attention.”

      “Sorry, like really.” He was blushing and I thought it was cute how flustered he was, “let me buy you your coffee.”

      “Okay!” I ordered my drink. I knew that I had him when he offered to pay for my drink. He was now investing in us, albeit in a small way, and I would take a seat with him and slowly become the object of his sexual energy. His wife, Marissa, was going to pay for all of the things that she did to me, and her husband was going to pay for my coffee.

      When our drinks came I thanked him, but I waited off to the side for him to choose a table and then I followed him. Without asking, I just sat down across from him and started to talk. Mike did not seem to mind, but I could see his facial expression telling me that he was feeling some confusion along with some discomfort. It was likely because he did not think that I was interested in him because he was so worried about me potentially freaking out on him for touching my butt. Of course he had no idea that I set him up to touch it in the first place.

      “What’s your name?” I asked as if I didn’t already know a ton about him already. I was sure to maintain eye contact with him as I sipped the drink that he bought me.

      “Mike, and you?” He asked looking somewhat interested, but he was still unsure about how to act around me. I think he saw me as a liability because of the fact that he touched my ass, and I realized that it could actually hurt my chances if I allowed his discomfort to continue on to a level of paranoia.

      “My name is Megan,” I answered as I brushed my hair out of my face. I looked deeply into his eyes and could see his precious blue eyes looking back at me. “Where do you work?” I asked. “Is it in this building?” I was hoping to carry the conversation on, but his phone started to light up and his focused was stolen away from me.

      “Excuse me,” he said as he started to stand up in a hurry, “I’ve got to get going. Today is totally not working out for me!” He answered his phone and started talking to somebody on the other end. I was disappointed that he left me so soon, but he did smile at me weakly before finally leaving the coffee shop.

      He had taken his drink with him, and I could not help but think that he set up a fake phone call so that he could ditch me. I realized that by asking him where he worked I might have spooked him, because I foolishly let us meet on the premise of him accidentally feeling me up. It did not make sense until I actually sat down and thought about it, and while most men would have taken my bait, this guy was clearly very intelligent and suspected some sort of trap being laid out to set him up. I realized that I would have to modify my behavior to make him understand that I was not trying to get him in trouble for touching my butt. I did find it amusing that he likely recognized that something was going on with our meeting, however, it was possible that the call that he took in the coffee shop was a genuine business emergency. All that I wanted to do was have him fuck my brains out so that his wife would understand what it’s like to be cheated on. Maybe he could sense my intentions.

      The only option I had was to continue going to the coffee shop and hope that Mike returned. At least we were on a first name basis, so it wouldn’t be odd for me to approach him and have a conversation. Even though I suspected that he was concerned about the circumstances in which we met, it was still possible that he had an honest business emergency and had to take the call. There wasn’t much I could do to learn if it was real or not, but it really did no matter. All that mattered was that I was willing to be patient, and wait for another opportunity to talk with him.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            A former coworkers boyfriend

          

        

      

    

    
      To be honest, part of the reason why I am able to be so patient is because I work on multiple projects at once. So while I waited for my shot to talk to Mike again, I had already set up a situation where this guy, Greg, was waiting to come over to my house. Greg was dating a woman I used to work with that I could not stand, and I promised myself that I would find a way to get my revenge. She used to tattle on me to the boss at the old company, and I could never understand why a woman would go through such an effort to make my life miserable. Then again, I could understand, because I was in the business of fucking the men that my enemy’s loved.

      It might have taken four years and some change, but I was preparing to claim my long awaited victory tonight and my old coworker, Kendra, would be sharing a bed with a man that loved to lick my pussy and ass. Greg was not that attractive to me, and part of that was because Kendra wasn’t exactly the type of women to draw in the handsome guys, but he was good enough to worship me. He wasn’t a fit guy, or an overweight man by any means. He was overwhelmingly average, and in this day and age, those types of men tend to enjoy being on their hands and knees for a woman like me. I’ve had my fair share of fun with simple guys like Greg before. The key thing for me was that by dominating the men, I felt as if I was also dominating the women that were behind those men. Fuck you Kendra!

      If you asked me if it was wrong to have guys like Greg grovel on their knees for my pussy and ass I would tell you that I wasn’t even remotely close to doing anything wrong. These guys were coming over to my place for a reason, and just because I would tell them to worship me, it doesn’t mean that they had to do it. It was in Greg’s eyes from the very beginning. I knew right away that he wanted to put his nose between my butt cheeks and to sniff my ass while he licked my pussy, and I had no problems indulging him. I saw myself as being almost charitable to the guy. Without my desire to disrespect his woman, Greg would never have a chance to be with a woman like me. Kendra was probably about as good as he was going to ever get, and she was far from being what most men would describe as desirable. She could stand to lose a few pounds, and it wouldn’t hurt if she learned how to not be a complete bitch.

      A guy like Greg would have nothing bad to say when I told him I wasn’t interested in having sex. He would happily lick my pussy and ass without complaining, hell, I could probably get him to thank me for the opportunity as if he was participating in some fucked up sexual tryout. I was in no way going to deny the poor the guy an orgasm for his troubles. I planned on letting him masturbate while I watched, and I would get his permission to take a photo or video of his humiliation.

      This is where my patience comes into play. I’ll have Greg’s consent to take the video and everything, but I won’t just send it to Kendra. I’ll wait, patiently, for the right time. I’ll wait until they buy a house and get married, and possibly start building a future. That’s when a video will appear in Kendra’s hands. She should have known better than to treat me poorly, because now the love of her life was about to be nose deep inside of my ass.

      “I’m so glad you could make it!” I said to Greg when I opened my front door. I kissed him on the cheek. “Come inside!” I was wearing the same leggings that I used to get Mike interested, and I could feel little Greg’s eyes on my butt as I walked him inside of my home.

      Greg had no idea that I used to work with Kendra. However, he did know that I was aware of him being in a relationship with somebody, and that I was just somebody he was cheating with. He had a dumb smile on his dopey looking face as he looked around my home, and then his eyes were fixed on my body again. I turned my body so that his eyes could see my tight butt, and I imagined a situation in which Kendra was watching her man on his knees as he continuously smelled my butt because he was into that type of thing. I wanted to make him crave it, and I wanted to have the video evidence of him loving the taste of my most intimate area. He looked like he was getting ready to lose his mind if he didn’t get the chance to taste my bum.

      I took the lead, and walked towards him, putting my hand around his neck and pulling him in for a kiss.

      “I want to film us,” I said. “I like to watch guys like you licking my ass.”

      “What do you mean?” He asked with a look of confusion on his face, though his hands were touching my body.

      I pulled him in tight, with my hand firmly on his hard cock and I kissed him as I whispered into his ears letting him know how handsome he was.

      “I want to film us playing so that I can watch it later.” I started pulling off his shirt so that I could lick his nipples. “Will you let me film us doing it?” I asked as I put his hand down on my firm butt.

      “Y-yes, that’s f-fine,” he said feeling more confident in himself. He squeezed my ass and I moaned to let him know that I loved it.

      “Good,” I said as I turned around and let him see my butt as it began to grind against his horny crotch. “I hope you like the way that it smells!” I said as I twerked my ass back and forth on his curious cock. “You look like a good butt sniffer.” I teased as I moved away from him to set up the camera.

      To make it look like this was all spur of the moment, I had kept my tripod in the closet and my phone on the table. I already knew the set up worked well, but I had to make it seem as if this was all new to me and the thought of filming a man licking my butt when he has a girlfriend was not something I ever planned, and that it just sort of happened. Greg looked gullible enough, so I got everything set up and he looked at the tripod strangely, but his worry seemed to disappear when I turned around and gave him the opportunity to play with my ass.

      “Do you want to kiss my ass Greggy?” I asked as I slowly shook it from side to side. “Come on, it wants to be kissed!” I slowly stepped out of my leggings and revealed my perfect naked ass to the love of Kendra’s life. To me, he was nothing more than a butt sniffer!

      Kendra didn’t even know it, but I was dominating her husband as he dropped to his knees and planted multiple firm kisses on my butt. I taunted him with my words, and grabbed the back of his head and held his nose between my crack. I loved the feeling of having a man worship my body, but my arousal was coming from the fact that the lips on my ass would soon be the lips on my enemy’s lips. Fuck you Kendra!

      “You fucking like that bitch?” I asked even though it was clear that he loved the feeling of being dominated by a woman that was a few points up on the attractiveness scale then his woman. “Let me hear you sniff it bitch!” I laughed at him for smelling my butt.

      “I love it,” he said as he made sure to kiss my ass as if I was his queen. “I wish my face could be your chair.”

      “That’s a good Greg. You’re such a good little bitch!” I said feeling good knowing that I was catching everything on camera.

      I thought it was funny that he knew about the camera filming him as he was on his knees and allowing me to degrade his face with my butt. He clearly was a man of little self-respect and his self-esteem was obviously only high enough for him to see himself as a butt sniffing beta male. His lust for me was clearly calling all of the shots, and it didn’t seem to matter how much I wanted to humiliate him. He seemed up for anything so long as it involved my body. Fuck you Kendra!

      “I hate to break it to you bitch, but I have no plans of letting you put that little dick of yours inside of me,” I turned around so that his face was confronted with my wet pussy, “open your mouth.” I said as I waited for him to obey my command. Once he listened, I rewarded him with the experience of a lifetime. “For being such a good little bitch and kissing my ass, you get to lick my pussy. Good job!” I was acting for the camera but I found it funny how all of his reactions were genuine. I was rocking his world, and it was obvious by the way that he licked me.

      “You are so fucking sexy!” He confessed as he ran his tongue up and down the outside of my pussy, “I don’t deserve to worship you like this!” I had to give him credit for his lack of shyness in front of the camera.

      I had his admission of inferiority on camera, and furthermore I was beginning to enjoy the way his tongue was flicking against my pussy. He did not appear to have the right size to be able to bring me to an orgasm, but it was clear that he had learned how to use his tongue to make for his mediocrity. I praised him for his ability to make me come, and I enjoyed the feeling of gushing all over his face and looking into his eyes while I thought about the woman that loved him.

      Knowing that I held all of the power in this exchange, and that a woman that once crossed me in the workplace was now proven to be less than me was the experience that I had been hunting for. Greg was collateral damage, but I don’t think he minded his position, and his attitude improved when I gave him permission to masturbate his tiny cock.

      “Go on,” I said as I started to put my leggings back on. “Let me see you come. Tell me how much you loved my body.”

      “You are the most beautiful woman in the world. I bow to your greatness, and I think of you as a goddess!” He was clearly infatuated by the experience and I didn’t mind capturing his pathetic little speech on film as he spilled his load into a paper towel. “Thank you goddess!” He said when he was finished making a fool of himself.

      It felt good to be queen!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The cuckcake lifestyle

          

        

      

    

    
      It took me a long time to figure out the name for the type of person that I was. I eventually figured out that I was essentially known as a cuckcake while the women that have their husbands cheat on them are known as cuckqueans. In all of my time doing what I do, most of the women only find out about their husband’s cheating after the fact, but you would be surprised how many women find themselves getting turned on by the whole idea. You see, in some situations my cruel personality actually is the reason for a marriage to continue.

      Most of the time the cuckquean is left humiliated and heart broken, and I love that, but there are times when I actually help strengthen a relationship. I find these cases more rewarding, oddly, and I a figure it’s because I pity any woman that is so low that she gets turned on by some of the nasty things they do. In my opinion, these types of women were born fucked to begin with. The idea of finding it arousing for your partner to cheat on you, and often in front of your face is repulsive and I could never live with myself if it happened to me. Thankfully, I’m in the position that I am in.

      For the longest time I never worried about figuring out that I was known as a cuckcake, because to me I was just a woman that was seducing men for the purpose of fulfilling an urge to show dominance, but one woman in particular introduced me to a lifestyle that caused me to start searching for answers. Her name was Karen, and she had wronged me years before I eventually went after her husband, and she was the first to catch me in the act. Instead of flipping out, and throwing lamps and books she sat down and watched. She told me that it was turning her on, and she begged to lick her husband’s come from my pussy. It was a real eye opener, and it happens a lot more than you would think when you do what I do.

      I feel like a god when a man his on his knees with his tongue between my crack and his erection is pulsing with lust, but it doesn’t seem to have the same effect as when a woman is begging to taste me. Maybe it’s because I see men as wanting to do these types of things, and women being, for the most part, uninterested in doing these types of things to other women. This makes it much hotter when it does finally happen, and I have a woman’s tongue inside of my pussy or ass and I feel like a queen that just conquered a new land.

      One of my girlfriends once asked me when we had a few drinks how many men I had slept with in my life. I remember lying and telling her six, and she thought that was a lot considering it only took her three boyfriends to find her one and only. I wouldn’t dare admit the truth to her, and to be honest, I lost count a very long time ago. I’ve had sex with more women than most men, and it’s something I love about my life, but I don’t brag about it because the modern society would shame me and classify me as a slut or something awful. It’s my life, and I can’t help it that so many marriages are unhappy and easy to infiltrate.

      I still find it odd when the woman I’m trying to humiliate gets off on what I’m doing. The physical act is humiliating to them, particularly when they beg to lick the come from my pussy or when they lick my asshole, but it still feels as if they are winning to some degree. They are getting what they want when they worship my body, and I do my best to find something that they are not too fond of so that I can get inside of their head. That’s one of the strangest things I’ve learned about this lifestyle. You can be the submissive yet dominate and dictate the entire session, so I always try to find at least one thing that the submissive is willing to do, but dislikes at the same time.

      Typically, I’ve found that if I order them to suck on my toes while their husband watches I get to see a genuine, and honest look of humiliation on their faces. Add in a few swift and hard slaps to the face, and I have made my little cuckquean into a woman with little to no confidence. They still stay with their husbands in the end, but their lives are tainted and I always will be remembered even though I’ve since moved on to the next couple. If you have never experienced having another woman lick your toes and call you a goddess then you have much to learn about yourself. I recommend every woman experience this feeling at least once in their lives.

      I made some copies of the session I had earlier with Greg, so that I would not lose the footage. The next day I would take one of the copies that was burned on a CD and put it in my safety deposit box. With multiple copies, and multiple secure storage locations, it was unlikely that I would ever lose the footage of any of the encounters that I have had. I was meticulous about storing and maintaining my files of revenge, and the thought of somebody someday finding them turned me on. I could imagine whoever inherited my estate would get to know a side of me that few got to experience. Even the cuckqueans only got to see what I did with them, and they had no idea that I was as prolific as I was. Somebody would find my dirty secrets, and I was just adding one more file for them to watch. There was always a chance that I would be famous after I had passed. Who knows what can happen when you leave such an extensive body of work behind?

      After I watched the video of Greg and I again, I sat back in my chair with a glass of red wine and thought to myself about my primary target. Mike was somewhere out there, and I could not let him get away from me. He had to be the next score, and I wondered what it would be like to finally have my revenge on that dumb bitch Marissa. There was a part of me that hoped that she was the type of woman that got off on being a cuckquean. Perhaps all of those years of her being the alpha female were just a response to her body’s natural desire to be a submissive to the real dominant women of the world. It was my hope to see the bitch on her knees, begging for the chance to taste her husband’s come from my pussy, and kissing my ass when I ordered her to do so. Fuck you Marissa!

      My desire to make Kendra aware of her boyfriends infidelity was less important to me ever since I added Marissa and Mike to the equation. Kendra was a nobody in the grand scheme of things, but Marissa was at one point being worshiped by an entire campus of naive young adults. Something about bringing her down from her ivory tower and into the mud was much more appealing than humiliating a woman with a sub par beta male. For now, I decided to let Greg and Kendra slide. If either of them, for whatever reason, found a way to fuck with my life then I would drop the footage of what went on between the butt sniffer and I, but something told me that I wouldn’t have to worry about them. The most likely thing that would happen is I would get a few messages from Greg trying to set up a session again. He probably wanted to see if he could fuck me, but I would just screenshot the messages and ignore him. So long as the beta male got the point, he would be in the clear and his lady would be none the wiser to his butt sniffing adventure.

      There was nothing more for me to do other than to keep going to the coffee shop at the times that I had marked down previously, and hope to see Mike again. This time, however, it would be much easier to get the ball rolling and I could just go up and talk to him. Before, I could have done this but we had not established a bond, and though our bond was currently not that strong, it was still a bond. He couldn’t just ignore me now, and if he did for some reason see me as some sort of liability, the last thing he would want to do is make me upset so I could guarantee that so long as I could see him he would talk to me. All I needed was his attention and I knew that I could get him to lust after me. Men are easy like that. Fuck you Marissa.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Positioning myself between Mike and Marissa

          

        

      

    

    
      Mike was in line waiting to place his order when I walked into the coffee shop. His eyes were scanning the shop when they eventually met mine as I was approaching him from behind. I made sure to send him a message with my facial expression and my walk to frame his brain positively for when I approached him. I wanted to make him want me more than anything in the world, and it all felt like it was up to me to get him to feel hot. Thankfully, there was nobody behind him so I had the perfect excuse to stand beside him. The shop was less busy too which made everything much easier for me to do.

      “Fancy seeing you again,” I said as I played with my hair and gave him the cute eyes, “last time you ran out on me because you’re some kind of important business man.”

      “Yeah,” he said, “right.” He looked like he wanted to put his focus back into his phone.

      I wasn’t going to let him brush me off so easy like that, but unfortunately I had already played the accidental butt touch card, so I had to think of something a bit more creative, or figure out something to talk about that would draw him in. There was always one thing that worked better than anything else when talking to a man, and it was simply sex. Talk about having sex with a man, and you are guaranteed to have his attention. His marriage will merely be an afterthought, but you still have to seduce him past the point of talking about sex if his marriage is at all stable and strong.

      Something told me that Mike wanted to fuck me. He already touched my ass, and I’m sure the guy masturbated at the thought of being able to touch it again. I waited for him to order his coffee and sit down, so that I could take the seat adjacent him and do my best to get his cock interested in me.

      “I hope you don’t run off on little business emergency this time!” I said as I took the seat next to him. I’m sure it made him uncomfortable that I didn’t take the spot across from him, but I wasn’t interested in being shy about my intentions. He didn’t make much of an effort to move away from me as I pressed the side of my legs to his which told me that he was at least somewhat interested in me.

      “Hopefully today is quiet on that end,” he took a sip of his coffee and was remarkably calm despite the obvious strangeness to me sitting down with him as I did. “Help me out here, I can’t believe I forgot your name.” I couldn’t tell if he was pretending to not know my name or not. I assumed years of working in business made him a relatively decent liar.

      “You forgot my name huh?” I slid my hand between his legs and firmly gave his soft cock a smack. “Are you sure about that?” I grabbed his cock and balls and looked into his scared eyes.

      It’s amazing what a pretty woman like me can get away with when it comes to men I hardly know. If they would have touched me the way that I was touching Mike, they could end up in prison, but I’m exempt. These men love it when a cuckcake comes in and grabs them by the balls, because it makes it so they don’t have to think too much about the ethics of the situation. As I sat there with his manhood in my hands, I had the power to hurt him, and hurt Marissa by proxy, but I was patient. My goal was not to hurt Mike physically, but instead I wanted his hard cock inside of me and I wanted his wife to know that it was me that was the reason for her husband’s unfaithfulness. Would Marissa remember who I was and what she had done to me in college? Fuck you Marissa!

      “Wow.” He said as he slowly put his hand over mine on his crotch, “you have a lot of balls.” He chuckled, “and I’m not talking about mine. I mean you have some balls. You don’t even know me and you’re sitting next to me and have no problems with groping me like this.” He laughed, but I noted the fact that he didn’t dare tell me to stop doing what I was doing. I knew that he liked it.

      “I don’t know why,” I said in a soft and submissive tone despite the fact that I could squeeze the hell out of his balls at any moment, “something about you just brings this all out of me.” I looked around to make sure that nobody was paying attention to us in the coffee shop, “do you want to fuck me Mike?” I whispered into his ears. I made sure to gently blow into his ears before he could respond to me. I was craving a real man’s cock as well. Greg was unfortunately not manly enough to make me feel the way I wanted to feel.

      He answered me quickly, but for that brief moment where I could see his gears turning I smiled at him and blew him a sexy kiss. Mike was doing what every man does when a woman like me comes into his life with such an easy proposal to get off. For about half a second he considered his wife and her feelings, but quickly the cock stole away all of the blood from his body and soon it was the one making all of the decisions. I loosened my grip on his balls so that the flow could enter his manhood and his cock could grow stiff. An image of me leading him out of the shop and into my car by pulling on the head of his hard cock entered my mind. I may never physically do that, but metaphorically speaking that was exactly what I was doing to him.

      “Yes, I do.” He said as his breathing changed to match a man that was doing something risky, “when? Where?” There was a sense of urgency in his aura, and I had him hooked. This was the type of mindset a guy that makes a mistake is in, and all I had to do was promise him some pussy.

      “Hmm, so you do like me.” I patted his cock playfully before removing my hand from the equation all together. I looked at him with my sexy eyes and looked for any and all signs of weakness. “Do you have a place?” I was hoping that he would take the risk and bring me home. That was the most likely place for his wife to catch us in the act. If he chose a hotel, he was more likely to get away with it, and he could just explain the credit card charge as something business related, and it would mean that I would have to keep escalating the relationship to increase the odds of Marissa suspecting him of wrongdoing.

      “I do.” He said. I looked down to see his stiff cock doing all of the thinking. “Come with me.” He put his hands firmly on my hips and pushed me as if to tell me to stand up, so that we could go. He didn’t hold my hand, but he led me out of the coffee shop and towards his car. He didn’t say much, but I could practically hear his heart beating. “Just so you know Megan, I am a married man.” He confessed which was interesting.

      “Good.” I said walking confidently behind him, “maybe she’ll catch us and join in on the fun!”

      “Yeah,” he thought I was making a stupid joke, “right.”

      Mike did not come out and say it, but it seemed very likely that we were going back to his home. I was excited to see what kind of a lifestyle Marissa had achieved by hooking her claws into this man. I was hoping that she was in the upper echelons of society, because it would make it much sweeter when she discovered that she was made into a cuckquean. If she was in squalor, you could argue that I was doing her a favor. Something about the way Mike carried himself told me that she would be faced with a pretty difficult decision in regards to whether she stayed with her cheating husband or not. Fuck you Marissa!
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      I left my vehicle where it was and just tagged along with Mike. He did not say much as he started his car up and pulled out of the office building’s garage, and I grew progressively more curious about where he was going to take me. He turned on some rock music that threw me off guard. Mike seemed to be too clean cut and square to like the hard stuff, but to be fair I never met the guy in a context that was not close to his workplace. I watched as his fingers tapped along to the beat of the heavy metal drums on the steering wheel.

      “Where are you taking me?” I asked hoping that the answer was not going to be some cheap hotel room.

      “Why do you want to know?” He asked as he bit down on his lower lip. It felt like Mike was playing some sort of game with me, and I wasn’t sure how I felt about him feeling as if he had the upper hand. I was, however, starting to see what it was that Marissa found attractive about the guy.

      “I’m only going to ask one more time,” I shoved my hand between his legs and grabbed his dick roughly with my hands. “Where. Are. You. Taking. Me?” I spoke very slowly as if I was talking to an idiot.

      “Relax, whoa.” He nearly lost control of his car, but he quickly got used to my hand being on his cock. He was relatively relaxed about the situation considering the power I held in my hand. “We’re just going back to my house. Can you let me drive? Please!” He begged but in a playful way. As far as I was concerned he passed the test.

      “Okay!” I removed my hand and turned up the volume of the radio. He looked over at me and I started to head bang as if I liked the music. I did this to try and make him feel uncomfortable about his music tastes, but he impressed me by turning up the volume even louder and laughing as I eventually settled down into my seat. He had won that exchange, and my attraction and desire to sleep with him was growing.

      We pulled into a neighborhood that I had never seen before, and I immediately realized that we were getting close to where he and Marissa lived. The monthly landscaping bill alone on some of these homes would probably cost more than the average American earns in a month. The houses and cars looked exactly like what a high powered executive or a business owner would own, and it told me a lot more about who Mike was and what he represented. The sight of all of the wealth in the neighborhood sent feelings into my crotch, and my panties were starting to get wet as I imagined myself being a member of this prestigious neighborhood. A lot of women would not admit it, but this kind of money and power turned me on, and I found myself feeling very agreeable towards Mike. Saying “yes” to him felt like an obligation considering the level of attraction that had grown between us.

      He pulled into his driveway and he pressed the button to open his garage. At first I didn’t think as to why he was pulling the car inside of his garage, but I realized it was a sure way to get me in and out of his home without his neighbors knowing of his wrongdoing. There was only one person in the world that I wanted to catch us in the act, and her name is Marissa. As we walked up the steps into his living room, I could sense the tension building and growing into a lustful frenzy, and I could not wait to wrap my arms around him and feel his lips on mine. I was a step behind him and I could smell his cologne mixed with a slight amount of sweat that was starting to find itself on his body.

      There was no way to say it other than to admit that I was genuinely attracted to him, and I would have fucked him just for sport if he wasn’t married to a woman that I loathed. Because he was married to her, I had an ulterior motive by default, but it did add to the spiciness of the encounter to know that she married a man that did not respect her enough to remain faithful and honest. Seeing photographs of him and Marissa plastered all over the place made me feel a rush of excitement and the desire to have his hot come inside of me was growing by the second. Marissa ruined a relationship I had with a decent man years ago, and now her wealthy husband was going to be inside of me, and it was my intention to convert his cock’s preference to my pussy instead of hers. For a moment, I imagined my pussy inches from her face as her husband fucked me hard. I was telling her that I expected her to clean up the mess whenever her husband was done cheating on her. Fuck you Marissa!

      Mike pulled me towards the edge of the couch and firmly wrapped his arms around my body. He pulled me in tight so that our pelvises were pressed together, and his hardening cock was growing against my body. I gasped in approval as he sent one hand to caress my buttocks while the other hand found its way on the back of my neck as he pulled me in for a sweet kiss. I found myself wanting to submit to him, and drop to my knees in an attempt to worship his masculinity, but I waited to see how he wanted to proceed. He was clearly not only a man that loved to fuck, but it seemed that he also enjoyed making love. The thought of his wife seeing our intimacy served as a powerful aphrodisiac, and I enjoyed being able to put my thoughts aside and let him lead me into his world of passion. Fuck you Marissa!

      Unable to resist his body, I reached around and squeezed his ass while I started tugging on his shirt so that it would no longer be tucked into his pants. I could feel how firm his body was and I felt a desire to kiss and lick his hard abs and make him feel desired. He seemed to understand my signal, because he quickly pulled off his shirt to reveal to me his amazing body.

      “You look like Hercules,” I said in an effort to make him feel like the strongest, most powerful man on the planet. “I want you so bad Mike.” I was sure to say his name in the most sexy way possible.

      Inflating a man’s ego is probably the most useful tool a woman has if she wants to get something accomplished. I once had a man tell me that the most attractive trait a woman could have was simply being interested in him. Initially, I thought he was lying to me because years of conditioning had shown me that women were attracted to the beautiful women on magazine covers and staring in movies. That being said, I tried to incorporate his strategy into my plan of attack and I was stunned by the results. He turned out to be on the mark with that statement, because I tried it out several times and I found that the guys I tried it on tended to fall for me quicker than normal. Ever since then I had loved using the strategy of letting men feel like the kings they dreamed to be. A lot of women don’t ever think about it, or don’t want to admit it, but there is a ton of power to be had by getting on your knees and sucking a man’s cock.

      I had managed to get myself closer to the floor and subsequently his pants were dropping from his waist. I had just jokingly called him Hercules, but his cock was hard enough to deserve the nickname. Once I got him undressed, I started to kiss his cock, and I did that for some time before decided to get naked myself.

      “Does your wife still appreciate how wonderful you are? Does she suck your cock like it deserves to be sucked?” I asked rhetorically as I popped the crown of his rock hard cock in my mouth. I sucked and hummed for a moment before pushing it deeper inside of my mouth.

      “That’s it. Right there bitch!” Mike said feeling confident from everything I was doing and saying to him.

      Mike grabbed my head firmly with both of his hands on either side of my head and started to ram his cock in and out of me as if my face was nothing more than a pussy. He was grunting as he fucked my face, and I could feel that he believed to be a god and I a worthless fuck hole. That was exactly where I wanted him to be, and from my experience, how you get the most out of a man’s cock. Our eyes were fixed on one another and the grin on his face made my pussy grow more aroused. I wanted him. I needed him. He was, simply put, too much of an alpha male to not add him to the list of cocks that have shot their seed inside of me. It felt as if it was my duty to humanity  to receive his load. I could not let the mankind down.

      I had to take it upon myself to have him inside of me. He seemed to have no issue treating my face like a fuck hole and dumping his load into my mouth, and probably starting the car and dropping me off on the curb. I could not let that happen, so I stood up and spun his body around.

      “Lay down.” I said as sweetly as I could, “I want to ride you!” I bit down on my lower lip and squeezed my left breast hard. His eyes watched my hand clamp down hard around my breast.

      He mirrored my lip biting and slowly sat down on the floor. I put my knees on either side of him and pulled his face into my breasts and made him kiss them. I pushed his head towards my nipple and he began to suck.

      “Bite and suck hard,” I instructed as I lifted my legs slightly so I could use my hand to slide his cock inside of me. “Yeah, that’s perfect!” I said as he followed my instructions perfectly and sent immense pleasure into my body and shivers down my spine.

      I didn't plan it to be this way, but I realized I was able to see where we had walked up from the garage, and his back was turned to it. It would not have mattered if everything went without a hitch, but I could see a shadow moving up the steps. My heart was beating rapidly at the thought of his wife discovering us. I went up and down on his cock as if nothing was going on, and I prayed that it was in fact his wife and not someone like a maid or maintenance worker. To keep Mike in a state of ignorance, I started to moan even though I was not quite at the level of moaning to manage the pleasure, but I could tell that it fueled his erection more as it seemed to grow even harder inside of me.

      And there she was. Marissa’s head appeared and she froze when she saw me looking at her. It was obvious that I was fucking her husband, but I had no intentions of stopping. In fact, I upped the speed in which I was slamming my body up and down on his hard cock. Marissa set down her bags, but she did not move from where she was standing. She just continued to watch, so I pulled Mike’s hair and pressed my lips tightly against his while I watched her from the corner of my eyes. Her hands wandered towards her crotch and under her waistband. She was exactly as I hoped, and I was curious if she knew who I was, or if she even remembered me.

      We were looking at one another, and she felt comfortable enough to not hide herself. Mike was the only one that had no idea what was going on, so I gave Marissa the middle finger as I extracted pleasure from her husband’s mighty cock. I moaned louder and louder, and all that she did in response was touch herself. She was a weak woman, a cuckquean, and I knew that I could set up a situation in which I got to physically dominate her. I had been in this position before, and it was the ideal place to be considering my goals.

      Interestingly enough, Marissa gathered her bags and slowly retreated from the home. She was leaving her husband and I to finish the deed, and this meant that I would have to either get in contact with her directly, or tell Mike about his wife catching us fucking. I wasn’t sure what to do yet, so I just focused on getting myself off. I rode his cock up and down until my legs began to shake and the volume of my voice was loud enough to frighten the neighbors. Upon hearing my pleasure, Mike was unable to keep his cock from shooting his sperm inside of me.

      “Fill me up Mike,” I whispered into his ear as his stiff cock started spraying me with his built up lust. “Thank you, thank you.” I said as I sat all the way down on his empty cock.

      I kissed his neck a few times before finally lifting myself from his body, and with my hand covering my pussy, I made my way to the bathroom. If Marissa had been here the cleaning process would have been as simple as sitting on her face and watching her suck it out of me like a good bitch, but that was not the case this time, and I was left to using her towel to dry the sweat that had accumulated on my body.

      “Well, she is definitely a willing cuckquean,” I said to myself as I fixed my hair in the mirror, “the trouble now is to just find a way to set up a session.”

      She had a thing of lipstick sitting on the counter and I decided to open it up and try it out. It looked good on me, probably better on me, and I set it down and went downstairs to discover a man that was drained of all of his energy.

      “Oh. My. God.” Mike said as he was still sitting on the floor with his back leaning against the couch, “you stole all of my energy!” He joked as he started to reach for his clothes to get dressed.

      “I can’t wait for you to fuck me with your wife watching us!” I said hoping to see his response, “can you handle two women at once?”

      “Oh sure,” he was laughing as he got dressed, “I’m sure my dear wife would love to share me with another woman.” He walked closer to me and kissed me, “and I’m sure she would just love to see that I picked a woman better looking than her too!” He playfully flicked my nose before putting his efforts back into getting dressed.

      “Your wife watched us fuck,” I said plainly, “She was standing on the steps, and she looked right at me. She didn’t say a word, but you know what she did do?” I paused but I started to speak again as soon as he was about to open his mouth to annoy me with a million questions, “she put her hand down her pants and touched herself! She fucking likes it!” I said while laughing.

      “What?” Mike said while giving me a strange look, “what the fuck are you going on about?”

      “I’m serious.” I said plainly.

      We sat down and I spilled the beans on everything. I knew that he wasn’t going to be easily convinced as I’m sure he thought that I had some motivation for trying to make him angry with his wife, but I was able to describe her well enough to make him believe that I knew exactly who she was. There were a lot of pictures of her in the house, but none of them reflected her current hair color or style, and that was enough to make Mike believe every word that I said about her watching us making love.

      “Mike,” I said, “I want you to pay attention to how she treats you tonight. Don’t let her know that you are aware of her watching us, and see how she responds to you.” I said as I kissed him on the forehead, “I would bet a ton of money on her being very nice, and initiating sex with you. I bet she does something for you that she normally would complain about if you had asked her to do it.”

      “Hmm, you think?” He said as he looked at me with a ton of curiosity in his eyes, “then what?”

      “Give me your phone,” I added myself to his contact list after he handed it to me, “get in contact with me about her behavior. If it goes the way I think it will, then you will be able to come right out and ask her if she wants to be involved with our affair.”

      We talked for a while about the concept of cuckqueaning, and it felt like I was introducing him to a whole new world. He did not, however, discover my strong motivation to humiliate his wife specifically. That remained to be seen, and after I explained everything to the best of my ability, I asked him to take me home. I didn’t have a reason to go back to the office building, and I wanted to give him and Marissa some time alone so that I could see how their interaction played out.

      “Promise me you will update me as it goes down!” I said when I got out of the car when we pulled up to my home.

      “I promise.” He said with a smile. Mike must have felt like a player, and I couldn’t blame him.

      Fuck you Marissa!
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      I was having too much fun with Mike to be worried about what kind of messages I was receiving on my phone. Unsurprisingly, Greg was hitting me up and begging to come over. I guess he couldn’t get enough of the humiliation. This was part of the beauty of how I get my revenge. Poor little Kendra was probably staying up late at night trying to figure out why her man was just not as interested in her as he once was. If she dug deep enough, maybe she would learn that Greg is a good little butt sniffer. Fuck you Kendra!

      “I want to lick your feet and worship you like a goddess,” He sent to me via text message. I was not even slightly surprised that while I had forgotten about him, I was the number one, two and three thing on his mind.

      “Is that so?” I replied. He had sent me the message a while ago, and I was curious to see how long it would take him to respond. My money was on him waiting by the phone, desperate, fiending for his goddess to acknowledge his deviant desires.

      Poor Greg was so easy to dominate. I kind of liked how willing he was and how bad it made Kendra look. Sure, Kendra might lose respect for her man if she found out how submissive he really was, but she would likely question why she was not beautiful enough to solicit the same reaction from Greg. She just didn’t have the same powerful effect on men as I do, and I was hardly giving Greg a full effort to begin with. He was clearly enthralled by our last session and he showed his true desire when he replied to my message less than a minute later.

      “I have a gift for you.” He replied with a photo attachment. It was a photo of him on his knees, completely naked and holding a decent stack of money. At least he knew how to get my attention, so I decided to proceed with the beta male.

      I did intend on leaving Greg alone, but there is one thing I never pass up on and that is the opportunity of having a man that is clearly motivated to be financially dominated. The thought of resources being diverted from Kendra and into my hands was a comforting idea, and I gave him permission to come over my house so long as he understood that I never would sleep with him. It’s amazing how even when the prospect of sex is taken off the table a man will still hang around and beg for your attention. If a man ever wants to give you a gift for the privilege to worship your feet, you should let him. It is an eye opener, and I believe all women should know the true value of themselves if given the chance!

      Having a man come over and make a fool of himself at my feet while I waited for a more handsome, stronger, alpha male to let me know about setting a threesome with his wife was just the type of lifestyle a grudge holder like me finds herself into. I’ve talked to women in the past about guys with foot fetishes, and for some reason the women always say they would never let a man do it. I’m a big supporter of these types of men. I let them indulge their need, and in return they tend to spoil me as if I was their princess. That appeared to be exactly what Greg was into, and the fact that his girlfriend was the same bitch I hated made the whole experience that much more pleasurable. I wouldn’t change it for the world!

      “Hello goddess!” Greg said when I answered the door. I could see him obviously feeling nervous and lustful at the same time. I was positive I could have told him to get on his knees and kiss my feet for the world to see, but I was kind and allowed him to come inside where I could humiliate him exclusively for my entertainment.

      “Hello butt sniffer!” I said with a smile as I turned around to show him my ass. “But today you want to be a little foot bitch. Is that right?” I’ve always used the “butt sniffer” nickname to weed out the beta males. The alpha’s tend to punish me for degrading them like that, but the betas start to get erections and begging for their needs to be fulfilled.

      I could hear Greg breathing heavily as he thought about licking and kissing my butt, but today he was here only to lick my feet. He looked attentively as I sat down on my couch and kicked my feet up on the ottoman. His eyes were locked in on my feet and he dropped to his knees and held his hands out with a thick envelope. I knew that the contents of that envelope symbolized his willingness to submit to me entirely. I smiled at him as his heart beat a thousand times a second.

      “That’s a good bitch.” I said as I took the envelope from his hands. I checked the inside and I was very pleased with the results. I made a mental note about trying to figure out a way to make this my full time job before speaking to Greg again. “I hope you don’t mind me texting my boyfriend while you do this,” I said telling a tiny lie about Mike being my boyfriend.

      “Thank you goddess,” his lips moved closer to my toes, “I don’t mind. Thank you goddess!” If Kendra was smart enough to see what kind of man she was with, she could find herself in a good spot with a guy like Greg. He seemed like prime cuckold material, but Kendra was too stupid to understand the power she could wield if she just put in a bit of effort with her man.

      I giggled as the beta male kissed and licked my feet. He dutifully removed my socks and I laughed as he pressed his nose between my toes and smelled my sweaty feet. Having this large amount of money in my hands and a woman out there that was getting off on her husband fucking me was the way that I was living my life, and I would argue that it was a life ten times better than the average woman. I knew that Marissa was getting hot from watching me with Mike, and I wondered if Kendra would have similar feelings if she saw the beta male worshiping my sweaty feet.

      “You were right about her being super nice to me. Also, I’m pretty sure we are going to have sex soon.” Mike texted me as I was getting my heels sucked by Greg.

      There was not much for me to be surprised about, but I was very pleased to be in contact with Mike.

      “Tell her you want her to watch you fuck another woman. Do not say anything about her seeing us. Do it while she’s begging for your cock!” I texted him back.

      “Suck. Better. Bitch.” I said to Greg as I continued to play on my phone. “Come on! I thought I was your goddess!” I slapped him hard across the face with the bottom of my right foot. I could see the humiliation enter his soul. “And you love it!” I did it again as I laughed in his face for being such a pathetic man.

      “Thank you goddess!” He said as he tried to continue kissing my toes, but I wanted to slap him around a bit more. “Thank you so much!”

      The time flew by as I was getting my feet worshiped and waiting for Mike to get back to me. Finally, my phone lit up and my heart rate was high from what I read.

      “She asked if you would be willing to come over tonight.” Mike sent me.

      “I’m on my way.” I replied instantly.

      The beta male was given a ton of time to worship at my feet, so I did not feel bad when I politely asked him to go be a pathetic man somewhere else.

      “I’m going to get fucked by a real man.’ I said while standing up, he was still kissing my feet. “Come on, get the fuck out of her. Scram! Out!”

      He got up and I laughed at his posture. Greg appeared to have difficulty looking me in the eyes, and standing tall now that he had spent so much time subservient to me. His cock was rock hard, and poking through his pants. I grabbed it roughly and started pushing him towards the front door.

      “Get. Out. Of. My. House!” I said while looking into his eyes. He was loving the way that I was treating him.

      “Thank you goddess!” He said, “Goodnight goddess!”

      I just laughed at him and slammed the door on him. Fuck you Kendra!
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      The day was turning out to be perfect. I had a wad of cash in my pocket, freshly cleaned feet, and a woman from my past that was excited to be humiliated by me. These days are special to me, and the drive to the other side of town to see Mike and Marissa seemed to take forever and my excitement levels were through the roof. Oddly, I found myself putting on the radio station that played heavy metal so that I could get into the mood. Mike had left an interesting impression on me with his massive wealth and his beautiful cock.

      I texted Mike to see where he wanted me to park my car, and he told me that it was fine to leave it out front. I suppose it made sense. The neighbors would just assume that I was a friend of Marissa, and they would have no reason to believe that I was actually there to humiliate Marissa. There was a part of me that wanted her neighbors to know about her shameful lust to be humiliated by a superior woman such as myself, but I did care for Mike and I did not want to put him on blast. Having her lose face to her husband was enough for me, and I could not wait to look her in the eyes as she sucked his hot come from my pussy. I was excited to give her the middle finger and laugh at her while she degraded herself and indulged in her secret fun. The natural order would soon be seen. Fuck you Marissa!

      “Hey Mike!” I said when he opened the front door. I walked inside and waited for him to close the door for me to kiss him on the lips. “How are you handsome?” I asked as I put my hand on his hard chest.

      “I’m good, thank you.” Mike kissed me passionately on the lips in front of his wife, “this is my wife, Marissa. Marissa, this is…”

      “Goddess,” I said abruptly interrupting Mike. “You can call me goddess.”

      “Nice to meet you goddess.” Marissa said softly. It was obvious that she remembered who I was but we seemed to have a mutual understanding to keep our mouths shut.

      “Now,” I said confidently, “as your goddess I demand that you pray to me as if I was truly the creator of the world. On your knees! Now!” I said. I watched as she quickly dropped to her knees. “Put your hands up like this,” I said showing her with my hands to put her palms together and point the tips of her fingers to the bottom of her chin. “Very good! Now pray to me bitch!”

      Marissa closed her eyes and prayed to me while on her knees. I walked up to her and put my butt on her face, and held her in as she prayed to me. Mike’s jaw dropped, and I saw his cock start to move inside of his pants. It must have amazing to see what he was seeing from his perspective as a man. I could only imagine the way he felt about his wife seeing her face so close and intimate with my butt.

      “Come sniff it!” I said, “your new name ought to be butt sniffer!” I laughed with Mike as we listened to her take heavy breaths through her nose. All of her oxygen was filtered through my ass. Fuck you Marissa!

      It is nearly impossible for me to explain the power and the rush that I felt by having my college nemesis on her knees with her face in my butt. I knew that she knew who I was, and it must have been very taxing to desire to be humiliated by a woman that was obviously doing it for the sake of making you look bad. I loved every second of it, and I loved letting her know how pathetic I thought she was.

      Mike walked up to me and wrapped his hands around my waist. I pulled down my pants, and exposed my bare butt to Marissa’s face.

      “Kiss my ass!” I ordered. I could never see myself being so weak like Marissa, but I’m grateful that pathetic women like her exist.

      “Yes goddess!” She said. I was glad that she was playing along like a good little cuckquean.

      Mike laughed at the sound of her lips pecking at my perfect butt. She was a lot like Greg, though it was certainly more satisfying to humiliate her. Mike put his hands on her head and pulled her face between my cheeks as he kissed me. I moaned and from the feeling of having his tongue in my mouth while I felt the sensation of having a woman’s nose tucked between my crack. As our kissing escalated, Mike was pushing his wife’s face into my ass harder. I wiggled my ass in her face, and I pulled away from her kiss.

      “Smell it bitch!” I ordered and I waited to hear her nose inhale my sacred scent. “Good bitch! Let’s go upstairs!” I was ready to get closer to the point where this despicable woman sucks her husband’s come from my pussy. Fuck you Marissa!

      Mike led the charge towards the bedroom, and I followed closely behind. Marissa made an attempt to stand up, and I was very upset with her for taking it upon herself to do something like that without asking me or her husband for permission first.

      “How dare you not ask for permission!?” I slapped her across the face. “Stay on your hands and knees bitch, and kiss my ass as we go up the stairs!”

      I started to pull my top off and I had the cuckquean assist me to remove the pants from around my ankles. I was the only one naked, but it didn’t bother me because soon my pussy would be filled while a woman watched a load that should be inside of her enter me. She was not deserving of his hot come. I made sure to climb the steps slowly so that the cuckquean could easily plant light kisses on my butt cheeks as I went up each step. It felt as if her kisses were pushing me along, and they symbolized her ultimate submission. To kiss another person’s ass is to show that you respect them more than you respect yourself. I’ve never kissed another woman’s ass, and I never will!

      Mike showed me the way to the bedroom, and it was my first time going inside of their space like this. To invade Marissa’s home and to desecrate her by fucking her husband was the ultimate sign of disrespect and it was further compounded by the fact that she was practically begging for further humiliation. Her hands were constantly rubbing her pussy as she worshiped my body.

      “Come here cuck!” I said pointing at the floor by the bed.

      “Yes goddess!” Marissa crawled to where I was pointing.

      I helped her reposition her body. I tilted he head back on the bed so that she was looking up at the ceiling, and I pushed her knees together. I had every intention of sitting my bare ass on her face with my cheeks spread apart while the rhythm of her husband fucking me rubbed my scent into her face.

      “Help me up please!” I smiled and gave Mike the cute eyes. “I want to sit on her face while you fuck me!”

      Mike said nothing, but his smile told me everything. He looked at his wife and shook his head in disapproval as she remained still. She could have protested, but she chose to not do anything about it. Her desire to be treated like a piece of garbage was obvious to the two of us, and I was sure that it was the source for the majority of Mike’s erection.

      “A throne fit for a queen.” Mike said with a smile as my ass covered his wife’s face. I spread my legs, and he licked his finger and rubbed my clit as he kissed me. “You are much more beautiful than my wife.”

      “Thank you sir!” I bit his lip while rubbing my feet all over Marissa’s chest. “I want you to come inside of me so that our little slut can clean it out of me.”

      He started to pull his pants down and I helped him out of his shirt. His heart was pounding as he got naked and approached my welcoming pussy with his raging erection. Part of me was concerned that the situation was too erotic for him and that he would come after a few seconds of penetration, but he seemed to be confident in his ability to satisfy me as he pressed his hard dick inside of me. I felt as if the only one that I was beneath was Mike. His wife was unable to see anything but my ass, but she could certainly hear her husband’s love and admiration for me as opposed to her. I don’t know how she could stand allowing herself to be treated this way, and to get off from it too was out of my ability to understand. In the end, it doesn’t matter how or why she is the way she is. All that matters is that I am better than her, and she will leave this planet someday knowing that she was a dirty little butt sniffer for a woman that she thought she was better than. Fuck you Marissa!

      Mike’s hard cock sent pleasure into my body, and I was sure to let his wife know that he was not wearing a condom. It was implied by her being told that she would be cleaning my pussy, but I saw value in verbalizing the reality of the situation. Her husband was fucking another woman raw while I sat on her face. While I received a great amount of pleasure from him thrashing into me, Marissa was dealing with my ass grinding hard into her face. I could feel her nose rubbing up against my asshole and it made the feeling of having Mike’s cock inside of me better. I looked Mike in the eyes and he smiled at me. His smile told me everything I needed to know.

      The cuckquean took some of the weight from her face by using her hands to gently hold my butt. I didn’t mind it, and I loved the feeling of her breathing heavily from inside of my ass while her husband fucked me. For some reason I had an image in my mind of her rubbing her face and smelling her hand to see if she smelled like my ass after I had left. The thought made me laugh for a moment before I was thrusted back into the pleasureful world of being fucked brutally by Mike’s perfect cock. My moans were loud enough to haunt her dreams for years to come.

      “Fuck me sir, fuck me!” I cried out to ensure that Marissa was aware of the pleasure I was feeling, “lick my ass bitch!”

      Marissa stuck her tongue out, and as my ass started to grind on her tongue and she cleaned me, her husband began to bite down on his lip. I could feel his cock throbbing inside of me, and his cock was pushing against my walls. My pussy felt tight as his cock had filled me entirely, and I let out a huge moan as I felt the first shot of his hot come enter my pussy. Every feeling of his come entering me made me feel more powerful. Not only was he giving me his seed, I was going to watch my nemesis lick it out of me like the depraved piece of trash that she is. It had taken many years, but I was finally able to prove my dominance and position within the social hierarchy. This pathetic bitch saw me as a goddess. Fuck you Marissa!

      “You’re getting what you wanted honey!” Mike said to his wife as he helped me get off of her so that I could turn around. I wanted to look her in the eyes as she sucked the come from my pussy. “How does it feel?” He asked with a chuckle mixed in with heavy breathing.

      “Look at you,” I said knowing that she was not going to be able to answer her husband’s question. “You are licking my pussy after your HUSBAND just fucked me! What the actual fuck is wrong with you? How can you let yourself be so fucking worthless? You actually called me your goddess, what a fucking loser!” I laughed loudly and the power was making my body shake. The feeling of her tongue on my come filled pussy was making me orgasm, and my insults were replaced by loud moans.

      Mike grabbed my breasts hard from behind and kissed me on the lips while his wife looked up at us. She craved the affection of her husband, but instead she could only receive it by licking what he already gave from my pussy. She was a cuckquean, and I believe she was happy in her role. It was the natural order of things. It felt as if my pussy was getting empty as she continued to lick and suck all of the come from me. I pulled away from Mike’s kiss, and looked down at Marissa with an ice cold stare.

      “Fuck you Marissa!” I shouted at her with my middle finger held only inches from her face. I could see her acknowledge her inferiority as she continued to worship my pussy.
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            How it all started

          

        

      

    

    
      I had told my husband, Jack, that I wanted to try some BDSM after reading a popular book that all of the women in my social group were obsessed with. The female main character found herself in a crazy relationship with a wealthy billionaire that had an insatiable desire to tie up and dominate women. I think the book exposed what a lot of regular women secretly wanted, but because of this book they could finally be vocal about it. All of a sudden, even the most sexually conservative women were talking about kinky sex. It became the cool thing to be dominated in the bedroom by your husband, and I wanted to try it out. Many women were telling me wonderful stories about how it essentially revolutionized the way their husband and them got along in the bedroom.

      At first, Jack was a little worried about it which I found to be strange considering it seemed like something he should enjoy. It was possible that Jack thought that was I talking out of my ass, but I decided to keep with it in the hopes of changing his mind about it. I brought up the idea many times to prove to Jack that I was not just playing around, and that I was honestly interested in experimenting in the bedroom. Eventually, I could tell that he was getting interested. I think all it took was for me to really convince him that I was craving it, and that gave him a feeling of comfort to know that he was not taking advantage of me. I’m so lucky to have such a considerate husband that cares about my feelings.

      “I don’t want to hurt you love,” he said, “I would feel terrible if I hurt you.” Jack pulled me in so that my face was nuzzled in his hard chest. I closed my eyes for a moment and took in his scent before pulling away from him so that I could speak. Normally, I would not want to leave the comfort of his muscular body.

      “That’s what the safe word is for,” I said in an effort to educate my husband about everything, “I want to see how much pain and humiliation I can take.” It felt strange to admit such a crazy thing, but I felt comfortable opening up to my husband, and I didn’t feel too embarrassed because of how being dominated by your man was now the “in” thing to do.

      I told him that I wanted my safe word to be “candle” and that I wanted to start out small and work my way up to more and more extreme scenarios. To be honest, I wasn’t one hundred percent convinced that BDSM was right for me. Jack got over the initial weirdness of it all, and grew increasingly more interested once he realized that he could add his own flavor to our sessions. I encouraged him to watch some videos online to see if he could get any ideas or inspiration, and he seemed to enjoy the new dynamic of our relationship. It was like a game. We were both constantly coming up with new ideas, and scenarios that we wanted to try. We progressed from him gently spanking me to more sadistic acts of punishment. I found myself wanting more, and it seemed as if there was virtually no limit to my masochistic tendencies.

      It became real when Jack came home with a black plastic bag that didn’t have a logo on it. I was extremely interested about the contents, but he set it down and made no reference to it. It was very hard for me to not get up and go through the bag, but I did my best to remain calm and allow for him to be the one to discuss the contents of the bag.

      “Get. Naked. Now.” He said while standing over me. I was watching TV when he come home that night. Jack had a very serious look on his face.

      “W-what?” I froze for some reason. My body entered survival mode and my vitals felt like they kicked into overdrive.

      “Don’t ask questions.” He said as he bit down on his lip. He was looking fiercely dominant, and I could sense how serious he was. “Get. Naked. Now. Do not make me tell you again!” His voice filled the room and drowned out the television program I was watching.

      “Yes sir.” I got up quickly and began to strip. I found it hard to look him in the eyes, and I had a sudden urge to bend over and beg him to take me however he wanted, but that didn’t seem necessary. It seemed inevitable.

      Jack went into the bag and pulled out a collar and leash. He approached me with a devilish grin and spun me around so that he could put the leather around my neck. My nipples began to grow hard as I felt the cold leather around my neck, and my knees felt weak when he spun be back around so that he could connect the leash to the metal ring. I felt as if I was owned by him.

      “Get down.” He said as he snapped his fingers and pointed aggressively at the floor. For a moment I hesitated, but I did not want to disappoint him. I had been begging him for so long to treat me like this, and I was finally getting what I wanted.

      “Yes sir.” I said as I obeyed his command. It felt natural to listen to him, but I couldn't help but feel humiliated. My eyes were growing wide and I found myself feeling ready to do anything that he wished.

      My husband began to walk slowly with the leash in his hands. I made a point to stay a step behind him as we moved in unison throughout our home. Being on my hands and knees while he led me made me feel a closer connection to him, and I fantasized about him taking me outside and walking me through the neighborhood for the entire world to see. I could only imagine the laughter and the comments that our neighbors would make if they saw my husband walking me on a leash through the streets while I was completely naked. My fantasy was only making me want my husband’s cock more.

      “You’re doing such a good job Cristina.” He said very sweetly. I was so happy to hear his kind words. “Now, let’s see how well trained you are.” He stopped walking and turned towards me. I stopped crawling, and looked up at him as his eyes looked down at me. “Sit!” He ordered.

      I lifted my hands from the floor and shifted my weight backwards so that I was sitting with my ass between my legs. For some reason I brought my hands up to my chest and let my wrists go limp. His smile made me feel beautiful.

      “Good,” He said with a slight smile and a chuckle, “come on. Let’s go!” He resumed walking me around the house. He never looked back at me to see if I was following. Jack just assumed that I was being a good bitch and obeying his every command.

      “I cannot believe I am being trained by my husband!” I thought to myself as I walked behind him on my hands and knees. He seemed to enjoy the power that the leash and collar gave him, and my attraction for him was growing with every humiliating step.

      Often you hear about married couples slowly losing attraction for one another as time goes on. I think this is because many couples allow their relationship to grow stagnant, and they lose the spark that initially brought them together. It is through this complacency that resentment begins to form, and as the relationship continues to be dull over time, the once strong bond between a man and a woman depreciates. Jack and I were on that path just like any other couple, but our newfound interest in BDSM helped recreate those initial feelings we had for one another. I was finding myself feeling a ton of admiration and respect for my husband, and I was starting to see him as the definition of an alpha male. I think this is the way that all women should view their husbands.

      Later, I would openly brag about some of the sex-capades that I was having with Jack to my girlfriends. Because of the interest in this type of stuff, it would actually make some of my friends jealous and that envy would make Jack even more amazing in my eyes. I can’t explain it, but the idea of other women wanting to fuck my husband made me hot. I think it’s because it validates the decision I made, and adds to the pile of evidence that I chose a suitable alpha male to dedicate my life too. I was, however, not prepared to deal with the new sexual fantasies I was beginning to have because of the jealousy my friends felt. For some reason the thought of him sleeping with another woman made me hot.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The evolution of my sinful fantasies

          

        

      

    

    
      There was a woman I used to be friends with at my old job that was a few years older than me. Her name was Karen, and she always seemed to have the answers. I turned to her many of times for advice, and she always offered a mature insight that helped me make the right decisions. She influenced me a great deal, and I’ll never forget what she told me one evening when we went for some drinks after our shift.

      “Cristina, hun,” Karen said, “If you ever want a man to do something for you, you need to ask him right after he’s blown his load. I’m not an expert, but trust me, that’s when they love you the most.” Those words always stuck with me, and for good reason. There were not too many situations in which I asked Jack for something after he had just blown his load inside of me where he ended up saying no. As long as my requests were somewhat reasonable, they always got approved by him.

      I don’t feel bad at all about how I approached Jack with my crazy fantasy. I wanted to ask him if he would sleep with another woman, and any married man on Earth would be crazy to be angry about the approach I chose. I could see a man getting mad if he thought that he was being given the permission as a result of his wife cheating on him, but that was not the case with him and I. There was only one string attached, and that was that I wanted to be apart of his affair and I wanted to be humiliated.

      The whole idea of another woman giving my husband an orgasm while I helplessly observed made my pussy wet and my body tingle with desire. My fantasy was darker than that. I wanted the woman that was stealing my husband’s cock away from me to actively participate in my humiliation. I wanted to be her bitch, and hear her say terrible things to me. I wanted the pair of them to look down at me as if I was less than them. Many people would never subject themselves to this type of treatment, but I had a primal urge that needed to be filled.

      “Sweetheart,” I said to Jack after he had just removed his cock from me and laid down beside me after what felt like an hour of raw fucking, “I need to ask you something. It’s kind of strange.” He was in a state of bliss form just shooting his load inside of me. Some women would have asked him to cut the grass, but I was going to ask him to cheat on me with another woman.

      “What is it?” Jack said as he put his arm around me, resting his hand on my breast. “Is there something wrong?” His tone told me that he was indeed receptive to listening to my every word.

      “I want you to fuck another woman.” I said feeling as if a weight had been lifted from my shoulders. “I know it’s crazy, but I have this urge to watch you fucking somebody else while I’m watching. I want to know what it feels like to be in that position.” Just admitting my fantasy was a turn on even though I had already came. If his dick could have magically gotten hard again, I would have begged him for more of his strength.

      “Yeah, okay.” Jack said. He began to laugh as he pressed his lips into my back, “I’m not taking that bait!” He said smartly. Any married man should be somewhat suspicious of their wives begging them to be unfaithful.

      “I’m serious.” I said as I turned around to face him. I needed to show him my eyes so that he could see that I was not playing a game.

      We made eye contact and he knew within seconds that I was not playing around or trying to set him up for some sort of argument. My chest was pounding as I confessed to him my desires, in detail, and he listened to every single word that came out of my mouth. It became clear that I was starting to turn him on as I described a situation where he came inside of another woman and he grabbed my by the hair and shoved my face between her legs so that I could clean the mess out of her pussy. The hand that was on my breast previously slid down his body and rested on his cock. He was discreetly stroking himself as I spoke.

      “Are you sure about this?” He asked. His eyes didn’t leave mine for even a slight second. “You do realize your fantasy may be more than you bargained for right?” What he said was definitely true. It was possible that he would find a better woman than me, and leave me as a result of my foolish need to be humiliated.

      “Yeah, I know.” I said. He wasn’t wrong about that, and I knew that there was a chance that I was creating the beginning of the end for me. “To be honest,” I said, “that’s what makes it so hot. What if the other woman is so much hotter than me? What if you never want to fuck me again?” Just thinking about him leaving me for another woman got my pussy even more ready for round number two.

      Jack pushed himself up and got on top of me. He put his lips to mine and kissed me passionately for a moment as his hands explored my body. I was shaking with lust, and I could feel his manhood getting hard as it pressed against my pelvis. Usually, Jack needed more time between orgasms to be able to get hard enough for another session, but this time his cock was practically leaking come. His obvious desire to fuck another woman made me even more hot, and as soon as he pulled his lips away from me I pushed him off of me.

      I wanted to worship his cock, and prove to him that I was his subservient wife. I could never truly understand what was going on in his mind, but I knew that he would be elated if he could see my lips wrapped around his cock. Jack loved to see how much I loved to suck him, and I used hide the fact that I enjoyed doing it for some reason. Now I felt comfortable to tell him anything and everything about my wants or needs in the bedroom.

      The semen from our previous round was slowly dripping out of me and onto the bed, and I could care less. I was looking to get his cock to create more come to spill all over the sheets. Instantly my husband knew what I was trying to do, and he backed off enough for me to bend down and reach his cock with my lips. He put his hand on my head and grabbed a bunch of my hair. He held my head still and proceeded to fuck my mouth as if it was nothing more than a pussy to him.

      “I’m going to come on your face!” He said as he thrusted in and out of me. Just saying those words seemed to make his cock more stiff.

      I had no way to respond to what he was saying. Never had I ever allowed a man to come on my face. Even though we had gone down the path of humiliation, the concept never came up. I was ready for my husband to degrade me like that, and I saw it as a challenge. I needed to make him come so that I could be rewarded with his come all over my face, and the satisfaction that he would inevitably feel. The need to be humiliated was stronger than my desire to feel his cock inside of me. It was a powerful experience to know that I would be getting nothing from sucking his cock but a few comments about how much of a dirty whore I was to him.

      Jack was in complete control of the situation. With my head being held in position, I was unable to move and all that I could do was focus on keep my mouth open wide and to keep my teeth covered by using my lips. He looked down at me with an evil grin, and I watched sweat drip down his hard body as he fucked my mouth progressively harder. I could taste the inside of my own pussy from before, and my mind wondered about how it would taste to lick another woman’s pussy. I never did anything with a woman before; I’ve never even kissed one, and I knew that sometime in the near future I would be licking my husband’s come from a woman’s pussy. How would that woman feel to see the wife of the man she fucked submit to her as if she was a goddess, and to clean the product of their affair from her sweet pussy?

      I could feel his cock throbbing inside of my mouth and he pulled my face away from his cock. His cock was only six inches from my face and all I did was blink for second, and his hot load splashed across my face. I closed my eyes and opened my mouth in an effort to catch some of his power, but he intentionally aimed his cock away from my mouth so that his come landed all over my face. He laughed as the come was dripping down my face and I felt lower than I ever had, but that did not prevent me from rubbing my hand over my wet pussy. His laughter only made me feel more sensitive.

      “That’s a good bitch,” he said, “you’re doing such a good job!” Jack said as if he was talking down to me. “You’re my little come dumpster, aren’t you?” He laughed as his cock was finally empty.

      I opened my eyes to see him looking at me with a smile. The come dripped down my face and I caught some of it with my tongue as I continued to finger myself. He watched me masturbate with his load covering my face, and I moaned every time he smiled or laughed at me. The way that it made me feel to be disrespected like this made me positive that I would love the feeling of being humiliated by the woman that would enter our bedroom. I came hard as I thought about how it would feel to be humiliated in front of her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Instead of buying you a gift this year

          

        

      

    

    
      A few weeks had passed since I had admitted to my husband that I wanted him to have an affair, and we were approaching my birthday very soon. Every year Jack would take it upon himself to make sure that I felt extra special, but I sensed a change this time around. He confirmed my intuition one night when he approached me with exciting, but for some reason, somewhat sad news.

      “I’m not doing gifts or dinner this year for your birthday,” he said with a cold tone and no smile. “Instead, I’m going to bring my girlfriend over so that you can live your little fantasy that you’ve been hounding me about.”

      “G-girlfriend?” I asked. I had no idea that he had went out and found a woman already. I felt shame and a slight level of despair, but there was also an uncontrollable lust that came over me as a result to him telling me about his side woman. It was the moment of truth. The moment where my crazy thoughts were starting to become my new reality. It was an exciting moment for me.

      “Yeah,” he said as if it was just a normal thing to say. “Anyways, I figured Jess could come over and we could give you your birthday present.” He licked his lips and the cruel smirk he had on his face turned me on even more. Hearing her name made it all sound more real, and I was curious as to how he met her, and what they had done together.

      “O-okay.” I said as I processed all of the information. Part of me wanted to start questioning him about his new girlfriend that I didn’t know about, but I knew that I had practically begged him to do it. It was, after all, what I wanted but I naturally had to manage my jealousy. “Thank you.” I said in a submissive tone. My new life didn’t involve a husband that made a big deal about my birthday, but instead he would bring another woman into our home and bang her brains out right before my eyes.

      “Good to hear,” Jack said as he started to walk towards me, “for now I want to play with my little slut!” He put his hands around me and pulled me towards him. “Take what you can get, because you’re not getting any on your birthday!” I felt a rush come over me and I was ready to be his little fuck toy.

      I felt completely swept off my feet when Jack pulled me into his body. He kissed me roughly before bending me over his knee. I bit down on my lip hard as I knew that he intended to spank me. I didn’t do anything to warrant the punishment, but it was almost like he was spanking me as a reward for not flipping out on the fact that he had a girlfriend. Even though I had given him permission to see other women, I was positive that there was a part of him that was unsure as to how I would react when the fantasy became reality. It’s easy to dream and beg for the strangest things, but once it happens for real you may feel regret. I did not feel that regret, and any bad feelings I had quickly left me when his strong hand came down on my ass.

      “I know you like it!” He said after his first smack to my ass, “you want more? Huh?” I could feel his hand rubbing gentle circles on my buttocks. He was waiting for me to beg for his hand’s power to come down on my ass.

      “Yes sir!” I said with conviction. “May I please have another?” I said it in the most pathetic way imaginable. I knew that this would only add to his virility. He had become better in the bedroom since I had given him the green light to become my sexual master.

      “Aww, that’s a good bitch,” he said in a condescending tone before swiftly spanking my ass several times. “Let’s get these off!” He started tugging on my pants and he worked them down so that they were hanging on my ankles. “That’s better!” He spanked me again, but this time the sound of my raw skin being smacked made a sound that filled the room. To somebody on the outside it might sound as if I was getting whipped!

      The feeling of laying over your husband’s knee while he laughs at you because of the position that you have allowed yourself to be in is one of great excitement. The worry and anxiety I felt when his hand was raised above my vulnerable ass  drove me crazy. I had no idea when he was going to spank me; it was entirely up to him. Sometimes he was soft, and gentle, but other times he felt savage and ruthless towards my ass. I loved both, and I loved the feeling of not having any power in the situation.

      Somehow, Jack was able to figure out how much pain I could reasonably take. I never had to use the safe word, and there was definitely that portion of my brain that was telling me to beg him to push harder, but I allowed my master to do as he pleased. Things are better when you keep your mouth shut and obey.

      After enduring my spanking, Jack eventually grabbed me by the hair and led me into our bedroom. As we walked I managed to step out of my pants and underwear, and I was naked from the waist down while he was fully clothed. I was thrusted on to the bed with my ass facing him, and I heard the sound of his pants zipper open. Something about him not taking the time to do much more turned me on. He wasn’t even interested in getting completely naked, and that made me feel as if I was nothing more than a hole for him to fuck.

      I gasped when he pressed his hard cock into my pussy and I did everything that I could to relax. My face was resting on the bed, and he reached forward to grab my arms so that he could hold them behind my back. He took some of gravity’s pressure from my face by doing so, but he mainly used my arms so that he could thrust his stiff cock into me harder and faster. I love the way it feels to not have the use of my arms during sex.

      “I think you’ll like Jess.” Jack said as he pounded his cock in and out of me, “she’s a bit younger than us, and her body is amazing. Trust me on that!” He essentially admitted to already fucking her while he was fucking me. I felt jealousy and arousal simultaneously. “She’s bisexual so you know, so she already agreed to letting you be her little bitch!” He emphasized the word “bitch” by thrusting his cock into me harder than normal. I felt embarrassed that there was a woman out there that knew my dirty little secret. I did not know her, but she apparently knew everything about me when it came to my preferences in the bedroom.

      Just hearing about his girlfriend was driving me wild and it made my pussy feel more sensitive as he pummeled his raging cock in and out of me. I knew that I would come at least once just because of his nasty words. I visualized what this other woman looked like, I thought about the smug look she would have on her face as she sat her pussy down on my face and allowed Jack’s come to pour out of her and into my mouth. I would be unable to come, and they would be laughing together as I endured the humiliation that comes with the territory of being into the things that I am into.

      I knew that I had progressed beyond the “acceptable” BDSM desires that my friends had, and that I had ventured into a crazy life of humiliation with my husband and his new girlfriend. I could never brag about my experiences with my friends as they would think I was the most low and vile woman on Earth for allowing such degradation to occur. My marriage was potentially up for grabs, but somehow I never felt more safe with my husband. By giving him this power I knew that he would cherish me forever as he would unlikely find a woman so willing to allow him to do as he pleased again.

      Jack put my wrists together and held them with one hand as he reached for my hair with the other. I felt completely under his dominion, and his cock began to contract and press against my walls aggressively. I knew that I would soon get to feel his hot come inside of me, and it would likely trigger another orgasm. I loved the feeling of an alpha male shooting his semen inside of me as it made me feel as if I had been biologically successful.

      “I love you Jack!” I called out while he was fucking me harder and faster, “I love you so fucking much!” I was practically squealing with pleasure as his cock began to shoot his load inside of me. I was admitting my love to a man that was openly discussing having a girlfriend on the side. That realization set me over the edge!

      “Shut up bitch!” He said as his cock was emptying itself. He pushed my head to the bed and thrusted the last few times inside of me at a different angle. I felt worthless, but I still felt loved for some reason. Maybe the average woman could not understand the dynamic at play, but as my husband became more mean, my love for him was growing. It all just felt natural to me, and I loved feeling fulfilled by my husband.

      “Thank you Jack.” I said in a submissive tone while trying to catch my breath. My legs were shaking like mad, and he kept his cock inside of me for a few moments while I remained pinned to the bed. “I love you so much.” I said once more.

      “I love you too.” Jack said as he pulled his cock from inside of me. He playfully smacked me on the ass. “When you’re finished laying there like a pathetic little slut, you can change the bed sheets. You’re dripping.” He laughed and walked into the master bathroom. I could hear him turn the shower on.

      “Oh. My. God.” I said as I allowed my body to sink into the bed. Jack seemed to get better at sex every time, and I wondered if it was because he knew that he could finally uncage the inner alpha male that had been inside of him all along.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Happy birthday cuckquean!

          

        

      

    

    
      I woke up on my birthday to find that my husband was not in the bed beside me. After I got up and took a shower and brushed my teeth, I discovered that he wasn’t even in the house.

      “He wasn’t kidding!” I said to myself.

      Jack had spoiled me over the years. I had grown to expect breakfast in bed, and sweet kisses. You know, the V.I.P. treatment, but that was not the case at all this year. It seemed that he was not joking when he told me that he was only going to give me the gift of humiliation for my birthday. I didn’t have much to complain about; It was basically what I really wanted.

      After I had some coffee I decided to text my husband to see what was going on, or where he was. His response surprised me.

      “I’m out with Jess. We’ll be over later on.” His message read.

      “What the fuck!” I felt angry for some reason. “You’re taking her out on a date on my birthday!” I couldn’t control the feeling of jealousy, but I also could not ignore the fact that I was feeling wet. It was like a blessing and a curse.

      “Okay, I’m waiting for you honey! ;)” I replied to him. I didn’t want him to know that I was feeling slightly peeved at him for going out with his girlfriend without telling me.

      I decided to make sure that I was looking my best for whenever Jack and Jess came back to our place. Shaving my body was the first step, but I was amazed how hard it was to keep my hand steady. The thought of everything that was currently and about to happen had made my nerves unsteady, and the coffee that I had drank earlier did not help. I had to stop shaving for a second, and I looked at myself in the mirror to see what I had become: A woman that allowed her dear husband to run around with younger women in the hopes that he would bring one home so that she could essentially spit in my face.

      The sound of the door opening scared the hell out of me. I was only partly ready, with makeup only half on my face when I could hear the sound of Jack and another woman talking loudly in a flirtatious manner.

      “Hey bitch!” Jack called out to me from the downstairs. “Come here bitch!” His voice sounded as if he had no intentions of waiting for me to finish applying my makeup.

      “God damn it!” I said only loud enough for me to be the only one to hear. My first interaction with his girlfriend was going to be one of me looking like a slob.

      I closed my eyes for a moment and took a few deep breaths. I looked at myself in the mirror and and smiled weakly. I knew that I was going to be made out as a fool, but I had to deal with it. For some reason I had the urge to impress Jess even though she was already coming into our home with the intention of dominating me. I guess I still felt subconscious about how she would view me despite the fact that she was likely already putting me in the box of “pathetic trash woman.”

      “Come on!” Jack said again, “we’re not waiting here all day!” I could hear the sound of a woman laughing as he urged me to rush down the stairs to greet them.

      “I’m coming!” I said. I had a sexy outfit in mind that I was going to wear, but I had to settle for greeting them in my bra and panties. Right of the bat I would be ridiculed for being the only one without clothes on.

      The walk down the steps reminded me of this time when I was in college and the professor wanted to have a private meeting with me to discuss my poor academic performance. At the time I had no desire to be lectured about how bad the quality of my work was, and I remembered walking to his office with what felt like a storm cloud of shame following me around. This time, however, I was not being judged on my performance in college, but instead on how pathetic I was. Not only was Jess going to fuck my husband right in front of me, but she would see me looking like a complete loser. My makeup was a mess, my hair was not as good as I would have liked it to be, and I would be wearing nothing but my undergarments while the two of them were completely clothed. I felt vulnerable, yet that excited me to no end.

      Jack was waiting for me at the bottom of the steps, but I could not see Jess anywhere. As soon as I made my way to Jack he put the collar around my neck and connected the leash.

      “You look bad.” He said plainly. He didn’t even laugh, and that made it feel worse to be honest. “Get down!” He snapped his fingers and pointed at the ground. It was obvious he wanted to show his girlfriend how well trained I was.

      I dropped to my hands and knees and I tried to look around discreetly to see if I could catch a glimpse of Jess, but I saw nothing. I wondered where she was hiding, and why she was hiding from me. Jack turned his body away from me and slowly started to walk into the living room. He assumed that I would follow obediently behind him, and I did exactly that. I did not want to embarrass him in front of his girlfriend.

      “Here is the special birthday lady!” Jack said to Jess as he brought me into her line of vision. “Guess what Cristina?” He asked.

      “W-what?” I asked as I tried to not ogle his girlfriend too much. She was sitting on my couch and her body was so thin. I could see that she had been lucky to have all of her weight shifted into the right places. Her breasts stuck out far, but then her stomach seemed to be much thinner as it led into her very wide hips. She made me look like a troll, and all she did was smile at me.

      “Jess here thought it was so rude of me to not get you anything for your birthday,” he paused and I saw the two of them make eye contact and smile brightly at one another. “So she decided that she would get you a birthday cake! Well, it’s sort of like a birthday cake.”

      Jess was not wearing shoes or socks and she placed her feet on the floor. She pulled a canister of whipped cream from her purse and began shooting the whipped cream all over her feet. She was biting down on her lip and would occasionally look up at me to smile. I couldn’t believe it. No cake this year, but instead I would be licking whipped cream from another woman’s feet.

      Jack was laughing his ass off, but I could tell that he was trying tone it down so that he could say something. I looked at the amount of cream on her feet and I just felt absolutely worthless. I love whipped cream, but I never ate it from another person's body let alone from the feet of a woman that was stealing my husband’s attention. It was symbolic of what she thought of me. I was just a woman that she could laugh at while I cleaned things from her feet.

      “Okay, okay, okay,” Jack managed to gain control of his laughter. “Happy birthday to you!” He broke out in the birthday song. For the first time I could clearly hear Jess’ voice when she joined in and the two of them sang the birthday song while Jack led me over to her feet so that I could eat my “birthday cake.”

      They certainly set the tone for how I was to be treated for the rest of the night as they taunted me with my own birthday. I was surprised that they managed to finish the song without laughing as I had begun cleaning the whipped cream from her feet. Initially, I was eating the parts that were stacked so high on her feet that I didn’t even have to make contact with her skin, but eventually I got to the point where there was nothing I could do but put her toes in my mouth and clean. It was at this time they were done singing my birthday song, and Jack took a seat next to her, and with his arm around her, he began to kiss her.

      Neither of them seemed to care that I was in the same room as them, and they hardly paid any attention to me at all. I began to suck on her feet more vigorously because I was desperate for attention, and it wasn’t until I began licking from her heels to her toes did I get a response. All she did was turn from Jack for a moment and she angled her foot so that she could shove it into my mouth. Jack smiled and lightly pulled forward on the leash so that more of her foot entered my mouth.

      “Make sure they’re clean bitch!” Jess said to me. It was the first time that she addressed me personally. “I know you like it. I bet your nasty pussy is getting all wet and tingly right now.” She turned her attention back to my husband. “Where did you find such a pathetic wife?”

      Jack didn’t answer. Instead he opted to remove his shirt so that she could kiss and lick his rock hard body. I felt jealousy come over me again when I realized that I was licking her feet while she worshiped my husband. She was doing my job, and I was nothing but a prop to the two of them. The thing is, she was right about me. I was feeling hot, and I wanted nothing more than to get fucked, but I knew that I would be denied that sort of pleasure. I was to do nothing but serve and to please, listen and obey. Those are the only things I could focus on, and if I was lucky they would let me touch myself, or my husband would fuck me later on. I had no idea what to expect.

      “Well she ate her cake pretty good,” Jess said after she looked down and examined her feet. “Shall we begin?” She asked Jack.

      “Yes.” He said as he started to stand with the leash in his hand. “Let’s go bitch. Time to go upstairs!”

      “Yes sir.” I said as I bowed my head slightly much to both of their amusement.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Everything I wanted, and more…

          

        

      

    

    
      Jack handed the leash to Jess, and he went up the steps first. I could see the power grow inside of her once she held the leash. She smiled at me before she spoke.

      “Don’t worry,” she said. “Your husband only likes me because I’m more beautiful than you. I mean,” she paused and put her hand over her mouth as if she was stopping herself from laughing. “Look at you. Your body is gross, and you don’t even know how to put on makeup. Didn’t you learn anything about being a woman?” She tugged the leash and led me to the bottom of the stairs. “Take my pants off.” She ordered firmly.

      “Yes ma’am.” I said not knowing how else to address her. Her ability to dominate me physically and verbally was making my pussy wet, and I did my best to conceal that fact even though I was positive she knew what was going on with me.

      I helped her out of her pants as she removed her top. She was completely naked and I could really see why my husband chose her. Her body was perfect, her skin was young and clear, and she had the confidence to add a hundred points to her rating.

      “Now we’re going to go upstairs, and you’re going to crawl behind me.” She said, “every step I take I want to feel those dirty little lips on my bum. Okay?”

      “Yes ma’am.” I said feeling a surge of adrenaline. I never kissed a person’s ass before, and the fact that the woman that was going to fuck my husband had the ass that I was kissing was among the most humiliating scenarios I could ever dream of.

      She laughed as she began to ascend the stairs. She paused between every step and waited to feel my lips press against her perfect ass. I found myself purposely breathing through my nose when my face got close to her ass, because her scent was amazing. It made me wonder if I had been missing out for so long by not allowing my husband to bring women like this home from the beginning of our marriage. With every step we took, and every kiss I planted on her ass, she rewarded me with praise. “Good bitch,” or “that’s a good butt kisser,” were among the things she said. I found myself saying “thank you,” as I truly did feel grateful for the opportunity to kiss her ass. I felt a slight bit of sadness in my soul when we reached the top of the steps as that meant I no longer was permitted to show my submission to her through ass kissing.

      The look on my husband’s face as he saw his naked girlfriend leading me into the bedroom was priceless. I could see his testosterone flowing at full blast, and he was breathing heavily as he tightened his chest.

      “Come here bitch!” He shouted at me. “Take my pants off! Now!” He was clearly in an alpha male state of mind. The loudness and the seriousness of his tone made me whimper due to the immense amount of lust that it caused.

      His girlfriend was turned on by his dominance as well. Jack was the boss of the three of us, and she was the boss of me. I had no one to order around, but in reality all of this was being done because I wanted it. It was my birthday present to be treated as if I was worthless, and I was eyeing up the body of the woman I would soon be cleaning. Her pussy looked pristine, untarnished, and I knew that my husband was about to add a ton of mileage to her. She too would never be the same after this experience.

      Pulling down Jack’s pants and underwear revealed a throbbing erection. I licked my lips and silently prayed that he would ask me to suck his cock, but he took the leash from her hands and pulled me up to my feet.

      “Lay on the bed. Face up.” He said as he stroked his cock with his free hand. “Jess, get on top of her, and look at me.”

      “Yes sir,” the two of us said in unison. We had something strangely in common and that was a devotion to Jack. We were likely much closer to one another than either of us might thing because of that.

      I was face to face with Jess, and she put her lips to mine and kissed me passionately. Her tongue dominated mine, and I could not keep up with her. I always thought that I was a pretty good kisser, but this experience proved to me that I had a lot to learn. Jack approached the two of us, and with my head between his legs and his cock dangling over my face he ordered his girlfriend to suck. I would have no choice but to watch her worship his cock from point blank range, and it took all of my willpower to not rub my pussy.

      Jess obviously had a lot that she could teach me. She had a passion to the way she worshiped his cock, and it made me realize why Jack preferred to hold my face still and fuck my own mouth as if it was a pussy. I lacked the skill that she had, and he gave her the ability to do whatever she wanted. She moaned and he groaned while I watched his cock become as hard as a steel pole, and I envied her so much. His cock appeared to be able to do anything, but it was not for me; it was for his girlfriend instead.

      “Turn around.” Jack ordered after getting his dick sucked, “I’m ready.”

      “Yes sir!” Jess said, but she never said it in the same way that I did. She said it playfully, and in a way to show that she was having fun. I always said it as if I was obeying my master. It showed the difference between her and I.

      Before she turned around she gathered all of her excess saliva and told me to open my mouth. I obeyed her and she allowed her spit to drip into my mouth. Jack laughed while she smiled at me.

      “Such a good bitch,” she said to me sweetly, “now swallow like a good cuckquean.” She giggled as she spun her body around.

      She gently sat her ass down on my face as I swallowed her spit, and then she lifted it up for my husband to be able to insert his cock inside of her. I was only a mere couple of inches away from their love making, and it drove me crazy to be so close. My senses were being stimulated beyond belief as I could smell and see everything at such a good angle, and I could taste my husband’s manhood from the spit that I had just consumed.

      Jack smacked her ass a few times before rubbing the crown of his cock around her pussy to coat his cock with her juices before penetration. I listened to her moans, and I felt nothing but pure envy as his cock appeared to be ready to fuck her like a jackhammer. Nothing could stop my husband from pleasing her, but everything was set up in a way so that I would receive nothing but humiliation from the two of them.

      He started slowly rocking in and out of her while occasionally slapping her on the ass. When he spanked her it was to show his love for her body, as opposed to when he spanked me it was to fulfill my masochistic desire to be punished. She matched his rhythm much better than I ever could, and she backed her body up to cause his cock to go deep inside of her. She had sex down to an art, and I understood why Jack liked her so much.

      I must of watched my husband’s cock go in and out of her a thousand times. He would reach over and pull her hair, whisper sweet things into her ear and she would cry out. Occasionally, she would take it upon herself to shout insults at me, and at one point I was ordered to lift my face closer to their fucking and kiss the outside of her pussy. I felt completely worthless as my husband took her hole and only paid attention to me when I was doing something that was worth laughing at.

      Having made love to my husband hundreds of times over the years, I could tell that he was ready to come. The sounds he was making, and the rate in which he was slamming into her told me everything was about to happen as planned. She had been howling the entire time, and I gave up trying to count the amount of orgasms she managed to achieve. I felt as if the only one that mattered was the one that I could give her when she inevitably sat down on my face with a pussy full of come. I wanted to impress her for some reason with my ability to please her after she had just taken my husband’s cock for so long.

      “That’s right bitch!” My husband said as he rammed his cock into her for the final few times. It sounded like he was growling from the explosiveness of his orgasm.

      “Fuck, oh my god!,” Jess was almost to the point of screaming. “Oh my god!”

      Jack held his cock inside of her for a moment before slowly pulling it out of her. Without any hesitation, Jess positioned herself so that when she sat down her pussy would cover my mouth.

      “Are you ready bitch?” She asked.

      “Y-yes ma’am.” I said. It was my time to shine!

      “Here it comes!” She sat down with her full weight initially and I was impressed with the amount of come that instantly gushed out of her and into my mouth. I did my best to swallow the initial blast so that I could get to work licking her pussy to the best of my ability.

      As I began licking her she was teasing my pussy with her fingers. She didn’t appear to have any intention of bringing me to orgasm, but it seemed like a trick to get me to lick her more passionately. It worked.

      “Two birthday cakes in one day!” My husband said, “you are a lucky little slut. Aren’t you?” He laughed, “alright Jess, we ought to sing her another round of the birthday song!”

      “Okay!” She said enthusiastically as she removed her hand from my pussy and focussed more on rubbing her clit all over my face. Come was being spread all over my face and it felt like I was wearing a face mask.

      They broke out into the happy birthday song again, and I never felt so much disrespect in my life. It was, however, the best sexual encounter I ever had in my life and I felt so good when it was only Jack singing the birthday song, because I had successfully brought his girlfriend to orgasm. The song was ruined by the sounds of her moans, and I loved the feeling of validation I got from her. I felt a weird connection to her, as if she was my girlfriend too.

      Best birthday ever!
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      I was doing everything that my master had instructed me to do by standing in the center of the hotel room with my hands folded together behind my back. I was shaking with feelings of anticipation as I knew that he was up to something. He had told me that by keeping my hands behind my back voluntarily, I was showing my willingness to submit to him. What he said made sense. I could move and disobey his commands very easily. I would not even have to think about it, but I remained still as he asked. That was proof of the type of power that he wielded over me. I was glad to have found a man that was willing to take command of nearly every situation. I felt that it was my duty to submit to the likes of him.

      “Tonight,” he said, “I am the one in charge. You will obey me. Do you understand?” His voice was echoing inside of the empty room. It made me feel a wave of excitement come over me, and I began to subtly shake without realizing it.

      “Y-yes sir,” I struggled to say such a basic sentence.

      Before this all even began I was given instructions on what to wear. The fact that Jason wanted to not only dominate me physically, but also decide what type of clothing I wore was unsurprising. He was not the type of man that would allow a woman to do as she pleased so long as she agreed to be with him. He did not accept anyone; you had to be willing to submit yourself to him fully. Jason gave me an option, and I accepted it so I obeyed him before coming over and I came dressed as he wanted. I was wearing a tight white shirt, skinny jeans, and matching underwear and panties. He was so specific about the types of clothes and the colors that I actually had to make a last minute run to the store to get what he wanted.

      “If you come wearing anything else you will be sent home.” Jason said to me after he had given his instructions. I promised him that he would not be disappointed, and with that promise I made sure to do exactly as he said. The thrill of being bossed around by him was unique and erotic to me. I never experienced a man that was as comfortable dictating his desires as he was.

      As I was standing in the hotel room, with my hands folded together, I was feeling nervous. Jason was acutely aware of how I was feeling, and he calmly approached me in a way that made me feel at ease. He placed his gentle hand on my forehead and wiped away some of my sweat as he moved his hand towards the bottom of my chin. He grabbed my chin firmly and the surprise of his sudden change in demeanor startled me. I looked deeply into his eyes and he smiled at me. Jason leaned down and planted a soft, gentle kiss on my forehead. It sent shivers down my body and I could not stop myself from biting down on my lower lip.

      “Relax Cassie,” he said as he noticed me shaking. “There is nothing to fear.” Jason paused and looked at me seriously, “do you know what a safe word is?” He asked.

      “Y-yes,” I answered.

      “What is your safe word?” He asked with a soft tone. I started to feel more comfortable knowing that we were using a safe word.

      “Pirate.” I answered. It was the first thing that came to mind, but it made sense because I could not think of any scenario where I would feel the need to say that word during sex.

      “Pirate?” He laughed. Apparently my choice was funny to him, and he walked away for a moment with his hand over his face. I smiled a little at him, and the mood was lightened. “That will work.” He said once he could get back into character. “If you say “pirate” we will stop everything. Do not be afraid to use it, okay?”

      “Yes sir,” I was smiling at him, and I had an urge to fling my hands at him and hug him tightly, but I did not want to break the rules. He was showing me a soft side, and I did not want to discourage him from being sweet.

      Jason and I did not meet by accident. I went out searching for a man to dominate me after going through several relationships with weak men that could never summon the courage to take what they wanted. I grew tired of soft men, and I knew that I had to make a point of finding the type of guy that I required, so I found a dating site that was for people like me. It was a BDSM site, and I was surprised with how few men were signed up for it. A lot of the guys were actually seeking a woman to be the dominant partner, and I could not understand why that was the case. I was beginning to think if the world was no longer producing the caliber of man that generations ago used to exist in abundance. It was a real eye opener for me, but I made do with the options available. There is not much I can change about the world.

      Jason’s profile stuck out from the rest. His profile said that  he was 6’4” and I could see from his photographs that he was the type of guy that went to the gym. Tall guys were always my thing, but I never had the chance to be with a guy of his size. I was a little nervous about talking to him, because I assumed that he was getting messages from all of the other women on the site. When I was finished looking at all of the photos on the website, I finally decided that the site was worth my time.

      I snapped a few pictures to put on my profile, and I wrote a short description. I was hesitant to say too much as I was not sure who I would come across on the website. The last thing I wanted to do was find myself in a situation where my coworkers were messaging me on the site, and then having to deal with them later as they sulked about me ignoring them. I was after a very specific type of man, a man that I did not have in my life already.

      It felt weird to do it, but I messaged Jason first. I was not able to do it, and the website kept putting up a message that said, “this user receives too many messages. Please sign up for our premium package to continue.” I was so angry, and so I clicked off of his profile and continued to browse the site. Not one single man was nearly as enticing as him, and eventually I broke down and punched my credit card number into the website.

      “What are you doing Cassie?” I said to myself as I clicked the button to confirm payment. “How is it that you are the one paying?” It was the first time in my life that I was the one that had to jump through hoops to get into a relationship. It was very different than what I had experienced in the past.

      “Hey, my name is Cassie and I was just reading your profile. I would love to get to know you. Feel free to check out my profile and message me when you have the time!” I sent to Jason.

      Right after I sent the message I stopped browsing the site for other members. I had concluded that he was the only one worth pursuing and I knew that it was foolish to only go after one guy, but it did not stop me. I continued to refresh the page as I waited for a reply, and it took about an hour before I realized that he was not going to message me back quickly.

      “What are you doing?” I was so mad at myself. I spent twenty dollars just to get ignored by a hot guy.
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      It took Jason two days to finally message me back. He told me that he was interested in getting to know me, but that he was not willing to chat online for hours on end.

      “If you want to talk, you can meet me in person.” He said to me over the website’s messaging app after a few exchanged.

      “Let’s do it.” I answered him. I was taking a chance by meeting the guy without talking to him for a while, but he was the only reason I was on the site to begin with. He and I arranged a time and a place and everything was headed in the right direction.

      Our first attempt at a meeting was a complete and total disaster. At the last minute I got cold feet, and decided to flake on him. I faked a small, workplace emergency as my reason for not being able to meet him. I remember sitting in my apartment, breathing heavily, as I waited to see what he would say. His response was calm, and it appeared to not even bother him. It was as if he had another woman lined up, and I never found out if that was the case, or not.

      After I flaked on him, I did try to maintain a dialogue with him over text messages, but he did not reply to me for a few days. This sent my mind into a crazy fit of jealousy, and a need to see him. When he finally got back to me, I promised him that no matter what, I would meet him. He seemed to understand, and told me that it was normal for a new submissive to feel shy, and try to avoid the first time. His understanding showed me that he was caring, and experienced enough, and that he was perfect for a woman like me.

      I had experiences in the past with other guys that if I could not hang out with them when they wanted they would freak out on me. I had been called nearly every name in the book by men, but Jason was not bothered at all. In fact, I was more concerned whether or not he was running off with other women. I realized that a guy like him gets everything that he wants out of life. He likely was used to not asking or begging for things. People were probably willing to line up around the block to give them anything that he demanded. I wanted to be in the front of that line. I felt so stupid for canceling on him when things were going my way.

      When the time came for us to finally meet he told me before the arrangement over text message that, “We will not be playing together today. We are just going to meet, and get comfortable with one another.”

      I was shocked. I never dealt with a man that was willing to put off sleeping together if it was a viable option. Still, I agreed to meet with him but the location that he was taking me to was very confusing. He said that we could meet at a local adult store, and that really made me wonder if he was serious about us not hooking up on the first date. I expected him to want to go get a cup of coffee, or maybe a bite to eat. I never even had been inside of a sex shop before the day I met him.

      I arrived at the sex store early and waited for him to arrive. He showed up on time and he jokingly gave me a hard time about me being too eager to please. He laughed while I remained mostly silent and only laughing when it felt like he expected it. The guy made me super nervous. It was a feeling of anxiety that I was not used to; usually it was the other way around. After we talked for a few minutes outside, he took me inside the store and we shopped for various toys like handcuffs, ropes, gags, and whips. Much to my surprise, he was not overly sexual, and in fact, he hardly talked about anything remotely “dirty,” and seemed more interested in asking me questions about my likes, and interests. The surroundings would have made it very easy to crack sexual jokes and innuendos but it was actually me that ended up resorting to that.

      His will was strong, and it started to feel as as if he was teasing me by having me be around all of the exciting sex toys without really referencing them in ways to stir my imagination. All of these toys that I wanted to be used on me were right in front of me. I had a tall, handsome, alpha male that could punish me for flaking on him, but instead he chose to ask me about my favorite authors.

      The strangest thing about our first date was that we did not buy anything in the store. It was almost as if he was just testing me and watching how I reacted to being around all sorts of deviant looking objects. I would later find out just how good he was at reading people, and how he had perfected the art of concealing his own thoughts. There was a point where I almost suggested buying some items, but my shyness took over and prevented me from saying a word about it. It did not feel right for me to suggest anything at all to him.

      Tonight was our second meeting. I did not know what to expect other than an initial session. There was not enough information for me to know how hard, or how soft he planned on treating me.

      “Turn around, and bend over.” He said to me with no expression. Slowly, I slowly turned around and bent over. I was still standing, and I was touching my toes. I was vulnerable and unsure of what was to come, and I could feel his gaze as he examined my backside. I could feel my underwear poking out of my pants because of the way I was bending over. Secretly, I smiled as I considered the idea of him noticing that I had obeyed. I expected a comment about it, but it appeared as if he assumed that I would obey. Obedience was not considered an extra effort in his eyes.

      “Turn back around,” he said, “and now you can stand up straight.” I turned back around, and instinctively put my hands behind my back again. I stood tall with my back straight, but my eyes slowly drifted downwards. I felt embarrassed to look him in the eyes. Being bossed around so easily made me feel foolish even though it was turning me on. “Look at me!” Jason said suddenly. My eyes were just about to go out of focus when the sound of his voice made them awaken. “Do not break eye contact.” He ordered firmly.

      His voice made me jump. The sound of his deep voice made my nipples grow hard and I was wiggling my toes to release some of the excitement I was feeling. My eyes moved from the floor to his beautiful blue eyes. His eyes were almost like a trap that you could find yourself stuck looking in for hours. Jason seemed to be hyper aware of this and he smiled at me with a look of condescension. I was breathing heavily as he stared me down. I knew he was getting ready for something, but I had no idea what his plans were for the evening. He stood tall, and majestic and I had never seen such a beautiful color in a man’s eyes before. He looked like he was descended from royalty.

      After staring me down, Jason walked over to the only chair in the room. He sat down in the leather chair and said nothing for quite some time. He was feeling me out, testing me, and watching how I would react to the silence. I was uncomfortable because I had no control over when the silence would end, however, I maintained eye contact. He was drinking a glass of water, and had just finished draining the last bit.
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      “Get me another.” He said as he held the glass out for me to take. He was smirking at me, because he knew that I would obey him. It was my duty, in his eyes, to serve him, and I had no reason not to obey. It felt like the thing I was put on Earth to do.

      I slowly moved towards him, and took the glass from him. Before I took the glass I lowered my head subtly bow and to show him respect. Never had pouring a glass of water been so arousing to me. He made me feel like I was accomplishing something real, and it felt like I was earning points to make myself look better against the other women in his life.

      “Would you like ice sir?” I asked.

      “Yes,” he said, “thank you.”

      I used the tongs to grab three ice cubes from the ice bucket, and opened a fresh bottle of water. I poured the water slowly, and before returning to hand it to him I asked if he would like anything else.

      “Not now.” He said. When he took the glass from my hand, he instructed me to get back into position.

      Slowly, I walked back to where I was standing, and I faced him with my hands behind my back. I did not break eye contact with him as he sipped his glass, and studied me carefully. My mind was racing. I was trying to read him and figure out what he was going to say or do, but it did not seem possible. Jason was an enigma. He set the glass of water down on the table beside him after he drank about half of it. Loudly, he cleared his throat, and looked at me again.

      “Remove the shirt.” He said plainly. Jason was sitting comfortably as I started to shake with nervous feelings.

      I grabbed my shirt from the bottom, and pulled it over my head. This caused my shirt to become inside out. His eyes moved from my belly button, and slowly moved to my breasts, and after a brief pause, I could see him looking me in the eyes again, but with a stronger sense of conviction. My body seemed to have a positive effect on him, and I watched him squirm slightly in his seat. I wondered if my body was good enough to get him aroused by simply looking at it.

      Jason’s eyes said everything that I needed to know, and because he said nothing to me, I could feel lust begin to consume my thoughts. Weakness entered my body and my knees were wobbly. My heart was beating loud enough to interfere with my internal monologue. I bit down on my lips as I observed him observing me. I wanted him to touch me, to do something, to make me feel alive.

      After standing in front of him for several minutes in complete silence, I felt compelled to speak to him. He had given me clear instructions that I was not to speak, unless in situations where I am serving him something and communication is required to get the job done properly. I was not to provide input, or to beg for him to do anything, because the pacing and intensity was entirely up to him.

      “Come here,” he said as he took another sip from his glass, “kneel before me.” It was finally my time to show him my need to submit to him. It was the moment that I was dreaming of when I first saw his online profile.

      I had assumed that the eye contact rule was still in effect, so I maintained my gaze as I slowly put one foot in front of the other. Careful of my every move I continued to keep my hands behind my back as I approached him. When I got close enough to Jason I slowly kneeled before him. It took some thinking to remember to keep my hands locked together behind me, and to maintain steady eye contact. I found it easier to do everything slowly, and to think before I made the next move. His thoughts were a mystery to me. I had no clue if he was impressed with my ability to obey, or if he was taking everything for granted. His face was expressionless much like a poker player that is going all in with a terrible hand.

      Without saying anything, he gently ran his strong hands through my long hair. My hair had been neatly styled, but it appeared as if he wanted to undo a lot of the hard work I put into making myself look good for him. Much of my hair was now hanging in my face, but I still looked into his eyes through my hair. For a moment, I stepped out of my body and thought of how I looked through his eyes. How he managed to keep a straight face is beyond my ability to understand.

      He smiled at me a little bit as his hands went lower towards my chest. I wanted to watch his hands touch me, but I was still under command to stare at him. It was if he was showing me his ability to restrain, and withhold his emotions. I had never seen a man so calmly fondle me. Usually men would make several comments, but this one just looked at me and gave me barely any feedback, yet I could feel that he liked me. It was a strange feeling to have. It took all of my willpower to not put my hands over his and make him grab my breast. I wanted him to squeeze them hard, but he showed no signs of planning on doing so.

      His eyes moved from mine, and I could see him looking at my breasts. He was sliding his fingers underneath the bra, and teasing me. He would get close, but never touch my erect nipples. After a few moments, he reached around my back with one hand, and in one quick motion unhooked my bra. He had done it more efficiently than any man, or even myself, has done before. Jason had likely unhooked many bras before in the past. Somehow this knowledge did not deter me, and it instead it made me more attracted to him.

      He threw my bra to the other side of the room, and I could feel the cool air on my nipples. They began to harden to the maximum level, and he still avoided touching them with his hands or fingers. It took great restraint from me not to beg him to squeeze my breasts harder. I wanted to feel him suck on my nipples, as he squeezed them with his hands, but this was not the type of man to follow my orders. It was more likely that he would punish me for trying to dictate his next move. He brushed the hair out of my face, and caressed my chin.

      “Stand up,” he said with little emotion, “and turn around.”

      My eye contact never broke until I was at the point where I needed to turn around. I kept my hands behind my back, and I stood there in anticipation. He did nothing for a moment. He did not even smack my ass. I was impressed with his ability to not touch it as most men in my life always seized the opportunity to do so whenever the opportunity presented itself.

      I could feel his face press against the bottom of my back, and he kissed me gently as his hands worked around my waist. I looked down to see him unzipping my jeans and undoing the button.

      “Take them off.” He whispered into my back. His warm breath made me shiver with a need for him. Much to my discontent, he pulled his face away from my back as he waited for me to take off my pants.

      I tried my best to look as sexy as possible as I pulled down my skinny jeans. On the way down I was able to bend over so that my face was close to him, and I expected him to touch my ass. With my head so low to the ground I was able to see him through my legs. My ass was so close to him, but he virtually ignored it as he sipped some water from the glass. I was tempted to walk backwards and confront him with my ass, but I knew that I would be making a huge mistake if I did so. I began to take the jeans off from around my ankles when he stopped me.

      “Get on your knees.” he said as he slammed the glass down on the table and stood up.
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      I dropped to my knees with my jeans still around my ankles, and he placed his hand on my head and pushed me towards the ground. I threw my arms out to catch myself, and I was all of a sudden on all fours. I was trembling and craving him to do something. I was nearly completely bare and so close to him.

      “Do you think you are sexy?” He asked. I did not know how to react to that type of question. It completely threw me off guard. I was too afraid of breaking the silence policy. There was no way to approach his question where I came out looking less like a loser. His reasoning behind it was unknown, so I remained silent hoping that it would be an effective strategy.

      “I asked. You. A. Question!” Jason was becoming more domineering in his tone.

      “I don’t know!” He hadn’t even spanked me or anything, and I already felt like I was being punished.

      “I asked a yes, or no question. “I don’t know” is not one of the options!” I had a feeling I was about to feel a swift smack on my ass.

      “No,” I said quickly, “I’m not sexy!” I felt so embarrassed to have to judge my beauty in front of him. He smacked my ass hard with his hand.

      “You don’t have any confidence in yourself?” He asked.

      “No, I don’t.” I answered. Again, his hand struck my ass, but this time harder. I let out a soft whimper.

      “Are you sexy?” He asked again. I was not sure how to play this game, so I took a chance.

      “Yes, I’m sexy.” I said. His hand came down twice as hard on my ass. I let out a burst of emotions. My body was shaking and my mind felt like it was in a blender.

      “Why are you so full of yourself?” He asked. It was clear to me that he was simply toying with me by not giving me a way to avoid being punished. I was biting down on my lip as I waited to feel his strong hand come down again on my soft ass.

      “I don’t know what to tell you!” I could still feel the sting of his hand on my bare ass. I closed my eyes tightly as I waited for him to spank me again, but nothing came. There was no way to anticipate Jason’s next move. He seemed to always be unpredictable.

      Jason became suspiciously silent. I was not sure what he was going to do. I kept my eyes forward, and avoided looking at him, or saying anything. I loved the feeling of being spanked but I could not help the instinct of doing what was necessary to avoid punishment. It felt like my natural role to be on all fours waiting for him to do as he pleased with my body.

      “Lay down completely.” He ordered to me. “On your stomach.”

      With my arms stretched above my head, I slowly lowered my body to the ground. My breasts flattened as I made myself completely prone. Jason began to tug on the bottom of my jeans. I saw them fly through the air and land on my bra that had been exiled previously. I laid there, calmly, nearly completely naked. Though I did not look at him, I could feel Jason’s eyes as they moved all over my bare skin.

      The quiet of the room disappeared from the sound of Jason pulling down his zipper. The zipper was being pulled down slowly. I had been dying to see his cock, and I was convinced that he possessed something much larger and better than anything I had experienced. One thing that I was sure to do when we first met was carefully look at his body. I knew from his profile picture that he was quite tall, but when I saw the size of his hands and his feet I was sure that he was well endowed.

      The rustling from him removing his pants could be heard, and I was sure he was naked by the pile of clothes that was tossed near my head. I could see his boxers laying on the top of everything. I resisted the urge to turn back to see if he was hard; I just had to trust that I was doing enough for him to feel something.

      “Are you ready?” He asked in a soft voice. I was confused by the question.

      “Ready for what? To get fucked?” I thought to myself. “Yes,” I said, “I’m ready.” I had no idea what I was ready for, but whatever it was I wanted to do it or have it done to me.

      Once he heard my answer, he hooked his arm underneath one of my legs and in one quick motion he turned me over on my back. He stood up once I was on my back, and I looked first at his muscular legs, and quickly moved my eyes towards his dick. It was fully erect, and evidently throbbing with lust as it pointed more straight at me. It was the most beautiful cock I had ever seen in my life.

      Everything about this man was firm, and in place, and large. I could feel something inside of me that simply wanted to give myself to this man. I craved the opportunity to worship him, and to please him however he wanted. His happiness in this moment was paramount to my own. I almost had the same feeling of love as he towered high above me with a dominant look in his eyes. He was mentally preparing himself for what was to come. Expectations felt high, and cleared my mind for a moment to get myself ready to perform to the best of my ability. It reminded me of a tryout or an audition.

      He straddled my small body, and walked towards my face. I could look straight up to the ceiling, and not see anything but his massive cock, and balls. I caught a glimpse of his ass, and I had the sudden urge to bite his butt cheeks. Not acting on any of my primal instincts and dirty thoughts was difficult, but I managed to maintain my composure and I watched and waited for him to make his move. His body was comparatively much nicer than my own. Part of me wanted to see a catalog of all the pictures of the women that he had dated in the past. I had a feeling that I was towards the middle of the pack or possibly on the lower end of the spectrum. A guy like him could have any woman he pleased.

      “Do you want to please me?” He asked, but I felt like it was really a statement.

      “Yes.” I said. I swallowed some saliva that had accumulated in my mouth as I anticipated his cock being thrust towards my empty mouth.

      “Yes?” He appeared disappointed in me for some reason.

      “Yes.” I said again.

      “I think you’re missing something there,” he said as if he was scolding me. “What makes you think you can speak to me so impolitely?”

      I thought for a moment about what he was trying to tell me. Nearly all of the conversations we had flashed before my eyes as I struggled to find a solution to the problem at hand. Then I remembered what the problem was. My answer did not come with an appropriate title. I felt stupid, worthless, as if I made a huge mistake.

      “Yes sir,” I said as I realized what was needed. “May I please have the honor of pleasing you sir?” I was confident that I had rectified my mistake and judging by the look in his face it appeared that I was correct.

      “You may.” He said with a smile that told me that he was the winner.
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      Jason squatted down, and his balls were resting on my lips. I knew what I had to do, and I began to kiss, and worship his balls. He deserved to have my lips show respect with my kissing, and I felt like I had accomplished something by getting to this point with him. This man could get away with having many wives. He was so great and masculine that I believe the average woman would prefer to share him with several other women instead of settling for something much lower in quality.

      “Lick.” He said as he watched me kiss and worship him. “Come on.”

      His command came in right as I was about to take it upon myself. I was just getting ready to try one the things that I had learned from previous relationships. Men always complimented me on my skill after I kissed their balls passionately, and then I would work my tongue from the base of the balls towards the pulsing crown. I was not sure if it was such a good move for me because of the actual feeling it gave men, or if it was because how happy I made myself look while doing it.

      I did to Jason as I had done many times before. It was, however, my first time doing it with a man practically sitting on my face, and with a man as large as him. Somehow I found that it was easier for me to hit the proper spots from the position he was in. I was waiting for him to moan, or something, so that I knew I was doing a good job, but I realized fast that I would need to do something magical to get my master’s attention. He was not easy to please.

      At the base of his firm cock, I began alternating between kissing and licking as I worked my way up to the glorious crown. He roughly grabbed the back of my head, and pulled me closer to his cock, and for a brief moment I was not able to kiss, or lick it because he was just shoving it in my face. It felt natural to me for this man to use my face as if I was some sort of sex toy for him. I wanted to be his sex toy. I wanted to be his servant. Through my nose, I took in as much of scent as I could. His odor confirmed my belief that he was rightfully in charge of me.

      “Put it in my mouth, please!” I begged him. My voice was going straight into his cock, and sending vibrations into it.

      My master grabbed my hair, and pulled me to the side. He took his cock in his hand, and began to smack my face with it. He was not giving me what I craved, but instead, was doing what he desired. He laughed at me as he humiliated me, but the feeling of his cock slapping my face only made me want him more. My pussy was wet and in need of feeling his cock inside of it. I realized at this moment that he was going to use my face for his pleasure, and his pleasure only. In his mind, I was nothing more than a tool that was to worship his greatness. I was just happy that he had chosen me for the task.

      “Please let me suck it!” I begged once more. I kept my mouth open as I tried to get it to go inside of my mouth. Saliva was dripping out the corners of my mouth, but I paid no attention to it as I tried to taste his masculinity again. He looked me dead in the eyes, and smiled at me cruelly.

      “You want it that bad,” he said, “my little come slut?”

      “Yes sir, I want to suck it so bad.” The idea of him looking at me as his come slut was turning me on. “I want to be your little come slut sir!” I was starting to breath loud enough for him to notice.

      “Very well,” he said softly, “as you wish.” He was laughing quietly to himself. It was not like anything that I was used to. It was usually the man that begged me to suck their cock, but with Jason it was me that pathetically begged for it.

      He positioned his body in a way that would allow him fuck my mouth in the same way he would my pussy. I was able to find a comfortable position so that my neck was not hurting, and I took his cock slowly, at first, into my mouth.

      “You may touch yourself.” He said. It was the first time that he even mentioned my pleasure. He could have easily kept me happy by allowing me to taste his manhood.

      There was a desire to thank him for allowing me to worship his cock, but my mouth was too full. I ran my fingers over my clit, and began to work it while he went deeper inside of my mouth. I knew that it would be impossible for him to get the whole thing inside, but I did my best to see how much of it I could handle. For the first time in my life, I allowed a man to push his cock deep enough to cause me to gag slightly.

      Although there was a part of me that wanted him to try and shove the entire cock into my mouth, I was thankful that he seemed to understand the implications of his endowment. He seemed to be aware of the exact amount that would fit inside of my mouth, so that it was pleasurable for both of us. I felt lucky to have such a considerate man that was capable of making me feel the way I needed while also considering and being able to separate the difference between reality and fantasy. In my dreams I was getting mercilessly fucked in the mouth, but in practice, such a thing would not be plausible.

      The way his cock was twitching inside of my mouth signaled to me that he was going to shoot his load inside of me soon. My own pleasure was near completion and the feeling of his cock stirring inside of my mouth helped me get to the next level. Proudly, I realized that I would be ready to come as I got to taste him shoot his load inside of me. I began to moan, and the vibrations set him over the edge. Without warning, he grabbed my hands and pinned them to the ground above my head. I was so close to climaxing, and Jason cruelly robbed me of the perfect orgasm. It took all of my power to not cry. My legs were squirming as I tried to continue the pleasure by pressing them firmly together. It was not the same as it was with my finger rubbing my clit. It was obvious that I made a huge mistake by moaning to alert him of my incoming orgasm.

      “You don’t get too.” He said as his cock was thrashing around the inside of my mouth. He was getting ready to come, and it felt like it was going to be a lot to handle. “You don’t get the privilege to come.” He was breathing heavily as he experienced pure joy.

      I started to swirl my tongue around the tip of his cock when he pulled it out just enough for me to have the crown inside of my mouth. Something in his head change, and his desire to be licked was no more, so he pulled even further away. Sadly, I could not reach him with my mouth anymore.

      He released my arms, and started to work himself through the end. Within seconds, his come started to shoot all over my face. I kept my mouth open trying to catch as much as his sweet come as possible, and I accepted the rest that was shot onto my face. He was humiliating me from the start, so that he could set the bar at a particular level. I was aware enough to know that this was his plan, and I was fully willing to indulge him. This man was worthy of my submission; he was worthy to be worshiped.
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      Jason did not budge from his position until he was completely empty. He was not laughing but I could see it in his eyes as I started to lick my lips. Looking at him as he looked at me told me that he viewed me as another conquest. He watched as I tried to clean myself, but some of his come was unreachable for my tongue.

      “You did a good job today.” He said to me with a look that made me feel good about myself. “I’m really proud of you.”

      “Thank you master.” I made a kiss face, and kissed the air while winking at him. He let out a weak laugh that made me question whether or not I should have made the attempt at looking cute.

      As everything settled, we got up and began to dress. He walked over to the fridge and reached in to grab a bottle of soda. He offered me one, and I accepted.

      “Can I wash my face sir?” I asked. The feeling of his drying come was starting to distract me.

      “Sure,” he said. Jason set down my soda and returned to his chair and opened his.

      “Do you want some ice?” I said as I noticed him getting ready to pour the soda into his glass.

      “Yes,” he said. He was looking at me in a way that told me that I made the right move in looking out for him. I took the glass from him and filled it with ice before going to the sink so that I could splash hot water on my face.

      I returned after a few minutes and took a seat on the bed with the soda in hand. I opened it up and took a long drink of its sugary goodness. It washed away the flavors of his cock.

      “I’m very proud of you.” Jason said to break the silence. “You did much better for your first time than I thought you would.”

      “Thank you sir.” I said. I was happy to get his approval. It made me forget about the fact that he denied me of an orgasm.

      “I have something very important to give you. If you choose to accept it, it is a very important moment for us.” His face grew serious as he watched my every move.

      “What is it?” I was curious. Near his chair was a desk, and he opened a drawer. Inside was a gift box.

      “Here.” He said as he handed me the box. I was surprised that he had gone out of his way to buy me something. I did not expect him to be the gift giving type, so I naturally was excited to get it open. I opened the box, and inside was a small, black leather collar with a silver ring serving as the charm.

      “It’s a collar.” He said, “They make it so that it is fashionable, and the average person not inside the community will know the reason behind it. Anyone in the BDSM community, however, will understand that you are already serving a dom.” I was filled with excitement as he continued to speak. “If you accept this, we will enter into a relationship where you will agree to be faithful to me one hundred percent.”

      My heart began to race. I could not believe how kind my master was being to me so soon. He was offering me a guaranteed position at his feet where I could serve him. I was going to be one of his regulars, and I was so proud of myself for securing a position in his life. Surely, those who saw me walking in public with him would have feelings of great jealousy towards me.

      “I accept.” I said with a huge smile.

      “You do realize,” he said, “you are just one of many.”

      “Yes sir,” I said. It did not bother me at all. “Thank you sir!” I was so pleased with the collar and I was fascinated by the craftsmanship that was put into it.

      He did not say anything, but he smiled at me. I wanted him to kiss me so bad, but before I could even try to find a way to get him to do it he reached over and took the collar from the box.

      “Come here,” he said as he patted his lap. “Let’s see how it looks.” I set my soda down on the table and quickly jumped into his lap with my back facing him.

      Carefully, he put it around my neck and connected the two ends together. He tapped me gently on the hips to signal for me to get up so I did. The first thing I did was rush to the mirror to see how it looked. Seeing myself with the collar on made me feel a sudden burst of confidence knowing that I had such a strong man to protect me, and to take care of me. I would do anything for this man, and he in return, would make sure that I was treated the way I deserved to be as long as I recognized my role.

      “I’ll give you a call whenever I’m ready to see you again.” Jason said as our conversations started to die down.

      “Okay,” I said, “thank you sir.” I danced cutely as I wore the collar proudly in his honor. I knew that I would be walking out of there with a renewed sense of self worth. Finally, I had found the master I had been searching for.

      As I drove home, I was burning with lust and it was hard to focus on actually driving. Stop lights were becoming a problem, because they gave my mind a moment to idle and to think about everything that happened, and the feeling of the collar around my neck was still fresh and constantly on my mind. Eventually, I would be wearing the collar without even noticing that it was there. It would become a part of my body. I speculated that it would eventually feel like my earrings. When I first got them pierced years ago, I was constantly touching and playing with them, but over time they were something that I didn't even notice. It even got to the point where I had to remind myself to clean them because of how easy they were to forget.

      The moment I parked my car in front of my home I knew exactly what had to be done. Being denied an orgasm while being dominated by such a powerful man was one of the most frustrating experiences of my life. I had trouble believing that he gave me permission to touch myself only to take it away and pin my arms to the floor as he had me worship his mighty cock. I needed to feel pleasure, and I found myself rushing into my bedroom and into my underwear drawer where I kept my favorite toy.

      “It’s been a very long time.” I said as I caressed my vibrator. “I’ve missed you,” I put it to my lips and kissed. I had a strange relationship with this toy as it had given me more pleasure than any man. Jason could fill the void, but only if he chose to give me the pleasure. That was entirely up to him, and so I was stuck using my faithful, little vibrator.

      My body was trembling as I got out of my clothes and onto the bed. Images of Jason’s grandiosity were at the forefront of my thought as I turned on the vibrator. The buzzing sound drowned out the sound of the outside world, and it was only me and it accompanied by my mental images of Jason. With my left hand I tugged on the collar and threw my face into the pillow as if it was my master that was leading me to certain humiliation. I felt the cool air tickling my naked ass and my pussy was starting to get wet as I continued to fantasize about how badly I wanted to feel his cock inside of me.

      My toes curled hard into my foot as the vibrator hummed hard in my pussy. I tugged the collar as hard as I could to simulate how it would feel if Jason were in the room with me. Nothing could compare to the feeling I would have if Jason was actively dominating me, but I had to do the best with what I had. Biting the pillow, I moved my hand from the collar and began to spank my own ass as I was brought to an explosive orgasm. The thought of someone catching me in such a position reminded me of how it felt to look Jason in the eyes as he fucked my mouth as if it was nothing more than a fuck hold to him.

      “Fuck,” I said as I started to shake and reach the climax of myself pleasure, “Oh my god! Jason!” I laid in the bed for a very long time. The desire to move was not there, and eventually I grew relaxed enough to drift into a comfortable sleep.
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      “Cassie, come to the coffee shop on maple at noon. Don’t be late.” Jason sent to me via text message.

      I had fallen asleep completely naked with my wet vibrator laying by my side. I struggled to see the text message at first and I had to read it again after taking a shower. It was way out of character for me to fall asleep without setting an alarm on my phone, and I was amazed at how I was not woken up by the coolness of the air as it touched my naked body. When I got out of the shower I looked at the clock and it said it was quarter after eleven.

      “Fuck!” I said realizing that I would have to be in a rush to be on time. It was going to take at least fifteen to twenty minutes to make it to maple street. “I’ll see you there!” I sent to Jason while I was freaking out.

      I wanted to pace around my home and scream, but that would not have helped anything at all. Getting ready was my priority, and I would have to live with the fact that my appearance would not be finely tuned as I preferred it to be. There would be no time to try on outfits, or paint my nails, and I worried that Jason would see me as less than if I showed up looking like a slob. I did my bet, only focussing on the important aspects of my makeup. I was just glad that I did not wash my hair, or I would have shown up to meet him looking like an idiot with my hair matted to my head.

      I made it to the coffee shop in the nick of time. I looked around the parking lot and Jason was nowhere to be found, so I waited patiently until I saw his car pull in to the lot. There was a passenger with him, a female, and my face started to burn with jealousy.

      “Who the hell is that?” I said under my breath. “Hey Jason!” I said when he got out of the car. I did my best to not look upset about him being with another woman. “How are you?”

      “I’m good,” he said smiling. He put his hand back and the woman he was with took it. They walked towards me hand in hand. “This is Rhonda. Rhonda, this is Cassie.”

      The two of us greeted one another and it felt like we were both fake smiling at one another. She was gorgeous and her appearance was flawless. Unlike me, she had the privilege of being able to spend hours on her hair and makeup and she made me feel so ugly. If we were standing next to one another, the average man would prefer to talk to her. The only reason they would pick me over her is if they were looking for a sure bet. It made me feel so weak and pathetic. It was too late, but I wondered if it would have been better for me to cancel rather than show up looking so unkempt.

      Rhonda was half a head taller than me with her black high heels and her hips were wide but met together to form a skinny waist. Her breasts were larger, and her hair was long and jet black. On her neck, she too wore a collar, but it looked fancier than mine. Once I saw the collar I realized that I was the third wheel, the person on the bottom of the list.

      Jason sat us down at a booth and he ordered our coffees. He returned with all three of our drinks and I realized that a decision was going to be made. Both Rhonda and I had a a seat next to us open, so he had to choose one of us to sit with. Without any hesitation, or any real thought put into it, Jason sat down next to Rhonda. She smiled at me wickedly. I realized then that she was his preferred submissive. It made me feel even more pathetic than I already was.

      “I’m sure the two of you are wondering why I brought the both of you out today,” Jason said as he took a long sip from his cup. “Is that right?”

      “Yes sir,” Rhonda and I both said in unison. Afterwards we both traded evil glares with one another.

      “That’s cute,” he said with a chuckle, “Of all of my ladies, I think you two will get along together the best. Have either of you ever heard the word cuckquean?” He asked.

      “No” I answered.

      “Yeah,” Rhonda said as she looked at me triumphantly. It appeared that she had much more knowledge than I, and she had no problem showing it off. “It’s what you call a female that is in a relationship and her man cheats on her. Sometimes it’s hush hush, and other times she’s right there watching, helplessly. Like a little slut.” Somehow I felt that her description of a cuckquean was about me. My body tightened up as she looked me up and down. It was clear that she felt superior to me, even with a collar around her neck.

      “Very good,” Jason praised Rhonda for her answer. He put his arm around her and gave her a half hug that sent my mind in a fit of jealous frenzy, but on the outside I maintained a sweet smile. “So the question is,” Jason paused and took a sip of his coffee. Both Rhonda and I were on the edge of our seats as we waited to hear what he was going to say to us. “Which one of you is going to be my little cuckquean?”

      Our table went silent. Rhonda and I were both aware that if either of us said too much we might be given the title of the cuckquean. I knew in my heart, however, that I was not going to be seen as the dominant woman. I did not feel worthy enough at the time, and Rhonda was just leagues above me in both appearance and her apparent experience in the BDSM scene. I took a deep breath before I finally decided to break the silence. Jason seemed to be the only one completely comfortable with sitting at a quiet table.

      “I’ll be the cuckquean,” I said. As soon as the words came out of my mouth Jason smiled widely as if he had already assigned me that role. I was okay with it. It was going to be a new experience.

      “That makes me the cuckcake!” Rhonda said. She looked much more confident after hearing me submit essentially to the both of them.

      “Perfect,” Jason said. “I’m glad that was easy. So Cassie, do you have questions or any limits you need to discuss? This session is going to involve the two of you playing with one another by design. Are you okay with letting Rhonda here dominate you in similar ways that I do?”

      “Y-yes sir.” I answered. I kept my eyes on the table and I could feel Jason looking at me with concern, but Rhonda’s eyes were cutting through me. It was obvious that she was finally going to be in a position of power. It was a position that she likely never felt often considering the collar that she wore around her neck.

      “Jason?” Some guy said when he walked into the shop. “What’s going on my man? How have you been?”

      “Tony!?” Jason stood up as if he didn’t care that he had two women sitting with him at the table. “Long time no see! Ladies,” he said as he turned back, “I’m going to catch up with my buddy. You two play nice. Okay?”

      “Yes sir,” the two of us said in unison as he walked off to go catch up with his friend.

      Rhonda and I were looking at each other. It felt like a game to see who would look away first. I had the intention of not showing weakness, but I found myself unable to stick with my resolve. I looked down to my coffee and I heard her laughing quietly.

      “Don’t worry Cassie,” she said, “I think you’ll like it.”

      “Like w-what?” I said as I tried to gather more information.

      “You’ll like being a cuckquean. It’s nice really,” she said, “you don’t have to think much. You just have to obey.”

      “I’ve never done anything like this before,” I admitted, “I’m new to all of this.”

      “You’ll be fine. Just relax yourself and understand that you will watch Jason and I make love. It’ll be nice.” Rhonda put her hand over the table and on mine. “And when he fills me with his come,” she paused and bit down on her lower lip, “you can clean me.”

      “W-what do you mean? C-clean y-you?” I asked even though the answer was clear.

      “You know,” she said as she put her index and middle finger over her lips. She licked between them as the two fingers formed a “V.”

      My mind took off with a million thoughts per minute. The hardest part to grasp was how I had no desire to set the collar down on the table and run away from them. I was confronted with my own primal urge to do exactly as she was saying. The thought of my face being between her legs and her hand over my head as I licked Jason’s come out of her pussy was arousing. I never would have thought that such a thing would turn me on. It was the scariest part about it all. How could I possibly want to lick another woman’s pussy?

      “Have you done this before?” I asked.

      “Yes,” Rhonda said, “Jason has all of his women do this. I’ve been in your shoes before, and trust me, it isn’t that bad. I think it’s fun, but this is my first time being the cuckcake.” She put her hands on her collar, “see how mine is different?”

      “Yes” I said, “I wanted to ask you about that too, but I wasn’t sure if it was appropriate.” I was starting to feel more comfortable around her. I think it had to do with the fact that she related to the position I was in so easily.

      “Jason will upgrade your collar after our session. It will symbolize that you have advanced to the next level,” she said, “being a cuckquean is the next level for you. I’ll get a new one as well, and I wouldn’t be surprised if this one right here,” she tugged on her collar, “will be your new collar.”

      “Wow,” I said as she was giving me more to think about. “How many women does he have?”

      “I don’t know,” Rhonda said, “I’ve met you and three others. I’ve been a cuckquean three times too.”

      “Well that was good to see him,” Jason said interrupting our conversation. “How are my ladies doing?”

      “Fine sir,” I said.

      “Wonderful, sir,” Rhonda said. It was her that got the kiss on the cheek when he saw that we were getting along with one another.

      Something inside of me told me that Rhonda was going to be someone I did not want to rule over me. The way she carried herself and slyly went about trying to dominate me told me that she was not to be trusted. There were not going to be any alliances between her and I; that fact was as plain as day.
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      Jason wasted no time in pressing forward with the cuckquean session. He suggested that we leave and go to his place. I was starting to understand how this was all going to work. It was a hierarchy, and I was on the bottom. Having only been with Jason one time, I was essentially at the bottom of the totem pole. He organized the positions of power in his harem through the use of collars, and I realized that the goal was to keep climbing the ranks and trying to get the next collar. Rhonda was a step ahead of me, but she implied that there were women out there with an even higher rank than her. I wanted to see the woman that wore the highest ranking collar, but I had to focus on earning the one around Rhonda’s neck first.

      Following Jason’s car while Rhonda was in the passenger seat beside him was hard to deal with. I already knew what I would be doing, but the jealousy was still burning inside of me. She was essentially getting face time with the boss while I was in exile, following their lead. Rhonda was making moves up the ladder while I had only just begun and it was a harsh reality that I had to deal with. Leaving was an option, but the competition started to excite me. The idea of being the one on top was exhilarating. How long it would take to get there was beyond me, but it felt like a worthy goal to strive for. Jason was worth every ounce of effort.

      I understood why Jason took me into a hotel room for our first session. He lived in a really nice neighborhood. It had been a while since I had driven though, but I checked the prices of some of the homes out of curiosity and they were way out of my budget. Jason’s profession was a mystery to me, but it was clear that he had access to quite a bit of money. Everything was making sense. He was a wealthy man in an alpha male’s body. The perfect combination, but also a combination that allowed him to have as many women as he wanted.

      I felt so out of place parking my old car outside his beautiful house. This was the type of neighborhood that housed the elite of our town.

      “Hey,” Rhonda said to me as I stepped out of my car, “come on, hurry! You have got to see his place! It’s amazing!” She looked more excited to show me the house than I was to see it for the first time. I also learned that Rhonda had already been there at least once before.

      “Wow!” I said when I walked in the front door right behind the two of them. “This is a really nice house.” I said in disbelief.

      Everything from the vaulted ceilings, to the expensive kitchen appliances just reinforced my thoughts that Jason had access to money that could afford him anything he wanted. I had to know how he got all of his money, and I started to not care about being rude.

      “What do you do for a living?” I asked, “this is incredible.”

      “I’m retired,” he said with a smirk. “I haven’t had to work in years.”

      “Retired?” I asked. Jason was around thirty. The idea of him being retired seemed impossible. “What do you all day if you don’t work?”

      “This is what I do,” he answered. At first I was waiting for him to continue speaking, but I realized what he meant after a moment or two. He spent his early retirement managing a harem of women and dominating them with all of the power he had accumulated.

      Rhonda appeared to fit right in as if it were her own home. She went straight to the fridge and grabbed herself a drink. We made our way into the kitchen and sat down together. It was hard for me to focus on anything. His house was just so grand and everything inside was the newest and best name brands. His fridge looked more expensive than my car.

      “I dropped out college after my first year,” Jason said, “after a while it started to not feel like it was worth my time. I took a job as a pizza delivery guy for a couple of different shops near my college, and I did nothing but that for three years.”

      “Delivering pizza?” I asked. His story was not adding up in my mind, but I realized I had spoken to soon because he interrupted me before I could say anything else. Rhonda looked equally as interested as me. That told me that she did not have the courage to ask him about how he got his money. She almost looked impressed.

      “Five fucking years,” he said. “I had to show up with pizzas wearing uniforms that made me feel so weak and low status. A lot of the customers were former classmates. Guys would give me a hard time about what I was doing. “Hey bro, why don’t you come back to class?” “You’re making a huge mistake man!” It was the worst feeling in the world to have, but I just had a feeling that college wasn’t for me.” He stopped telling the story to ask Rhonda to grab him something out of the fridge. She handed him the drink and he took a large pull before continuing.

      “Five years of that humiliation was enough for me, so I quit. Everyone around me was wondering what I was doing. They didn’t know that for those five years I had been saving every single dollar that I could. I stopped going out. I stopped buying new clothes. The only thing I paid for was my apartment and my car. Believe it or not, if you work two pizza delivery jobs you can earn a decent living, and the work isn’t all that hard so long as you’re willing to put up with people’s comments.”

      “Yeah,” I said, “I used to wait tables and I sometimes made more doing that than what I make now working in an office.”

      “So I quit my job at around the same time that my lease was up on my apartment. I didn’t resign it, and I sold my old car for about a thousand dollars and added it to my stack. After five years of busting my ass, I had about forty grand in my bank account.”

      “Wow,” Rhonda said laughing. “I’ve never even had more than a thousand dollars, and that’s only when I get paid.” She was laughing and I joined it. I could relate.

      “During the last few months I had gotten my passport. I never even left the country, and I was twenty five years old and I had more money than all of my friends that stayed in school. They were in debt and they were just getting into careers that they hated. Some of them weren’t even pulling in what I was when I was delivering the pizzas, but I was burnt out.” He said, “but anyways, I booked a flight to Cambodia. I sold off all of belongings and gave away everything else.”

      “Cambodia?” I asked, “who the hell goes to Cambodia?” His story was probably the most interesting thing that I had ever heard, but for the bulk of it all he talked about was being delivery driver. All of his decisions were beyond my ability to comprehend.

      “Cambodia is a pretty poor country,” he said, “a lot of Americans wouldn’t even think about going there. Hell, most Americans probably couldn’t point to the country on a map. I went there because the cost of living was low, and I honestly just wanted to get away from everyone. I knew that I could always come back and deliver pizzas as long as I had a few thousand dollars to rent another apartment and to buy another car.” He started to laugh to himself, and Rhonda and I were on the edge of our seats. We looked at one another with wide eyes and somehow we had a conversation with one another without saying a word.

      “I spent two years doing nothing. I partied and sat around. There wasn’t much I wanted to do, but after two years I had blown through half of my stack. That’s when reality started to settle in. I knew that without an income coming in, I would eventually blow everything and have to actually come back and deliver pizzas again.” He took a deep breath, “so one day I’m sitting outside eating street food and I kept seeing these tourists walking by wearing these pants. You know, the ones that are sort of like bell bottoms. They’re really popular with the backpackers and short term visitors. That’s when it all changed. I realized that people loved those pants, but nobody back home was wearing them.”

      I was already starting to understand how his story was going to end. That style caught on a few years back. Almost all of my friends had a few pairs. They had commercials running for them every single day, and by the time I was getting ready to buy them the trend wasn’t a thing anymore. Jason was starting to become the most interesting person I had ever met. He went from just being an alpha male, to a truly interesting character with just a simple life story.

      “I went to the markets and asked around. Since I had been there for a couple of years I knew a little bit of the language, and I had a few local friends that spoke English that were willing to help me negotiate. I worked my way up the food chain and met with someone that was running one of the larger manufacturing locations for the pants.” He was smiling because he knew that he had both of us fascinated with him. “To make a long story short, I started an import business that rebranded the pants and it took off. It was a major fad, and right in its peak of popularity.” He paused, “I sold the company. I sold it for money than anyone would ever need. The funny thing is those pants aren’t even popular nowadays.”

      “Yeah that fad died.” I said, “I remember it.”

      “You’re right,” Jason said, “I got lucky. I was in the right country at the right time with just enough money to get a business up and running. It could have been anyone, but it was me.” He started to stand up, “Cassie.”

      “Yes sir,” I said as I realized that his story time was over.

      “Take Rhonda upstairs into the bathroom,” he said with smile, “get her ready for our session.”

      “Yes sir,” I said. I was not entirely sure what he meant by getting her ready, but I knew that Rhonda probably had an idea, and she could show me. He kissed Rhonda on the cheek and disappeared into the other room.

      “Shall we?” Rhonda said with her hand out for me to take. “Let’s go!”

      “Why aren’t I getting any kisses on the cheek?” I thought to myself.
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      “I swear Jason just keeps getting more attractive every time I get to see him.” Rhonda said as she closed the door behind her. “I can’t believe you actually asked him about his story like that!”

      “Well,” I was a little nervous, “I didn’t think it was a bad thing. It’s obvious that he had done well in something.”

      “Yeah, but still,” she said. “That was RISKY.”

      “Rhonda?” I asked.

      “What’s up?” She said. It was strange to almost feel like we were in a relationship with one another. The only thing we had in common was the same man to worship.

      “What exactly am I doing up here with you?” I said, “I don’t understand what it means to prepare you.”

      “You’re going to help me get ready,” she said, “you’re going to help me get nice and fresh for our lovely master in there.” She paused, “and you’re going to help me warm up.”

      “Warm up?’ I asked.

      “Don’t think too much sweetie.” She flicked my nose, “just obey me as you would him, and everything will be fine.”

      “O-okay,” I said. My eyes couldn’t stay still. I was worrying about what was expected of me and impressed with the size and quality of Jason’s bathroom. It was about the size of my bedroom!

      “Take my shoes off!” Rhonda ordered. Her personality went from us being friendly to one another to her now being my boss. “Do it now!”

      “Okay, okay,” I said as I knelt down at her feet. I felt so awkward being on my knees and taking her shoes off.

      “Good,” she said when I set her heels to the side. She took a seat, “clean my feet.”

      I looked around the room and found a washcloth. She stopped me right as she saw what I was doing to tell me what she really meant.

      “Clean my feet with your mouth,” she said, “welcome to the cuckquean lifestyle.” Rhonda was smiling at me condescendingly as she waved her feet in the air inches from my face.

      “My mouth?” I asked. It felt like someone had shoved their hand into my chest and ripped out my soul. I never imagined that I would be on my knees licking another woman’s feet in my life. It felt wrong.

      “You don’t have to do anything Cassie,” she said. “If you want to upgrade your collar then you are going to have to make some sacrifices.” She was gently touching her fancy collar. Seeing it again reminded me of how much I wanted to serve Jason at the highest level possible for me. I did want to do whatever was necessary to get there, and after hearing his amazing story I was filled with inspiration. “Are you going to do it?”

      “Y-yes,” I said. I moved my face closer to her feet and paused for a moment. “It’s only skin,” I thought to myself. “You can do this!”

      “Very good,” she said, “you’re going to be just fine my little cuckquean.” Her laugh was evil and I felt the dynamic change between the two of us. She had the collar to prove it, but she was basically setting herself up to be dominant over me. I knew that one day, if I served Jason well enough, I could have my revenge.

      I brought my lips to her toes and she pointed them towards my lips. She wiggled them through and pried open my closed lips. Reluctantly, I brought my tongue out and sampled the flavor of her feet. It was just as I expected. It did not taste bad at all. The only thing I had to deal with was the look she gave me as I had her toes in my mouth. It was a humiliating position to be in, and as her toes were in my mouth I grew more comfortable with how she was looking at me. Once I had already subjected myself to that type of shame, it was pointless to worry anymore about it. She had already won, at least in her mind, so fighting the urge to pull my mouth away was pointless. I obeyed her and gently I began to suck.

      “Come on,” Rhonda said, “open your mouth wider. Really get them clean. Jason doesn’t want to smell my feet when he’s fucking me!” She laughed and pressed her toes deeper into my mouth when I opened my mouth.

      Her foot was so deep in my mouth that as I flattened my tongue to allow her to continue pushing it inside I was essentially licking the bottom of her foot. She laughed at me as she pulled her foot out of my mouth only to shove it back in.

      “That’s a good fuck hole,” she said with a fit of laughter. “Such a good foot cleaner!” I felt like she was praising me for the sake of making me feel like an idiot. “Tilt your head back!”

      I obeyed her command and my eyes were moved the high ceiling of the room. Her foot came out of my mouth and I took in a huge breath of fresh air, the taste of her foot still in my mouth. Her foot came into my line of sight, and she set her heel down over my lips. I opened my mouth, so that she could use my mouth as a stool to rest her feet.

      “That’s right,” she said, “you’re nothing but a foot stool!” We held that position for what felt like an eternity. I could see nothing but the blank ceiling and hear nothing but my own mouth dealing with her foot and the sound of her condescending laughter. I knew that someday I would get my chance to do this to someone else. I felt like I was being initiated into some sort of club, and in a way I was. It was Jason’s harem that I was a member of, and these were simply the growing pains of moving up within the society that he had created. I would get there eventually.

      I pointed my eyes down my face so that I could see what Rhonda was doing. She was pulling her blouse over her head. I could not see her very well, but I could sense that she would make me feel so bad about myself if we were to stand next to one another without a top on.

      “Stop,” she said as she pulled her heel from my mouth. “Take off my pants.” She said as she unbuttoned and unzipped her pants.

      I said nothing, but I shifted my weight so that my head was leaning towards her. This allowed me to grab the bottom of her pants and pull them down as she lifted her round ass up so that her pants could slide down. She was wearing a matching set of lingerie, the same color blue that I had been instructed to wear the first time that I met with Jason. I felt a crazy rush of emotions as I realized that he was essentially having us wear uniforms. I was worried that if he stripped me down to my underwear, Jason would see that I did not wear the same color as he had initially requested.

      Rhonda stood up and pressed the front triangle of her underwear against my face. She placed her hands behind my head and pushed me into her covered pussy. My mouth was shoved tightly against her, and I had to take in air from my nose. She looked down at me with a look of intrigue as I sniffed the scent of her pussy.

      “You are adorable,” she said with a smirk. She let go of my head and started to pull down her underwear. “Hold them down,” she said. I put my hands on her underwear so that she could step out of them. “Now I want you to clean my ass.”

      I already knew what her definition of cleaning was. She turned around, her ass grazing my cheeks, and she slightly bent over. I was inches from her naked ass and I was feeling anxiety with what I was about to do. Before I could summon the courage to press my face between her cheeks, Rhonda gave me more instructions.

      “Kiss it,” she said, “get to know it. I promise you that you will love it.”

      “O-okay,” I said as I slowly pressed my lips to her soft unblemished butt.

      “Good,” she said, “now keep kissing, and don’t stop!”

      I planted kiss after kiss on her butt, and every single one of those kisses made me feel less than her. She was giggling the entire time, and the only comfort I had was that she had already been initiated. She had to have been getting these ideas from a previous experience, and I wondered what position that woman held. I looked up to see Rhonda unhooking her bra and I could sense that something was going to happen.

      “Spread them,” she said as she removed the bra from her body. “Lick it clean. Now!” She said firmly.

      I put my hands on either side of her ass and spread them to discover a freshly shaven crack. I stuck my tongue out a little and gently tickled her ass with it.

      “Move your hands!” She said. I followed her orders and it caused her ass cheeks to close around my face. My tongue was touching her ass, and then I felt her bra being used as a way to keep my face in place. She bent over a little more and demanded that I lick faster and harder. I complied with her demands. “I need to be clean for Jason,” she said. “This is the first time that I actually get to feel his cock inside of me, and I don’t want him to have anything bad to say!”

      I realized the trajectory of being one of his submissives. First, he meets you to see what personality you are and then he dominates you sexually while depriving you of any pleasure. Second, he tests your resolve and sees if you will become a cuckquean. I was only on step two and it appeared that Rhonda had graduated to finally being able to take his cock. This understanding made licking another woman’s ass more tolerable as there was an end in sight. I wanted nothing more than to feel his cock inside of me.

      “Put your tongue inside,” she said loudly. I wondered if Jason could hear what was going on while he was doing whatever it was that he was doing. “Clean it!”

      I stuck my tongue out as far and as firmly as I possibly could as she bent over more to give me more access to pierce her hole. I tasted her ass, and listened to her moan from my tongue. It was a new experience for me, and one that was not as bad as I would have thought. My desire to be submissive was still there, and though it was not with Jason, I was still in the position that I had often dreamed about.

      “Good,” she said after a long time of having me lick her ass. “I think we’re ready. Jason will be pleased.” She opened the door and yelled out, “we’re ready sir!”

      “Okay,” I could hear him say from a distance, “I’ll be there in one second.”

      “Get ready Cassie,” she said, “this is going to change your life!” I believed her with all of my heart, and I gulped down my saliva without a care that I had just spent a long time licking Rhonda’s butt.
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      Rhonda and I waited at the door as Jason started to walk down the hall. He had two leashes in his hands, and without saying a word, he connected them to the silver rings on each of our collars. I had wondered when he was going to actually get some use out of the utility of the collars.

      “Come,” he said, “here you go Rhonda.” He handed her the leash that I was connected to. I realized that he was going to lead her, and she was going to lead me. I was at the bottom of the heap, and I would have no option but to endure the humiliation. Her facial expression was filled with excitement, and I could see the power flow through her veins. It was like she was finally getting her revenge for being previously humiliated on several occasions.

      “Follow me slut,” she said cutely even though she was getting her leash tugged on by our strong master.

      Jason said nothing as he brought us into his bedroom. The room was large and filled with all sorts of things that I wanted to ask about. Paintings on the wall depicting women on their knees were all over the room along with what appeared to be Asian artifacts scattered everywhere. He was a cultured man from the looks of what he kept in his room. Asking him questions at this point in time would not go in my favor like it had already when we we first went into his home. I was not going to push my good luck.

      He closed the bedroom door behind us and turned the lights on, but kept them dimmed. It created an ambiance that suited what I was anticipating. I was so nervous without a clue in the world of what to expect while Rhonda appeared more confident. She had already been in my position, and she knew that it was now her moment to receive what she had been working so hard for. Both of us were moving up the ranks within his harem, and so it was exciting for both of us, but I envied Rhonda for she was going to feel the wrath of Jason’s cock inside of her. I was merely here as a cuckquean that would be ordered to clean up the mess that was made from their sex.

      “Bring the cuckquean to the bed.” Jason said to Rhonda, “put her on her stomach with her hands behind her back.”

      “Yes sir!” She said, “come here!” She tugged the leash hard while Jason released his grip on hers. He was looking through one of his drawers and I could hear the sound of metal clanking together. “Hands!” She said. I put my hands behind my back as my body fell to the bed. It was a soft and large mattress, but I felt foolish as I was the only one in a submissive position.

      “Very good,” Jason said, “now listen to me my little cuckquean.” He was whispering in my ear. “Do you remember the safe word?”

      “Y-yes sir,” I said, “it’s pirate.”

      “Good,” Jason was holding my wrists together as he began to put on a pair of handcuffs. “Remember that word, and do not be afraid to use it if you must. Do you understand Rhonda? Our safe word for the day is pirate.”

      “I understand sir,” she said. “You know I won’t be using it.” She and Jason shared a laugh as if they shared an inside joke together.

      I felt safe with the two of them, but the nervousness was not going anywhere until I could see exactly what was to come. With my hands locked securely behind my back, and my clothes still on it became obvious that I was not going to be having any sort of pleasure.

      “Come on,” Rhonda said as she started to tug on the leash. I crawled with my shoulders and knees to the edge of the bed until she stopped me. “Roll over!” She said like the mean boss that she was.

      I had to shift my weight back and forth a few times to gather enough momentum to be able to land on my back. The two of them laughed at my pathetic attempts until I eventually completed the task.

      “Good,” she said as she started to get on the bed. I realized that she was mounting my face with her pussy pointed at my lips and her ass in my line of vision. “You get the best seat in the house.” My leash was dangling off the side of the bed. There was no more reason for it as I was being pinned down by Rhonda’s beautiful, naked body. Her ass and feet freshly cleaned by me.

      I could see Jason come to the edge of the bed. He stood and his cock lined up with where Rhonda’s pussy would be if she just leaned her body towards my legs. He started to take off his clothes, and as I tried to watch him Rhonda decided to use my mouth for pleasure.

      “Lick it!” She said as she started to grind her pussy up and down my face. I could no longer pay attention to the alpha male getting undressed.

      I kissed and licked her pussy as it moved up and down my face. Her wetness started to cover me and it created the illusion of wearing a mask. Jason was breathing in a way that told me that he was enjoying the show right before his eyes. I felt weak and useless as my only use for them was to lick Rhonda’s pussy before and after Jason dominated it with his throbbing cock. I tried to remind myself that someday I would be in her position, and it would be some other poor woman being used. I wanted that collar around Rhonda’s neck, and then I would work towards getting the one after that.

      Jason smacked Rhonda’s ass when he was ready. She leaned down and my vision was back. His large cock was standing at attention and only inches from my face. I remembered when I first saw it in all of its glory, and how he used it to extract pleasure and humiliate me. My mouth was watering from the memory of his come being shot into my mouth.

      Rhonda pushed my knees together, and rested her head on my shins as he started to rub his cock around her wet pussy. He covered the crown of his cock with her wetness and my saliva and she moaned as he started to slowly press it inside of her. She grew louder with every inch that went inside of her and it felt like there was no limit to how loud she could get.

      “Oh my god!” She said, “Fuck me sir!” Fuck me!”

      “Quiet!” He said as he spanked her ass hard. I could just barely see that he was still holding the leash. Jason leaned back and used the leash as his primary handle and she began to bounce up and down on his cock. I was only inches from it all, and the sight of it and the sounds of her pleasure were causing my panties to work hard to soak up my wetness.

      His slow rhythm quickly evolved into a bout of thrashing mercilessly into her pussy. Judging by her moans, she was experiencing something unlike anything she ever had. She knew what to expect, as she had witnessed it first hand, and likely endured similar humiliation as I did when I was one on one with Jason, but it looked like feeling his cock for the first time was something you could not prepare for. The entire situation had me wanting to cry, not because of pain or humiliation, but out of frustration. I wanted to be in her position, to feel his mighty cock, and experience my body shaking uncontrollably as her body was.

      Instinctively, I tried to move my arms but the handcuffs were too strong. I was breathing heavily from being so aroused and I noticed that when I exhaled deeply, Rhonda was receiving pleasure from the warmth of my envious breath.

      “He likes me more than you!” Rhonda said as she continued to take his cock. She knew that she would be punished for speaking out, but it was a well thought out risk. She knew the slap on her ass would hurt her less than it would humiliate me. I wanted to scream, and I wanted to do something to earn back some of my honor, but I was not in the position to do so. I had been at her feet and treated the same as a man with a foot fetish, and I had stuck my tongue into her asshole. She was, in all honesty, the dominant woman with the higher ranking collar. I was just being initiated to the next level.

      “Shut. The. Fuck. Up!” Jason yelled loudly as he relentlessly spanked her. She moaned in joy as if she was truly after her ass being spanked by him. He fucked her with all of his power and I could hear him grunting. He was getting ready to blow his load, and I licked my lips and waited for my time to perform.

      “Oh god!” Rhonda called out, “thank you master! Thank you!” She was nearly at the point of screeching.

      Jason did nothing but grunt and I could tell by the way his body was moving that he was emptying himself inside of her. He continued to thrust with long and slow strokes as he got as much stimulation as he possibly could out of her hole.

      “It’s time,” he said as he started to pull his cock from her pussy. I watched as his own come stuck to his cock and formed a string to her pussy for a moment. “Clean her Cassie!” He said as he disappeared from my line of sight.

      Laughing and trying to catch her breath, Rhonda sat on my face. Initially, her pussy sat on my nose and come covered my face. She slid her pussy towards my mouth, and I began to lick. I could hear my master laughing quietly from the other side of the bedroom as I licked the pussy that he was using only moments prior to fuck. I felt like a sexual janitor.

      “How does it taste?” She asked as she lifted herself up from my face for a second.

      “Wonderful,” I answered, “our master’s come is amazing!” Happy with my answer, she thrusted her pussy back into my face and I licked and sucked until she was clean. She moaned from my efforts, and judging by her body shaking, I had brought her to another orgasm.

      “Fuck you!” She said as she tried to release some of her sexual energy in the form of verbal humiliation. “You fucking ugly, pussy licking slut!” I continued to lick and accepted the insults being thrown at me. I was focused on achieving a new rank and nothing else could keep me from getting there.

      “That’s enough,” Jason said, “end session.”

      “Yes sir!” She said as she slowly started to get up from my face. She looked at me with an evil smile as I remained on my back with my hands behind me.

      It was in that moment as I laid on my back, without the use of my hands, that I realized that Jason had set a new record. Out of all of the men that I dated in the past, Jason was the one that I saw for the longest without sleeping with him. By the standards of some, that would mean that he and I were prime candidates for marriage. The entire idea of trying to tame such a man brought laughter into my internal dialogue.
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      Jason was seated in a chair that was far away from the bed. It looked like a throne, not because of the design of the chair, but because it was him sitting in it. To me, he was starting to feel more and more like a king with every experience I had with him. His ability to be cruel and domineering, yet sweet and gentle at the same time made him the most amazing in the entire universe. He was getting ready to speak, and it looked like he meant business.

      “Here,” he said as he tossed a set of keys to Rhonda. “Take off the cuckquean’s handcuffs.”

      “Yes sir,” she said as she nearly dropped the set of keys. Lucky for her she managed to hold on to them. “Roll over.” She said with a smile. Rhonda loved the power she had over me. It made me wonder how I would feel if I had a new woman to dominate. There was a possibility that I would be even more cruel than her, but I would not know until I earned the right to receive the master’s cock. “It’s happening,” Rhonda whispered to me discreetly as she freed my hands from the bondage of the handcuffs.

      “Bring me the cuckquean,” he said calmly.

      “Come here!” She roughly pulled on the leash. I followed one or two steps behind her until I was face to face with the master. She put her hands on my shoulders and pushed down on them causing me to drop to my knees.

      “Well Rhonda,” he said, “it’s time for you to give up that collar.”

      “Thank you sir,” she was still standing but she bowed slightly before approaching him. She lowered herself towards him and he took off her collar.

      “Come here cuckquean,” he said. “The same applies to you. You have earned the next level collar, and in record time at that. I’m very proud of you Cassie.” He said with a smile. Rhonda gave me an evil side eye as she stood beside him.

      “Thank you so much sir!” I said as I walked on my knees until my body was between his legs.

      “Turn around.” Jason said and he helped move my body as I started to pivot. I felt him remove the collar that was on me already, and he placed it on a table beside him. “This collar has been worn by many women in the past. It’s the toughest one to get out of,” he said. “It takes a lot of effort to get where Rhonda is. Isn’t that right Rhonda?”

      “Yes sir,” she said, “I’ve had to do a lot, but it was all worth it. Thank you so much, from the bottom of my heart sir!”

      Jason started to put on the new collar around my neck. I looked down and laughed inside of my head at the fact that when I first saw Rhonda I was jealous of the collar, but now I was already thinking about the one that I knew she was about to receive. He told me to turn around again and I obeyed.

      “You must bow now,” he said calmly.

      Not knowing what to do exactly, I leaned down and put my hands flat on the floor along with my forehead. There were no complaints, so I assumed that I was doing it properly. Suddenly, I felt his foot gently rest on the top of my head. Jason held it there for a while, and I thought about how it would look to see my submission from a third party’s perspective.

      “You may stand,” he said as he removed his foot from my head. “Rhonda, in that drawer,” he said while pointing at a nearby desk. “Open it, and inside there is a box. Bring me the box.”

      “Yes sir,” she said as she completed the task. I moved to the side and stood there patiently and my eyes did not move from the box. I wanted to see what her new collar looked like as I considered it mine. The only thing that was stopping me from getting that collar was some time and effort, both of which, I was willing to put in.

      I watched silently as Rhonda got into the same position as I had after she handed him the box. Jason had no need to give her instructions on where to kneel or how to do it as she already knew. She had her back to him and I watched as he lifted a black, leather collar with gold buckles. It looked like real gold, and I caught Jason shoot me a glance as if to say, “this can be yours if you work your ass off.” I bit down on my lower lip and thought to myself, “challenge accepted.” I felt a rush of excitement come over me, and I wanted to get to work right away, but I knew that patience would be required.

      “You’ve earned it Rhonda.” He said to her proudly. “It’s been a wonderful experience to watch you grow as a person and blossom into the beautiful woman you are today.”

      “Thank you master,” she said. She turned around without instruction and bowed to him just as I did.

      I got to see how it looked when I bowed as he put his foot on her head. She looked like she was submitting her entire existence to him and he smirked as the power of the act flowed through his body. It seemed as if his ego could get larger and larger and there was no cap to the amount of power he could wield. I had no idea how many women he had humiliated in this way, but I was certain that it was in the triple digits. He lifted his foot from her head, but she remained bow until he gave her permission to stand.

      “Cassie,” he said as he shifted his focus away from her towards me. “You must leave now. Rhonda has earned her night alone with me.”

      “Y-yes s-sir,” I said feeling a jealous anger. It should have been so obvious, but I wanted to beg and scream for the chance to take her place. Keeping it inside of me was tough to do, and even more so as Rhonda took charge and demanded that I get out.

      “Come with me slut,” she said, “I’ll show you out.”

      “Okay,” I said.

      “Okay what?” She turned back as if I had committed a great offense.

      “Okay m-ma’am?” I took a chance, and judging by the powerful smile she flashed me I knew that I had guessed right.

      “Good,” she said, “know your place!” I followed her out of the bedroom as I thought about the power each collar had. She seemed to have the same power of a dom over the women with collars less than hers. “Well,” she said as she stood by the front door, “I just want you to know that I’m going to worship Jason in a way that you’ll be lucky to even consider. You go ahead now, and get in that ugly car of yours and begone!”

      “Yes ma’am,” I said as I resisted the urge to rebel. “Keep your eyes on the prize!” I thought to myself as I looked at the gold on her collar.

      “Bye!” She said with a sarcastic tone. She playfully slapped me on the ass as I exited the front door.

      I should have slapped her!
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      The car ride home was insufferable. The fact that Rhonda was so much more confident with her new collar was tearing a hole in my heart. I wanted to wear the gold collar, and I wanted to be the one that was invited to stay with Jason. The overload of emotions I was experiencing caused me to realize that getting home as quickly as possible was necessary. I was finding myself slamming my foot down on the gas pedal between traffic lights, and that sort of emotional driving has earned me a few tickets in the past.

      “Why does she get to stay with him?” I yelled at the top of my lungs when I reached a red light. The guy in the car next to me looked at me with confusion and terror in his eyes. I grew nervous again once I realized that people could see and hear my temper tantrum.

      When I got home I started to pace around the house. There was so much energy flowing through my body that wanted to get out, and I could not stand the idea of Rhonda being alone with him. I knew it from the beginning, and while it was happening that he had other women, but I was still so angry and jealous. I had endured the most humiliating moment of my entire life when she sat down on my face and had me clean his come from her pussy. I felt like I was owed something. Like I deserved something, anything, at least a cock inside of me. The gears in my brain started to turn and make me think of ways to remedy my feelings.

      “Fuck it!” I said due to my frustration. I grabbed my smart phone and loaded up a dating app that I used to use.

      This app was where I would find “normal” guys to sleep with or to try and date. It was simple, really, all you had to do was swipe right if you like the guy’s profile, or swipe left if you had zero interest in talking to him. I swiped right on every guy that came up. I did not care. I just wanted to feel a man’s attention, and to be the highest ranking woman in his life for at least a moment.

      Rhonda’s smug face really angered me and I was shouting as I swiped right on the phone. Eventually, I was able to calm down, and I went upstairs to take a hot shower. I knew that when I returned to my phone I would have many options of guys to see that same night. I always had decent luck on that app, but the men were never anything close to a guy like Jason. Using the BDSM app would have been a better way to find the type of man I was interested in, but the risk of being caught by Jason were very high. I had not signed on to the app since I had met with him because I did not want him to be under the impression that I was still looking.

      The shower was refreshing and it felt good to wipe away the stink from being a cuckquean. It almost felt like was washing away my sins with the soap and water, but the images in my mind could not be scrubbed away. Rhonda’s cockiness was at the forefront of my mind, and I knew that while I was in the shower, alone, she was getting to enjoy the privilege of being in Jason’s home experiencing his dominance and the luxury that comes with being around him. The sounds of her moans were ringing in my head and getting rid of the sound did not seem possible.

      There was plenty of time left in the day and night to see a guy from the dating app. This time, I took my time doing my makeup and my hair before I even acknowledged the application. The truth is there are probably fifty men for every woman, and I’ve seen friends that are in no way considered traditionally attractive snag men up on the first night of talking. It really is that easy, especially for a woman like me.

      I have no idea why I was so angry and jealous. I knew the reason, but I did not know why my emotions were pushing me in the direction of anger and jealousy. Nothing new was presented to me, and Jason was not misrepresenting himself or anything. I had agreed to be put into that situation, but somehow my emotional instincts were the catalyst for my craziness. I opened up the app with the intention of trying to meet the first half way decent guy that was interested in me.

      As expected, there were numerous options available to me and many of them had already messaged me. I looked through them until I settled on the guy that I felt was the best option. His name was Mike, his profile said he was six feet tall, and he had a picture of him standing beside his sports car. He looked perfect and his eagerness to talk to me was just what I needed at that time.

      “Hey,” I sent to him.

      “What’s up? How are you?” He sent back.

      “You want to hangout?” I knew that he would feel as if he hit the lottery, and in a way he did. I usually made these type of guys work a little harder to even get me to consider meeting them.

      Mike and I went back and forth for a half hour working out the logistics of us meeting. To be safe, I chose to drive myself so that he would not be able to know where I lived if he ended up being the type of guy that I would not want to know my location. We settled on meeting at a local restaurant. I could only imagine the excitement going through him as he must have felt as if he was some sort of player or something that was able to get a woman out to a restaurant in such a short time, but he was ignorant to the emotional cocktail that I was experiencing.

      I didn’t even feel nervous when I pulled into the restaurant parking lot. My judgement was so out of whack from my feelings that I probably was aggressive enough to actually make Mike feel a little insecure. He was waiting for me outside with his body leaned against his car. My first impression of him was that he was a tool.

      “Hey Cassie!” He said with a big fake smile on his face. His lack of self confidence was so obvious to me. After being with Jason I was becoming an expert at spotting the fakes.

      “Hi,” I said, “is that your car?” I asked knowing full well that he would want to brag about it.

      “Hell yeah it is!” He was starting to annoy me already. “Do you like it?” His need for approval was disgusting to me. Any points he had earned from the car were immediately taken away in my eyes.

      “It’s okay.” I shook my head and walked straight into the restaurant. “Table for two,” I held up two fingers to the hostess.

      His car did not impress me. I just came from a guys house that had enough money to retire in his thirties and Jason could probably buy this guy as a full time butler. Mike was ignorant to the fact, but I couldn't help but feel like he was nothing more than a poser. Then again, ninety percent of the men on that app are exactly like him. They all think that they are the best, but in reality they are all desperate looking losers that fail to understand what women really want.

      Just watching Mike letting me take the lead on everything was turning me off even more. I had gone from submitting to a wealthy alpha male, to entertaining a weak and average man. He was not a bad guy, but nothing about him was really interesting or fun. He kept acting like a nervous clown, and it was making me suffer huge feelings of regret for bothering to  come out and meet him. I had taken a huge risk. What if Jason and Rhonda walked through the door? I would obviously be seen in a position where I was cheating on Jason and it was likely he would drop me from his harem. The thought of seeing Rhonda smirked as I was stripped of my collar was a reality check.

      “What the fuck are you doing Cassie?” I thought to myself as I pretended to be interested in what Mike had to say. Everything about him was boring and lame from the way he moved, to the types of things he said to try and impress me. At one point I wished that it was possible to slap him with my mind.

      “So what’s the deal with that?” Mike said finally being able to snap me out of my thoughts. He was pointing to the collar around my neck.

      “Uhh,” I was trying to figure out if he even knew that it was a collar. “What do you mean?”

      “Is that some sort of fashion statement?” He was smiling a bit, “looks like you want a man to put a leash on you.” He sat back in his seat and laughed as if he was clever and suave.

      “No,” I said, “it was a gift.” I could tell that he wanted to continue talking about it but I had no interest in letting him in on my secret life.

      Just seeing how smug and arrogant Mike was about the collar made me angry. He was not worthy to even consider putting a leash on me. He could spend a year in Jason’s home receiving training on how to be a dominant, and I would still not have any respect for him. He lacked the natural ability to be an alpha male, and I am a firm believer that men can not learn to be an alpha male. It is something that you are given from the beginning, and Mike was never going to experience what it was like to have a woman like me submit to him. I knew then and there that I had to get out of the situation. I could not stand another second of that man’s weak attempts at trying to connect with me.

      “Excuse me,” I said as I got up from the table. I never did what I was about to do before in my life, but I knew that it had to be done.

      I walked towards the bathroom and right as I got to the door I looked back to see if Mike was watching me. With his back turned, I walked out of the restaurant confidently and headed straight to my car. I blocked him on the dating app and on my phone. Meeting him at the restaurant and not letting him know where I lived was the smartest decision I made. I pulled out of the parking lot with a huge grin on my face, because the experience made me feel like I was on a special mission.

      I shed myself of that loser, and I decided that remaining faithful to my master was the smartest thing to do. The risk of him catching me was too great. However, I was pleased that I went on that short date. If I had not, I would have never learned the true value of a man like Jason. He ruined regular men for me. I have to respect a man to be willing to submit to him fully. Getting the next collar would be the only focus of my life, but I wanted to get it in record time. Rhonda had been made a cuckquean several times before she earned hers, but I doubted that she was as bold as me.

      “Time to make a move!” I said to myself in the car. This time I had no fear of nearby drivers looking in to find a woman freaking out, but instead they would see a proud woman beaming with lust and confidence. “I’m going to wipe that smug little grin off your face!” I said as I imagined how Rhonda looked at me when she was walking me out of Jason’s house. “You’re going to pay!”
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      One very long week passed by, and it felt like only a few hours. Work was hard to get done because of the thoughts I was having. It felt like I was readying myself for a war. I knew that I could never have Jason to myself, though, I was already aware of the system he had in place with the collars. That gold collar that Rhonda earned was going to be mine. If we each had one of our own that would be fine, but I wanted to take the one that she wore away from her. To see the look on her face as Jason commanded her to remove the collar, and for her to watch as I got down on my knees to accept what was formerly hers would be the greatest revenge that I could ever get on her. Seeing her move down the hierarchy would be satisfying. It would probably break her heart, and I would be so happy to walk her to the door and tell her to leave.

      I knew that it was time to make a move, to make an impression that showed how worthy I was to be in her position. After enduring the date with Mike I knew what I had to do. The feeling of control over my life when I walked out on his boring attempts to persuade me to go home with him was something new to me. Even though I was not in a position of power with Jason, I knew that I could be bold and roll the dice. I had done this already on a small scale when I asked about his wealth. Based on Rhonda’s reaction, I had done something that none of the women dared to do. There were no consequences for my actions, and it seemed possible that Jason respected my honesty. Instead of lying, and just laying low, I came out and took a chance.

      It was a Thursday night, and I decided to pounce on what I had been planning. I got into my car and made the drive to Jason’s home. Showing up unannounced was risky, and I knew that I could very well be demoted to my old collar, or even worse I could be kicked out of his harem. I was not in the frame of mind to care about the downside. I was focused on the benefits of taking the initiative to get what I wanted. I was willing to submit, and subject myself to anything for Jason’s approval. He was the central figure in my life and I needed to impress him, and to move up the ranks. It was time for another mission!

      His car was parked in the driveway when I pulled up to his house. I knocked on the door and I felt a wave of anxiety come over me. There was no way of knowing who was going to answer the door, and if it was Jason that came, I had no way of knowing how he would react. He could tell me “fuck off” and that could be the end of it all. My heart was racing as I waited for the door in front of me to be opened. There was no turning back.

      “Cassie?” He said. He was wearing a black bathrobe and sipping out of a mug. He had a puzzled look in his face, but at least it was him at the door. If he had one of the members of his harem they would likely be given the task to see who was bothering them, and I’m sure that they would not be happy to see me.

      “Hey,” I said. My whole speech was starting to slip out of my head. I could not remember any of the things that I was going to say to him, and I felt stupid for just saying “hey.”

      “What are you doing here?” He asked as he stepped to the side and let me come in.

      “I need you,” I said. “I need to feel something, and I couldn’t wait any longer.” I took a few steps deeper inside of his home so it would not be as easy to kick me out.

      Jason was silent as he looked at me. His silence told me that he was in deep thought and that he was likely trying to figure out what to do with me. The silence went on forever. It only made me more nervous and I had trouble controlling my body language because of it. I knew that he could see how nervous and worried I was about being punished or kicked out of the harem. Eventually, Jason broke the silence with laughter. I was still unable to read how the situation was going to go down. His unpredictable way of thinking was always something that excited me.

      I weighed my options as he laughed, and I decided to take another risk. I lunged towards him and threw my arms around him, and I began to kiss him. He kissed me back and cupped my ass with one of his hands as he picked me up. He carried me into his living room where he gently threw me down on a couch. He pushed my legs to the side so that he could sit down, and I lunged towards him again with my lips, but he intercepted me and grabbed my arm. I found myself laying across his lap with my ass pointed to the high ceilings. I knew what was going to happen once I was in that position.

      “Who. Do. You. Think. You. Are?” He said slowly while he was laughing. “Do you think you can just do anything that you want?”

      “No sir!” I said, “I just needed to be with you!”

      He rubbed his hand in circles over my ass and I bit down on my lip as I waited for him to spank me. Once his hand was lifted from my butt I closed my eyes and waited for his hand to make contact, but it never came. As soon as I opened my eyes to check on him, I saw that he was looking at me, and that was when he decided to come down hard on my ass.

      “You’ve got balls,” he said as he spanked me again. “Sometimes that is a good thing. Sometimes it is a bad thing.” He was lecturing me, but I was still where I wanted to be. I was alone with my master and I had his full attention as he spanked my ass.

      I said nothing and accepted the fact that Jason was spanking me for coming over unannounced with an agenda. Despite the fact that he was punishing me, I could feel his cock hardening as it started to stick into my body. I listened carefully in between the sound of his hand cracking on my ass to hear him grunting as my body was rubbing his cock in a way that was getting him aroused.

      “Get up,” he said. I knew that I had him. He needed a release, and I was more than willing to do anything he wanted.

      Once I got up from his lap, he stood up and started to take his robe off. He had nothing on underneath, and I was confronted with his beautiful toned body. It was hard and well maintained. It was in need of my worship, and it was hard to be patient and wait for the orders to please him.

      “On your knees,” he said, “you’re going to suck my dick, and then you’re going to go home.”

      “Yes sir!” I said as I dropped to my knees.

      “Good,” Jason said as he looked down at me with a powerful gaze. “Get to work!” He looked down at his cock to reinforce his command.

      With my lips pressed together, I lunged towards his half erect cock with enthusiasm. It felt good to finally be back where I belonged and serving him instead of his other woman. I felt a great surge of happiness and pride as my lips made first contact with his cock. Seeing his cock twitch from my kiss made me feel good about myself. To please Jason was a noble way to live your life.

      “Open,” he said as he held his cock in his hands and pointed it towards my mouth. It had become rather strong in such a short period of time.

      I obeyed him and opened my mouth. Roughly, he shoved his thick cock inside, and I wrapped my teeth with my lips, and flattened my tongue as he pushed it as deep as he could inside of me. I looked up at him and made eye contact and he smiled at me. Slowly, he began to rock himself in and out of me, and I tried to match his rhythm by pushing my face towards his body as he thrusted his cock inside. He moaned and praised me for my efforts. Knowing that I was doing a good job made me start to crave him even more.

      “Come on,” he said, “keep doing that. You’re doing so good.”

      Hearing his praise made my pussy wet with lust. I had been involved with this man for a while already and I yet to feel him inside of me. I knew that if I continued to please him and submit to his every command that I could eventually feel his mighty cock enter and explore my insides. I had already witnessed the pleasure that it brought Rhonda, and I wanted to feel the same way, but with her watching me, and her cleaning up after he emptied his come inside of me.

      Jason was grunting and his giant cock was starting to pulse inside of my mouth. He was staring right into my eyes and he had an evil smile as if he was planning something. I was swirling my tongue around the bottom part of his perfect crown. His facial expression told me everything that I needed to know.

      “There is only one thing that will make you more beautiful,” he said as he started to pull his cock from my mouth. “And that is this!”

      I was face to face with his cock and he started to shoot his hot come all over my face. I kept my mouth open to try and catch some of it, but he intentionally sprayed it everywhere but my mouth. He was painting my face and telling me how beautiful it made me look. My lust was starting to take over my mind, but I resisted the urge to touch myself. I was not going to jeopardize everything that I had set out to do.

      “Thank you sir!” I called out once it was apparent that he was near empty. His cock produced one last splash of come that clung to my face.

      With my head pointed up to the ceiling, the come started to slowly drip down my face. I caught what I could in my mouth and used my tongue to clean up to the best of my ability. Jason found his robe and put it back on while I waited for instructions on my knees.

      “Was it worth it?” He said as he took a seat.

      “Yes sir,” I truly believed that it was worth the hassle to taste his masculinity and to be the woman that provided him pleasure. “Sir?” I asked. It was my moment to put my idea into his head.

      “What is it?” He said back to me with a curious look.

      “I want to be a cuckcake,” I said plainly. My heart was starting to beat hard again as I realized that this was the moment where he could see my true intentions. “I want to feel you inside of me while Rhonda watches. I want the collar around her neck to be mine!”

      “Interesting,” he said as he started to stand up. I was breathing heavily and averting my eyes from his as I waited for him to continue. The come was already starting to dry. “I’ve never had a woman try so hard to move up the ranks.” He paused, “do you really think that you’re ready?”

      “Yes sir,” I answered, “I’m ready to prove myself to you.”

      “Fascinating,” he whispered to himself. “Stand up.” I stood up, but I kept my face pointed to the ceiling to prevent the come from splashing all over his floor. “Okay.”

      “Okay?” I asked.

      “I’ll set it up,” he put his arm on my lower back and started to walk me towards the door. “For now you need to go. I’m done, and I want to be alone.”

      “Y-yes sir,” I said with a smile on my face, “thank you!”

      It took until I got to my vehicle until I realized that he shuffled out of his home without giving me a chance to clean the come from my face. I looked at myself in the rearview mirror and laughed.

      “Sorry,” I said to my hoodie that was resting on the passenger’s seat as if it was a person. “You are just going to have to deal with it.” I picked it up and used as a rag to clean my face. It only helped in the process of removing most of his come, but it was enough to make it less obvious in case I had any situation along the way home where I had to deal with somebody.
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      Communication between Jason and I was dead until Saturday night when I saw a text message on my phone. Excitement filled me to the brim when I saw his name pop up on my screen. The sound that came out of me was a sign of my expectations for the evening.

      “Come over. Rhonda’s waiting for her cuckcake.” The text message read.

      “Yes sir!” I replied to him. I cancelled plans with another friend of mine. Cancelling on Jason would have been a very foolish thing to do.

      Luckily, I was ready to be seen in public. If it was not for the fact that I had made plans to go out to eat with a friend I would have been scrambling to get myself in a presentable way like I did the first time that I met Rhonda. This time I could walk into his house with confidence, and I could not wait to see the look on Rhonda’s face when she saw how much better I was able to look if I was given the time to put effort into my appearance. I was also curious if she was aware of the full picture. Did she know that she was about to become a cuckquean? And did she know that she was going to be humiliated by the likes of me?

      I noticed another car parked outside of Jason’s home and I assumed that it was Rhonda’s. It made me happy to know that he was not driving her around like he was the last time. I sent a text message to Jason to let him know I was there and he responded by telling me that the front door was open, and that I could just walk inside. I stepped out of my car, and took in a ton of fresh air as I stood outside.

      “Let’s do this!” I said. “It’s my time to shine!” I was trying to get myself in the proper frame of mind for what I was about to do.

      I walked inside to find Jason sitting at the kitchen table. He smiled at me and told me to join him. Rhonda was nowhere to be found, and I started to grow suspicious. There was nothing I could do but see what Jason had to say.

      “How’s it going?” He said. It felt like he was not talking down to me like he usually did. It was a strange thing, and it made me wonder if he was doing it to throw me off guard.

      “How are you sir?” I said feeling it important to continue showing him respect even though it felt like he was relaxing on the issue. “Where is the cuckquean?”

      “She’s upstairs waiting for you.” He said as he laughed, “she isn’t too happy about being demoted you know?” It was starting to sound as if it was Rhonda.

      “I don’t care what she thinks!” I said, “she’s going to clean your come out of me and I’m going to be the one wearing that collar!” I bit down on my lip and laughed menacingly. I could see him start to grow excited from the way that I was talking.

      “Go upstairs,” he said as he stood up, “Rhonda will prepare you.” He came over and planted a gentle kiss on my forehead, “my little cuckcake.” It felt good to feel his affection and to know that Rhonda was indeed the cuckquean for the evening.

      “T-thank you sir!” I said as I turned a bright shade of red. The fact that he was treating me so well made me excited and it reinforced the idea that I could not let him down. Rhonda was going to serve the two of us, and I was going to demonstrate myself as the superior sub.

      The power that I felt as I ascended the staircase to have Rhonda prepare me was something unlike anything that I had ever experienced. My imagination was running wild with ideas on how to extract pleasure, and ways in which I could humiliate her. She had no reason to have called me names and to have laughed at me when she was in charge. All of the women that had humiliated her were the ones that should have endured her revenge, but instead she chose me as her target. She had gained back some of her pride when she looked at me and watched me worship her toes, but now she would have to deal with the consequences.

      “Hello cuckquean,” I said with the most condescending tone that I could produce, “it’s been a very, very, very long time.” I shut the door behind me and walked towards her.

      “H-hi,” she said weakly. She was on her knees in the bathroom and it was obvious that she was nervous. There was no way to tell how long she had been there waiting, but she was clearly aware of what was to come.

      “You’re just going to say hi?” I said while shaking my head, “how about you address me with a little respect?” I looked at her with icy cold eyes. She squirmed as her brain realized what was really happening.

      “S-sorry goddess,” she said as she looked up at me.

      “Goddess?” I started to laugh. Her answer surprised me. She could have gotten away with simply referring to me as ma’am, but instead she chose to place a holy title on me. “Very good!” I said, “now that’s a cuckquean. Here, let me reward you for your good behavior.”

      I took a seat where she once sat when she commanded me to clean her feet. It felt like I was a queen that finally been coronated after dealing with an imposter that had stolen the crown. I held my feet out and looked at her. She knew what she had to do, and all I had to do was enjoy the power.

      “Good job!” I said as she started to take my heels off. “It’s almost like you were put on this Earth to be a cuckquean!” I laughed, but not because I had to, but to make her feel pathetic and small.

      “T-thank you g-goddess,” she said quietly as she placed my heels to the side. She held one of my feet high and started to move her head towards it.

      “Hold on now,” I interrupted, “aren’t you going to ask permission?” I looked at her with my fakest smile.

      “May I please clean your feet goddess?” She asked. I could see that it bothered her to have to ask for permission.

      “Beg me,” I said as I looked down my nose at her, “I want you to beg, because it’s not me that is going to enjoy it. You’re the one that likes to this after all!” Hearing her beg was something that I had been dreaming about.

      “Please,” she said in a convincing tone, “please goddess! Let me clean your feet! Please!” She had her hands folded together in front of her as if she was in prayer.

      “Bow,” I said plainly. “Bow to your goddess!” I watched as she processed my command and I nearly laughed when I saw for a split second that she had realized and accepted her fate entirely. She slowly bowed, and much like she did for Jason when she received her new collar, she was in a full bow at my feet. I took it upon myself to rest the bottom of my foot on the back of her head and I made sure that she could hear me laughing at her. The power I felt in my body made it so I could relate to Jason more. His reasons for doing such a thing were validated by the way I felt in that moment.

      “Good cuckquean,” I said in a sarcastic tone, “you really do want this! Wow!” After a moment I lifted my foot from her head and allowed her to worship it.

      “Thank you goddess,” she said with the look of defeat in her eyes. She brought my foot close to her mouth and began to kiss. It felt good to be the one in charge.

      The sound of her lips and tongue worshiping my feet was better than any song I had ever heard. It was the sound of victory. Watching her pathetic mouth wrap around my toes, and the look in her eyes as she tried to hide the fact that she was angry with me was highly satisfying. I realized the purpose for having the cuckquean prepare the cuckcake when my arousal was starting to pick up. Jason wanted me to be ready to receive his massive cock without having to put much effort into warming me up. He was there to take what he wanted, and he delegated a huge percentage of the work to the cuckquean. His ability to succeed in business made sense.

      “How does it taste?” I asked as I shoved my foot deeper into her mouth. I could care less about what her opinion was, but I did want to see her grunt as she tried to answer my question with my foot inside of her mouth.

      After having her gag on both of my feet it was time to see how much she loved to lick the ass of the woman she referred to as a goddess. When I pulled my feet away from her she grew even more docile. I thought it was funny how she seemed to be more confident in herself with my foot in her mouth, but as she had to sit on her knees in front of me she looked even more pathetic. The only explanation I have is that when my foot was in her mouth she had something to do to release her nervous energy, but when kneeling before me with nothing to occupy her mouth or hands she felt awkward about the situation. I chose to rub it in more by simply laughing at her.

      “I am so glad that I have you right now,” I said mischievously as I stood up and turned around. I could not see her but I could feel her eyes fixated on my ass. She knew what she was going to be doing. “You know what needs to be done.” I said as I snapped my fingers and waited. The sound of my own finger snapping was enough to give me goosebumps.

      The feeling of her shaking hands around my waist brought a smile to my face. She was removing my pants so that she could enjoy the pleasure of being intimate with my ass. Rhonda’s ass was the first ass that I had touched with my tongue, and her tongue would be the first to touch my ass. It felt like a fitting fate for the woman that was once in charge of me.

      “May I lick your ass goddess?” She asked quietly. I was impressed with how obedient she was. It had to have been difficult for her to accept her new role on the bottom of the pile.

      “Hmm,” I said as my exposed ass felt the cool air, “since you’ve been such a good little cuckquean I think you deserve a reward!” I shook my ass and bent over slightly so that she could nuzzle her face between my cheeks.

      I gasped when I felt her nose stick between my cheeks. She inhaled my scent and began to kiss my ass with great passion. She made me wonder if I was as good as her at worshiping ass.

      “Kiss my ass Rhonda!” I said triumphantly, “you fucking cuckquean!” I could hardly contain my laughter as I felt her humiliating kisses on my naked ass. “Do you love kissing my ass?” It felt good to ask her questions that I already knew the answers to.

      “Yes goddess,” she said in between her rapid kisses to my ass.

      “Why?” I asked to make her think of more shameful things to admit.

      “Because you are a goddess,” she said as she continued to plant moist kisses on my ass.

      I spread my cheeks apart when I anticipated her next kiss so that it landed between my cheeks. The feeling of her soft lips on my asshole sent shivers through my body, and I instantly understood the appeal of having a woman like her on her knees behind me. I was beginning to crave her tongue.

      “Lick it!” I ordered, “slowly. Make sure you take your time so that you can enjoy it.”

      She ran her firm tongue from the top of my pussy towards my ass. Her tongue slowed down as it approached my asshole and right as her tongue touched my hole I put my hand on the back of her head and pushed her inside. I moaned when I felt her tongue penetrate me. It was the most unique and gratifying feeling that I ever experienced. Sexually, it was a revolutionary experience. From then on I would be willing and encouraging when the opportunity to have my ass licked was presented to me.

      I let go of her head to test her commitment to my ass, and I was shocked to discover her desire to keep her tongue wedged between my cheeks, and inside of my ass. I took that moment to get out of my shirt and bra, and for a moment I considered doing the same thing she did to me when she used her bra as a tool to keep my face buried in her ass. I wanted more than that. My desire to humiliate beyond what she did to me was too great, and so I quickly turned around. We were face to face and I laughed as she started to catch her breath. It looked like she wanted more of my ass.

      “Lay down,” I said as I lifted my foot and pushed her forehead. She caught herself with her arms as she lowered herself to the floor. I stood over her for a moment and just looked at her as she lay.

      Rhonda was waiting for me to make my next move. I walked towards her face with one foot on each side of her body. Once I reached her shoulders I lifted my right foot and surprised her with a light slap across the face. She gnashed her teeth together as she looked up at me. She was aware of her status and how she was getting treated just like she had treated me. Her inability to show mercy to me was biting her in the ass now that it was me calling the shots.

      “I think I’ll just take a seat until our master comes,” I said as I turned around and continued to stand over her. “Mind if I sit here?” I asked as if I was intruding on a group of people sitting in a packed cafe.

      “No goddess,” she said. “Please. Sit down.”

      “Thank you so much!” I said as I quickly dropped my ass towards her face. It was like an amusement park ride that dropped in a free fall. I stopped with my ass nearly grazing her nose, and I hovered for a moment before eventually taking a seat on my throne. “Ohh,” I said, “this is nice. I feel like royalty!”

      It seemed like a fitting thing to do. The woman that was once the cuckcake was now serving as my throne as I, the queen, sat on her face and waited for my king to call for me. The thought of calling out to him entered my mind, but I did not want to rush him, and risk the tables being turned on me. I had taken enough chances already to get in the position I was in, and all I had to do was wait for him to decide when it was time.
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      The knock at the door startled me and it caused me to shift my weight around on Rhonda’s poor face. I started to laugh, but I toned it down as my master was on the other side of the door and could probably hear me. I did not want him to think I was laughing at him.

      “Cuckcake,” he said, “are you ready?”

      “Yes sir,” I said, “it’s open!”

      “Wow,” Jason said when he opened the door and looked inside. “Looks like you two are getting along great.”

      “You bet!” I remained seated until he pulled his hand from behind his back. He had both of the leashes ready to go.

      “Up,” he said as he walked towards us. As soon as I stood up from her face, Jason connected the leash to her collar. She was trying to catch her breath and I noticed her toes curling.

      “Looks like you liked that!” I said.

      “T-thank you goddess!” She said. I shot a sideways glance at Jason to see how he felt about her referring to me as a deity. Rhonda stood up as Jason tugged on the leash.

      There was only a millisecond where I thought I caught a reaction out of him, but he was too good at covering up how he felt. He signaled for me to come closer to him, so that he could put me on the leash as well. Without the leash, it would have been easy to forget that I was serving him. Dominating Rhonda one on one was a new experience for me, but it was not the end goal. The true sensations would come from the man that was in charge of everything. He was the one that truly deserved to express dominance.

      Saying nothing, Jason started to lead us towards the bedroom. As he walked he thrust one if his hands back so that I could take Rhonda’s leash. I looked at her as she followed behind me, and I had the sudden urge to humiliate her more in front of our master.

      “Get on your knees,” I said, “crawl behind me, and kiss my ass!”

      “Interesting,” I heard Jason whisper. It did not sound loud enough to where he expected me to hear what he had said.

      Rhonda dropped to her knees and crawled behind my ass and started to kiss it as I followed Jason into his bedroom. The feeling of her kisses on my ass was reinforcing my power over her, and making me gush with lust. It had been so long since I had a cock inside of me and I was more than ready. Jason stopped walking and stepped to the side and told me to bring the cuckquean into the room. He watched as she continued to follow me with her lips continuously pecking me on the ass. For the first time he acknowledged the situation.

      “Looks like I made the right choice,” he said, “you look pretty well trained down there, Rhonda. You like kissing ass?” I knew that his words would hurt her the most. It was not like he was saying it because she was worshiping his ass. It had to make her feel like she was losing ground within the hierarchy of the harem.

      “Yes master,” she said before resuming her ass kissing routine. Jason just laughed and watched her kiss my ass even after I had stopped moving. She was a dutiful cuckquean, and I was pleased with how good she was making me look. I felt like I was really proving myself, and his comment earlier was starting to sound as if I had interpreted it correctly.

      “Let’s see how much you like it,” he said with an evil grin. I watched him get completely naked while Rhonda never ceased kissing my ass. “On your knees Cassie!” He said as he walked towards me, the leash fell to the floor.

      I dropped to my knees and was astonished by the fact that Rhonda was still kissing my ass. She did not stop until Jason intervened.

      “My turn,” he said while looking at Rhonda, “since you love kissing ass so much and all.” I wanted to laugh and insult her, but I had to please his cock.

      She crawled over and circled behind him, and I started to kiss and lick his cock as I had learned to do for him. I could hear her kisses being planted on his ass, and I wondered what it was like for her. Of the two of us, I felt that my job was more intimate and a sign of my position now being above her, but I had a feeling that she would soon be giving him a sensation that I could not give him while my mouth was stuffed with his hardening cock.

      “Lick it cuckquean!” Jason said with a loud boom that filled the room. The sound of her tongue sloshing around the inside of his ass was starting to become louder than my attempts at sucking his strong cock.

      His cock fully extended the moment her tongue started to swirl around his ass. I took note of his arousal from it as if he ever needed an extra feeling, I knew exactly what I could do. As I sucked his cuck, I imagined myself behind him with my tongue inside of his ass while my arm was reached between his legs in order to stroke his cock at the same time. The image of me doing that made my pussy begin to feel like it was dripping its wetness on the floor.

      The power of this move was evident in the way that his cock was moving around in my mouth. To prevent him from coming too soon, I actually took his cock from my mouth and began to attend to his sack. As I lowered my head between his legs to kiss his jewels, I could see parts of Rhonda as she worshiped his ass with more purpose than she had with mine. It looked like she was on her own personal mission, a path to redemption of sorts to try and set herself up to reclaim her collar.

      “Hand me the leashes,” he said as he pushed my head away from his crotch. “Now!” His tone went from a man enjoying the stimulation of having his ass and cock licked to one of a man that was not amused.

      I had no idea what caused the sudden mood swing, but I suspected that it was because he realized how powerful the combination was on him. Almost like he lost control over his main objective for a moment as he would have came if it were not for me stopping the worship of his grand cock. Obeying his orders, I grabbed the ends of both of our leashes and handed them to him. I waited on my knees for him to make a move.

      “On the bed Rhonda,” he said as he was tugging on her leash a bit harder than mine.

      “Y-yes sir!” She said as she lunged to the bed and landed on her stomach.

      “Roll over!” He said as he dropped her leash and moved me towards her with the leash connected to me. “You’re going to like this little one.” He said sweetly to me as he scooped me up with my legs around either side of him.

      He brought me to the edge of the bed and I looked down between my legs to see a surprised Rhonda’s face slowly disappear as he set my ass down on her face. He laughed at his sexual creation, and I realized he was going to fuck me while I sat my ass down on her face. She might not have been handcuffed like I was, but I certainly did not have to endure a plump ass resting on my face like her.

      With my legs spread I could make eye contact with Rhonda. My ass was predominantly resting on her chin and she was taking it upon herself to flick her tongue in and out of my ass.

      “Lick that ass,” I said as I locked eyes with her. “Such a good little slut!”

      “Thank you goddess!” She said.

      “No problem my,” I said before Jason interrupted me by putting his hand over my mouth. He put his finger over his lips as if he wanted me to shut up.

      Once he could see it in my eyes that I had nothing more to say, he walked closer to my pussy with his throbbing cock. I could still see parts of Rhonda’s face as she watched the man that was previously inside of her now enter me. He rubbed the crown of his cock around the outside of my pussy and my wetness lubricated his cock nicely before he gently suck it inside.

      “Oh,” I let out, “fuck!” I was not prepared for his size to feel like that.

      “Don’t worry Cassie,” he said in a reassuring tone, “I’ll take good care of you. Nice. And. Slow.” He was practically whispering in my ear and his warm breath made my skin tingle.

      He was gentle with me at first. I watched him carefully pump in and out of me with grace until he realized that I had grown accustomed to his size. As he picked up speed, I began to moan as I enjoyed the tingling sensation from the cuckquean’s tongue as she flirted with my ass. I had no way of knowing, but it seemed possible that I was experiencing a similar sensation as Jason when he had the two of us serving him at the same time. Judging by the activity of his cock in that moment, I expected a session of powerful orgasms. I could not wait for our juices to mingle with one another for Rhonda to lick it all out of me as I had done for her. It was my turn to be the boss. I was getting my revenge!

      “Faster,” I whispered to let my master know that I was ready for him to go full throttle. “I can handle it.”

      He said nothing. In his case he allowed his cock to do the talking as he began to pound into me with all of his might. My ass was grinding up and down Rhonda’s face as I tried to keep pace with my alpha male’s lustful frenzy, but there was not much I could do about it. She moaned and I could hear her legs moving around on the bed. I wanted nothing more than to verbally humiliate her, but I was too wrapped up in my own physical pleasure and emotional feelings for having finally been introduced to a sex life that I had been on the hunt for. The humiliation that I endured at the hands of Rhonda meant nothing now as I was the one that was positioned to receive Jason’s masculine gift.

      I was almost upset that Rhonda was not on the bed looking at the two of us making love. She would felt even more shame if she could have seen his piercing gaze as he entered my hole. He was telling me that cared for me, that he wanted me with his passionate eyes. I tried to get lost in his eyes, but I could not. His cock was causing me to roll my eyes to the back of my skull as I felt wave after wave of powerful pleasure.

      My moans were only accentuated by the jealous moans of the cuckquean beneath me. For a moment, I managed to step out of my body and look at myself. I was wearing the gold collar, and I looked so strong, so happy, so in love with the man that was sharing the moment with me. It was a connection that felt real, and it did not matter if it was actually what was taking place. It made me feel, and it caused me to come as I sat on Rhonda’s face.

      The sounds of him grunting snapped me out of daydream and quickly tossed me back into the real world. His cock was pressing tightly against my walls, and I knew that he was ready to burst. His mouth could not close, and he appeared to have gone off into his own fairytale land even though I was positive that he lived the life that most men dream of. He had managed to go from being a college dropout to a wealthy man that managed a harem of faithful women. A harem of women that were willing to do whatever it took to see him at his best.

      “Ugh,” he grunted as he pushed his cock in as far as it would go. He held his cock deep inside of me, and I could feel his warm come spilling out and into me. It caused me joyfully cry out and to alert Rhonda of what had occurred.

      “Thank you sir!” I called out just for the sake of making Rhonda aware of everything.

      Jason held me in his arms for what felt like an eternity until his cock started to soften inside of me. Carefully, he pulled it out of me and he stepped to the side. I looked at him and waited for a signal. He nodded his head and that told me all that I needed to know. I contemplated how I wanted Rhonda to clean up. She had sat on my face and looked me in the eyes as the come poured of her pussy and into my mouth, but I decided on something else.

      I threw myself backwards onto the bed and spread my legs. I reached across the bed and grabbed her leash and started to pull.

      “Come on,” I said as if I was not talking to a human being, “Come on. Clean me up.” I was giggling as she scrambled to turn over onto her stomach. “Kiss it,” I said as she lunged towards me with tongue out.

      She kissed my pussy and then I gave her permission to clean me. I chose to lay on my back because I thought it would actually be more humiliating for her to clean me while she was in a position where she could go anywhere. It also felt more natural to have a heart to heart conversation with her in the position I chose.

      “So you do you still think that I’m a slut?” I asked as I gave her sweet and innocent eyes.

      “No goddess,” she said as she continued to lick. I could see the come spreading all over her lips. She was doing the best job that she could and it was quite entertaining to me in my vantage point.

      “Come on then,” I said, “lick it like you love it. You do love my pussy right?” I sounded as insecure as possible to just add to situation.

      “I love your pussy,” she said as dove back in. I watched in amazement, and I looked over at Jason who was sitting in his favorite chair with a drink in hand. He sipped slowly as he watched his women play.

      “How does it taste?” I asked.

      “It taste,” she paused as she tried to find an appropriate answer from her head.

      “I said,” I dropped the cute angle and turned cruel in a flash. “How. Does. It. Taste?” I was looking at her as if she was the stupidest person to ever exist.

      “It taste like candy,” she said, “thank you goddess.”

      “Whoa, whoa,” I shook my head as if she said something wrong. “Thank our master. He’s the one that provided this wonderful gift for us.” I looked at him with a wink and he held his glass in the air. It felt good to see that I was capable of entertaining him with my words.

      “Thank you master!” She called out, “thank you for the wonderful gift.”

      “Don’t mention it my little cuckquean,” he said from the other side of the room. “The pleasure is all mine. Really, it is.” He chucked to himself and continued to nurse his drink.

      Rhonda was licking faster and I moved my hand down towards my clit and started to play with it. I looked at her in the eyes with my mouth open and she realized that I was preparing to come again, but this time it would be her doing. I wondered how she felt about it. It was one thing to witness and orgasm taking place on top of your face, but another to be the reason for the orgasm of your nemesis. I moaned loudly and got off again as she cleaned the come out of my pussy.

      “Fuck,” I said as I started to come down from the rush of getting off. “You’re doing such a great job Rhonda. You’ve never looked more beautiful in your entire life.”

      “T-thank you goddess,” she said as she realized that she could remove her face from between my legs. Her face was covered in a slight film of come and juices that had been mixed together and rubbed into her face.

      “Do you really want to thank me?” I asked knowing that I just could not give up the chance to continue on the course that I was on.

      “Sure,” she answered. I could see it in her eyes that she was worried about what I was going to have her do next.

      “Why don’t you show Jason how much you love to worship me?” I said, “you know, when you bow to me.” I turned my attention over to Jason who was still paying attention to what was being said on the bed. “You have got to see this. She came up with this idea all on her own!”

      I got up from the bed and walked halfway to Jason with the leash in my hands. Rhonda followed me, but she was wise enough to do so on all fours. The look on her face was priceless, and I could sense that she knew her relationship with Jason was never going to be the same.

      “And bow!” I said as I spun around with my ass clenched tightly together for Jason’s to see. Rhonda put her hands together and bowed to me right in front of Jason. Once her forehead touched the floor I placed my foot over her head and turned back to Jason with an excited smile. “See,” I said, “I really am her goddess!”
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      Walking Rhonda over to where Jason was the prelude to the proudest moment of my life. I knew that inside she was so humiliated, and that she was ashamed that she was going to lose her status above me. In her eyes, I was just a rookie, and I came in and took her position in record time while she likely held the spot for least amount ever. Just knowing that in the end I did not allow another woman to be the one that dominated me was deeply rewarding. I had earned my stripes, and played along with my own humiliation at her feet, but in the end I prevailed as the alpha female.

      “Cassie,” Jason said, “remove the cuckquean’s collar.” He sat back in his chair and watched carefully as I leaned down undid her collar.

      “How does it feel?” I said with the gold collar in my hand, “slut.” I knew that she was just now processing the fact that she was no longer going to be wearing the collar.

      “Give it here,” Jason said as he waited for me to come close to him. He pulled me in tight and lowered me so that he could remove Rhonda’s old collar from my neck. I quickly moved out of the way as I got the feeling that he wanted to speak. “Rhonda,” he said, “you are the first woman to lose their collar to a woman that you previously had conquered.”

      “Y-yes s-sir,” she said as she crawled forward so that she could position herself between his knees.

      “If you accept this collar,” he said as he helped her spin around into position. It was interesting to see her struggle with what looked so easy for her the last time. “You will never be able to move past this point. You can only stay the same, or go down.”

      “Really?” She said with her eyes wide open. I managed to contain my laughter as what he was saying was news to both of us. It was nice to have this warning, and I made a mental note to avoid all of the mistakes that Rhonda made by allowing such a thing to happen.

      “Oh yeah,” he said almost sarcastically. “Do you accept? Or do you want to leave?” He paused and looked at me with a grin. “If you leave, however, you can never return. You will be effectively be forgotten.”

      “I,” she paused as she tried to think, “I accept.” She looked disappointed with the results and she flashed the look of defeat at me. It was there that I had officially won.

      She turned around and bowed him as she had many times before. Seeing his foot placed on the top of her head was like a king in the old days putting his royal seal on a royal decree. It was magical to see her still willing to submit to him even though she was armed with the knowledge of her status within his eyes was essentially eternally stagnant. I, however, felt as if I could be anything.

      “Cassie,” he said, “come here.”

      I walked towards him and he caught my arm right before I was about to bow. He pulled me into his lap. I looked around the room confusingly as I was not expecting to be put in such a position. Even Rhonda looked perplexed with what was happening. She obviously had never witnessed such a thing in all of her time, and she had been a cuckquean on several occasions.

      “You’ve inspired me,” he said as he started to put the gold collar around my neck. “Of all of the women I’ve ever had, you are the only one that has the courage to say what you truly mean while also submitting to me.” He fastened the collar around my neck and I suddenly felt even more power enter my body. I looked at Rhonda with a look of superiority as I was receiving praise from the man that had just degraded her by putting his foot on top of her head as she bowed to him.

      “Thank you sir,” I said proudly as I exhaled deeply. It was empowering to know that it would not be me kicked out of the house tonight.

      “I have to admit,” he said, “there is something special about you. And now you’ve earned the right to escort the cuckquean out of here. You and I need to be alone.”

      “Yes sir,” I said as I slowly got up from his lap. “Let’s go!” I said with an authoritative tone at the pathetic cuckquean that had just lost her collar to me.

      “Yes goddess,” she said as she quickly came to my side. Jason took the leash from my collar and set me free while I held Rhonda’s firmly in my hand.

      The march out of the bedroom and down the stairs was glorious. Every step that we took I knew that Rhonda was thinking about everything that had happened. There was not a bone in my body that felt bad for her, and I knew that, like me, she would be given plenty of time to reflect on what had happened when she went home alone.

      “I hope you understand,” I said when we reached the front door. I felt fully confident to bare my naked body in front of her as I viewed her as inferior to me. “You could have shown mercy, and I might not have been so inspired to pass you up.”

      “But,” she looked like she had some argument left in her.

      “Shut up,” I said, “listen. You heard what he said. You will never, I repeat, never be anything but what you are right now.” I tugged on the leash to bring her eye to eye with me, “and so long as you keep choosing to come back, I am going to have fun having you worship me as your goddess.”

      She was looking nervous and I could tell that she had no clue what to say to me. I unhooked the leash from her collar and stood back a couple of feet.

      “Fucking bow to me!” I ordered. “Prove to me that you see me as your goddess!” I had every intention of letting her know that she had burned her bridge with me.

      “I’m s-sorry goddess,” she said as she dropped to her knees. She bowed and waited for me to step on her head. “Leave.” I said as I removed my foot from her head. I turned my back on her and made sure to not even look back. I listened carefully for the sound of the door closing so that I knew that she was gone.

      “Cassie,” Jason said from the top of the steps as I was climbing them. “Come on, let’s take a shower, and then we can go out to eat.”

      “That sounds good!” I was so happy to go on a normal date with him one on one.

      “Surf and turf,” he said, “I hope you like it.”

      “I love it,” I said as he grabbed my hand and started to lead me into the shower.

      “I love you,” he said in a serious tone. My heart stopped and I had the instinct to start shaking my head to see if I was dreaming again. Millions of thoughts were rushing into my head and there was so much that I could have said. Luckily, I was able to keep it together and answer with the only appropriate answer.

      “I love you too,” I said, “sir.” We giggled together as we rushed into the shower naked. It was good to finally make a deep and meaningful connection with a man that I respected. Jason was truly an amazing man. He helped me find the truth about who I am, and what I want out of life. No other man that I had been with was able to nurture my soul the way in which he did.

      I just knew in the bottom of my heart that he didn’t say those words to anyone. Other men were so loose with their tongue, and not to be trusted, but Jason was not the average man.
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      Our team at work won a competition that allowed us to go home early on a Friday. I never even mentioned the competition to my husband, Julian, because I honestly did not think that we would win. The competition was pretty dumb, in my opinion, but some of the others on my team were working twice as hard towards the goal, and they carried us to victory. I was happy that I did not have to exert any extra effort while also gaining the benefits from the work of others. It was a pretty good deal, or so it seemed. The results of getting to take a random half day at work led me to see something that I could not unsee.

      Everything was going well until I pulled in front of our house. There was a red car that I had never seen before parked where I usually did. Initially, I was angry that one of the neighbors allowed their guest to take my spot, but I chose another spot. It was not the end of the world. The next day the car would probably be gone, and everything would return to normal. Little did I know, things were never going to be the same.

      “Oh Julian!” I could hear a woman’s voice as I walked in the front door. “Come on. Faster! Yes!”

      I almost dropped everything that I was carrying. There was no doubt in my mind that I had just stumbled upon my husband cheating on me. I was filled with anger and jealousy, yet I maintained composure and walked quietly to the bedroom after I set down my things. One foot after the other, I got closer to the bedroom and sounds of my husband’s infidelity grew louder. It sounded like he was giving her his all, and that she was experiencing something that she never had before. Right as I approached the door I could hear the sound of my husband’s hand smacking her ass.

      “God,”Julian said, “you’re so much tighter than my wife!” He said as I peaked around the corner and into the room.

      My jaw dropped. Julian was on top of a woman that was laying down on her stomach. He was pumping his cock in and out of her with a power that I had never seen before. He had lost interest in me over the years from what I could tell. The amount of effort that he put into our sex life was dismal. He often would try and finish as quickly as he could. I thought that he was just slowing down due to age, but what I was witnessing was proof of the opposite. He was ravishing her in a way that I never experienced from him, or any man at that.

      I stood there watching and it went on for a long time before I even tried to convince myself that I should do something about it. There was my husband, only a few feet away, and he was having sex with another woman. It felt like I was in one of my common dreams where something terrible is happening and you can stop it all by speaking, but when you open your mouth the words won’t come out. No matter how hard I try in those dreams, I could never get my voice to work, and the same thing was happening to me as I watched Julian thrash his cock in and out of this unknown woman. I was living in a dream.

      The volume of his grunting matched the sound level of her moans, and I could hear her receiving his load. My mouth opened wide and my eyebrows scrunched up as I thought about the fact that my husband had just came inside of another woman.

      “Fuck!” She said at the top of her lungs, “so much come!” The woman basically confirmed my suspicion that Julian was not using protection.

      Our sex life was so bad, but one thing that always bothered me about Julian was how much he insisted on wearing a condom. He always said that he wanted to avoid having an accident, and the logic made sense. Here, however, he was blowing his come into a woman that he barely knew! Logically, I knew I should have stomped into the room and slapped him while calling the woman names, but I couldn't bring myself to do anything about it. I stood there in disbelief, and at the same time I noticed a strange thing happening to me. I was turned on.

      “Oh my,” Julian said as he began to slowly pull out of her, “I haven’t felt anything like that in a very long time.” He looked like he was getting ready to get off of the bed, so I decided that I needed to escape.

      I turned around and carefully, but quickly, jogged down the steps. To cover my tracks I grabbed all of the things that I came in with and bolted out of the door. Julian was the one that was cheating on me, yet I had the feelings of guilt and experienced the pressure to flee the scene. At that time, I had no idea why I was acting that way, but when I got to the car and drove away I knew I would have ample time to think and process everything that I had just seen. There were so many thoughts and emotions to deal with, and as I drove away I was feeling them all at once.

      As I drove away I saw that I had several hours before Julian would even begin to expect me to come home. I drove down the highway and just kept going with no specific place in mind. Tears would occasionally roll down my cheeks, but for the most part, I was driving in a strange, clear-minded meditative state. It was hard to believe that I was not in that bedroom throwing lamps and cursing at the two of them for destroying our marriage. How could my husband do this to me?

      There was a police car parked in a speed trap, and I was thankful for it. I had been using the gas pedal quite liberally, and this was a reminder that I needed to ease off of it, and find somewhere to relax. After passing the cop without any issues, I continued to drive until I found the nearest gas station. Thankfully, it was not that busy so I managed to secure a parking spot away from the shop and I turned off the car and rested on my head on the steering wheel.

      “What. The. Fuck.” I said to myself as I thought about everything that I had just seen. “Why Julian? Why!?”

      The thought of my husband cheating on me turned into something I did not expect. I could not explain why I felt so aroused from seeing him fuck another woman. Doing my best to look at it objectively, I considered the thought that it was because such a young, beautiful woman was interested in my husband. That validated me in some strange way. Knowing that I had secured an alpha male that easily could have sex with any woman he chose was something that reminded me of just how desirable my husband was.

      As I relived everything that I saw, I found myself touching myself below the waist in the car. When I realized what I was doing I looked around to make sure that nobody was watching me. Instead of stopping, I continued for a while. I had no intentions of achieving an orgasm, but it felt good, it felt right, to tease myself as I thought about Julian’s cock inside of another woman. My sexual desire was starting to becoming the dominant factor of how I felt about it all. Julian’s affair meant nothing in comparison to the powerful need to have sex with him. As I thought about going home and pouncing on my husband other ideas started to fill my mind.

      I imagined being on the bed and watching Julian fuck another woman right in front of me. I could hear the two of them laughing at me and insulting me for allowing it to happen, but it didn’t stop my arousal. Never had I saw myself as someone who would be interested in doing anything with a woman, but I fantasized about my husband filling her hole with his come and then the two of them ordering me to clean it out of her. That thought became the primary focus of my mind as I sat there in the car with my hand rubbing myself through my pants.

      “Okay,” I said as I snapped out of my fantasy, “just go home. Act like nothing happened. See where this goes.” I was trying to get myself in the right frame of mind for everything.

      There was still a bit of time before I needed to go home, so I decided to go to the mall and window shop in an effort to keep my mind from fixating on all of the dirty thoughts I was having. The mall was always a mental sanctuary for me. It was a place where I could go and enjoy myself as I looked at all of the different types of people that were on various sorts of missions. Everyone that would walk by had a story. Whether the backstory I assigned them was real or not, I always enjoyed the internal monologue that went through my mind as I quietly made assumptions about the lives of others.
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      The mall did help keep me sane. I ended up in a lingerie store on the hunt for something sexy to wear. I had decided that I was going to go home and get my husband to give me the same feeling that he gave that other woman. There was no use getting angry at him for sleeping with someone else when I was starting to come to terms with my strange desires. If I could get him in a state of bliss after blowing his load, I could talk to him openly about what I wanted. It my mind, no man would turn down the opportunity to have a threesome with his wife. It may sound strange to the average person, but I believed that doing something like this would increase our bond and help our marriage. If it worked, I was confident that my husband would have no reason to officially leave me for a younger woman.

      “Hey honey!” I said as if nothing was wrong.

      “What’s up?” Julian said as he sat on the couch watching the sports channel.

      “Nothing,” I said, “anything going on today?”

      “Nope,” He said. I was impressed with how easy it was for him to lie. It was not even that long ago that he had been fucking a different woman in our bed.

      Just to see how clever he was I went straight up to the bedroom to see what kind of state he left it in. I was surprised to see that the room was carefully cleaned, and the bed was remade. He was smart to not change the sheets or vacuum the place, because I would have been suspicious as soon as I saw it. He never took it upon himself to help me with the housework. He did just enough to return it to its normal state.

      I took my new lingerie into the bathroom, and I decided to take a shower. The one thing he did out of the ordinary was to take a shower. Typically he would either wait until right before bed, or he would wait until the morning. It was out of character for him to shower right as he was supposed to be off from work, but in fairness, it wouldn’t have made me too suspicious. It was a clever way to disguise the scent of another woman.

      After I showered and shaved my legs and armpits, I tried on the lingerie I bought at the mall. It was a purple push up bra with a matching lace thong. Julian always loved it when I wore thongs, but over the years I had stopped wearing them because I found them to be comfortable. Seeing him with another woman reminded me of the effort I used to make to get him interested in me, and after reflecting for a long time I realized that I had really stopped trying. I turned sideways and checked out my ass, and I knew that he was going to want me.

      “You’re going to like this!” I said to myself as I confidently looked at myself in the mirror. I ended up spending a few more minutes prancing around and looking at myself in the mirror. It was a strange habit I had, but it was part of my pre sex ritual. It always got me in the mood, and helped me feel sexy about myself.

      I walked down the stairs and could hear the sound of the TV still playing the sports channel. This allowed me to tiptoe behind him without him knowing of my presence. I waited for him to set his drink down, and then I circled around the couch and pounced on top of him. He was startled at first, but then he smiled as he looked at my body up and down.

      “A thong?” He asked as he wrapped his hands around my waist and squeezed my ass.

      “Do you like it?” I asked as I leaned my chest forward and teased him with my breasts.

      “Yes,” he started to kiss my chest as he squeezed my ass. He spanked me and threw me to the side of him.

      As I was on my back, he parted my legs and and grabbed my wrists and held them to the couch. He started to kiss my lips, but quickly moved to my neck where he gently bit and sucked before moving towards my chest again. It felt good to feel his lips all over my body, and it sent chills into my body. He continued to move his lips down my body towards my underwear. He gripped my thong with his teeth and started to pull it off of me. I looked at him and the amount of lust for me he showed was turning me on. Discreetly, I helped him get the thong off from around my hips and he managed to pull it off without the use of his hands. He looked at me menacingly with my thong still in his teeth.

      “Fuck me.” I said as I curled my lower lip and bit down.

      Julian pulled off his shirt, and started to slip out of his pants. He did not seem to care if he was fully naked or not; he just wanted to stuff his cock inside of me.

      “I need a condom,” he said, “hold on a minute.”

      “No condom,” I said in a sexy, raspy voice. I turned over on my stomach and crawled to the arm of the couch and leaned my body over it.

      With my ass pointed at him, I slowly waved it back and forth at him. I could hear his breathing become irregular, and he slapped my ass and brought his hips to my ass. For the first time in our marriage, I was going to feel my husband’s cock inside of me without a thin layer of protection covering it. I felt so proud, and so sexy that he was foregoing it. I wanted him to feel that my pussy felt just as good as his other woman.

      “Give me your hands!” He said as I felt his stiff cock brush against my backside.

      “Yes sir!” I said in a half sarcastic tone. I wanted him to know that he was in charge of me.

      Julian put my wrists together behind my back and held them with just one of his hands. His grip was strong, and I was positive that I could not break free from his hold if I tried. It turned me on to know that he was the boss. He pressed his cock into my pussy and moved it around until it poked inside of me. The crown of his hard cock made me moan, and I could not wait to feel his come inside of me.

      “Come on Julian,” I said hoping to egg him on, “fuck me!”

      “Shut up!” He said in an aggressive but playful tone as he spanked my ass.

      As he thrust his cock inside of me, I slammed my hips backwards to cause him to go in as deep as he could. I moaned from the feeling, but he used his free hand to press down on my back. He told me not to move, but he gave me the long and hard pumps that I needed from him. He rocked his hips quickly and as hard as he could. The sound of our body’s smacking against each other sounded like there was someone in the room giving a standing ovation.

      His cock was expanding inside of my pussy, and I could feel it pulsing and preparing to empty inside of me. I helped Julian give me an orgasm as I fantasized about being in the chair adjacent to us, and instead of me receiving his hard cock, it was the woman. I watched him satisfy her, and when he finally pulled out, I was ordered to get behind her and lick the come out of her pussy. That fantasy brought me over the line, and I howled from the orgasm and I felt Julian’s cock preparing to shoot.

      “Come here!” Julian said as he suddenly pulled his cock from me. He let go of my hands and grabbed a bunch of my hair.

      He stepped to the side of the couch, and as he brought my confused face to his cock he began to come. I closed my eyes and felt his hot come spray all over my face. He said nothing, and when I opened my eyes I could see him looking at me with an evil grin.

      “You like that?” He asked as his cock shot the final burst.

      “Y-yes,” I said. I was slightly disappointed that I could not feel it inside of me. I began to question what it was about the other woman that allowed her to feel his passion enter her.

      “Good,” he said as he let go of my hair.

      I sat there in disbelief as I watched him gather his clothes and disappear into the other room to wash off. I was shocked that he had just blown his load all over my face, but I was more shocked that I did not freak out about it. It turned me on to know that I was not getting the same deal as some random slut that he was fucking. He was giving me less, and I was liking it.

      With shaky legs, I managed to eventually get up and go upstairs into the shower. I turned the water on and let it run. Looking at myself in the mirror, I could see his come all over my face, and I felt ridiculous to know that he had seen me in this state. Still, I was pleased to see him finally find me sexy enough to fuck, and I did win in a small way. I had experienced what it was like to be fucked without a condom, and it strangely made me feel better about myself.
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      I came back downstairs to find my husband doing exactly what he was doing when I first found him. I was amazed at how he could just settle in without a care in the world. He felt no guilt, or any obvious emotions about what had just happened. He had just fucked me, and it seemed to have little to no effect on him.

      “Hey,” I said as I came up behind him. I sat down on the couch beside him and kissed his arm. “I want to ask you something.”

      “Here we go,” he said with a chuckle. He turned off the TV and turned towards me. At least I was getting his full attention.

      “Don’t freak out okay,” I said knowing that he was starting to feel uneasy with the direction of the conversation. “I’m not angry, or upset. I just need to get something off of my chest.”

      “Okay,” he said slowly as he looked at me carefully. It was the first time that I could notice that he was concerned whether I knew about his affair.

      “I came home early today,” I paused and I could sense that his adrenaline was starting to kick in. His mind was racing and before he could start coming out with excuses I decided to continue speaking. “I’m okay with it. I just,” I took a deep breath. It felt so strange to admit what I was about to. “I want to be apart of the fun.”

      “What are you talking about?” He smartly said to gather more information. Julian was not about to lay all of his cards down on the table in case that I was setting a trap for him to fall into.

      “I saw you having sex with some woman today,” I said, “I left before you guys could see me. The thing is,” I looked at him and he was moving around trying to keep control of his feelings. “I thought about it. I want to be there when you fuck her.”

      “How are you not upset?” He asked.

      “I have no idea,” I said, “I thought about it, and for some reason the whole thing turns me on. It’s weird, I know. For some reason, there is this part of me that wanted to walk into the bedroom after you came inside of her, and as you guys started to freak out because you had been caught, I wanted to get on my knees and lick her pussy.”

      “You’re fucking with me right?” He said. His body language told me that he was getting more comfortable with the conversation. I knew that I had him.

      “I’m serious,” I said, “do you think she would be down with it?’

      “I can ask her,” Julian said, “are you sure about this? You don’t want to divorce me?”

      “I’m sure, and no Julian. I don’t care about how I am supposed to feel! I only care about how I feel in real life!”

      “Fine,” he said as he started to stand up. “I’ll give Karen a call and see what she thinks.”

      “Okay,” I smiled at him brightly. Making sure he knew that I was one hundred percent onboard was critical to making sure that it could happen.

      He walked into the kitchen and I could hear him talking with his woman. The tone of his voice was enough to tell me that she was going through the same sort of emotions that he was. At first it sounded like he was calming her down, and then his tone turned into the one of a guy that was trying to convince her of doing something. It was sounding as if it was going to happen.

      “Beth,” he said to me whenever he hung up the phone. “She said she’s okay with it. I told her she could come over tomorrow.”

      “Okay,” I said as I took a deep breath. “I love you Julian.”

      “I love you too.” He said with a smile. Julian sat down and kissed me on the cheek. “What’s for dinner?” He asked.

      “What do you want?” I asked.

      “Whatever you’re making.” Julian answered as he turned the TV back on.
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      Julian spent the next day leading up to Karen’s arrival bossing me around. He told me that I was to wear the lingerie that I had bought the night before, and to wait by the door to greet his girlfriend. From the time that we talked about it to the following day, Julian had grown increasingly more interested in the concept of what we were doing. It was interesting to see the change occur in him, and it was evident that his virility had subsequently increased. This made him seem even more desirable and attractive to me.

      “Karen’s here,” he called out from the top of the steps.

      “Okay!” I said. Up until this point everything that we had discussed had been merely talk. Karen’s arrival meant that it was actually happening, and I began to feel nervous. I had no idea how she would treat me.

      I opened the door and she was standing on the front porch. She was wearing black high heels, and a skin tight white dress. Her long hair covered her shoulders, and I noticed a few tattoos on her fingers. She looked younger, more beautiful, and more confident than I. She made me feel pathetic and disgraceful.

      “H-hello,” I said to her. “Come in.” I stepped to the side and began to shake slightly. I was only in my underwear and bra and I could feel her eyes scanning and judging me.

      “Hi,” she said as if she could care less about me. “Where’s Julian?”

      “He’s w-waiting for you upstairs.” I said. I felt like a fool as the words could hardly come out of my mouth.

      “Good,” she said, “here.” Karen handed me her purse. “Do something with that.”

      “O-okay.” I said taking the purse from her hands. As I went to put it in on the kitchen table I could hear the sound of her heels clicking as she marched upstairs to see my husband.

      “Here we go,” I said to myself. I waited for a minute before I decided to follow behind. The whole experience was making me shake and the butterflies in my stomach were very real. “Let’s do this!”

      Walking up the steps was like reliving the whole experience again. When I rounded the corner and stood in the doorway, I could see their two naked bodies rubbing up against one another. Her skin was younger and tighter than mine. The way his hands explored her body was something that made me jealous.

      “Beth,” Julian said, “come here.”

      “One foot in front of the other,” I said to myself as I made the walk to the two of them. Karen was smiling at me as if I was there for her entertainment. She thought that I was a joke.

      “Get on your knees,” he said coldly.

      “Yes sir,” I said as I dropped to my knees.

      Julian was sitting on the edge of the bed, and he lifted Karen so that she was facing him with her legs on either side of his. I watched as he put his cock inside of her and gently lowered her. His cock disappeared inside of her pussy.

      “Kiss my ass!” She said Julian started to move her up and down on his cock.

      Reluctantly, I leaned my face towards her moving ass and planted a kiss on her perfect skin. It felt degrading to kiss the ass of the woman that was fucking my husband right in front of me. She laughed as she felt my lips show appreciation to her butt.

      “Good job!” She said in the most condescending tone I had ever heard.

      I stayed where I was with my face only inches from their sex. I watched my husband’s rock hard cock appear and disappear as she bounced up and down on it. She was moaning loudly, almost to the point of doing it for the sake of making me feel bad while I watched the two of them share their love and passion for one another’s bodies.

      My hand found its way down the front of my underwear, and I started to play with my clit as I watched them. Julian carried on as if I was not even in the room, yet Karen seemed hyper aware of my presence. She seemed to be getting off on the fact that she was fucking another woman’s husband while she watched. I thought about what it must have felt like to be her, to know that you were good enough to make a married man stray, and in a position where the pathetic wife was going to thank you for pleasing her husband by cleaning his come from your pussy. In her mind, she must have felt like a god.

      “Get on the bed Beth!” I heard Julian command as he lifted his mistress from his cock.

      I stood up and got onto the bed. My body was shaking and I had no idea what he was going to do.

      “Lay down,” he ordered. I laid down on my back and waited for their next move. Karen straddled my body and climbed up half my body until her face was in line with mine.

      “Hello,” she said before she leaned down and kissed me on the lips. “You’re behaving so well!” Her tone was sarcastic and followed by a cruel bout of laughter.

      The bed began to move as Julian’s big body got onto the bed. I could feel him getting in position behind Karen, and I knew that he had penetrated her when her face contorted. Her eyes rolled into the back of her skull, and once she got control of her feeling she opened them and looked at me with nothing but disgust. I watched as my husband began to pump his cock in and out of her hard enough to make her whole body move.

      “No, no, no,” Karen said when she saw me try to move my hands down my body towards my wet pussy. “You don’t get to do that!” She grabbed my wrists and pinned them to the bed.

      I struggled for a little, but not because I wanted freedom for my hands. I liked the way it felt to try and break free of her control only to be overpowered by a stronger woman. She laughed at my futile attempts, but that laughter disappeared as my husband began to throttle his cock in and out of her hard enough to make her unable to process anything but the good feelings he was providing her.

      “Fuck me Julian!” She said at the top of her lungs. “I want you to fill my pussy with your come!” She managed to look at me and wink. Her ability to make me feel so small was one of the most erotic things I had ever experienced. I did not expect her to be so good at it.

      “Fuck you Beth!” Julian shouted as he started to breathe heavily. The bed was shaking to a new rhythm, and I could tell that he was coming inside of her.

      I tried again to break free from her, but she applied more strength as she received his load.

      “Are you ready?” She asked as my husband began to slow down. “You want to clean my pussy right?” She licked her lips as she looked deep into my eyes and my soul.

      “Yes,” I said quietly.

      “Yes what?” She was enjoying the position of power that I had given her.

      “Yes, please?” I wasn’t sure how to satiate her need to dominate me.

      “If you insist!” She said as if she had been absolved of all guilt. After all I was the one that begged her to humiliate me.

      Julian pulled his cock from her and sat beside the two of us on the bed. He looked at me with a smile as he watched his mistress slowly crawl up my body. His come was slowly dripping out of her pussy, and onto my body, but I knew that the bulk of it was still inside.

      “I’ve never came inside of her,” Julian said to Karen. “I just never felt the need to let her feel it.”

      “Interesting,” Karen said with a sinister tone. “Maybe it’s because she’s nothing but a worthless slut!” She covered me with her come filled pussy before I could even respond.

      It was the first time in my life that I had done anything crazy like that with another woman. The idea that it was happening while I was married, and to a woman that had just fucked my husband was a wild thought that sent my pussy into a lustful frenzy. I opened my mouth and allowed my husband’s come to drip into my mouth, and after a large amount left her pussy I began to lick her pussy clean.

      “Good,” she said, “keep doing that. I think you can make me come!”

      “Make her come!” I thought to myself. It never occurred to me that I would be the reason for her orgasm.

      Julian was taunting and teasing me as I licked his woman’s pussy. I felt his hand caress the inside of my thighs, and he would gently brush his hand over my desperate pussy. Whenever I moved my legs, and curled my toes he would laugh.

      “Aww,” he said, “you want me to touch your pussy?” He asked.

      I could not answer with her pussy covering my face, but I managed to grunt in a way to tell him that I craved his touch. He gave me what I wanted, but not in the way that I expected. His hand gently slapped my pussy, and then he rubbed it slightly. Right as I was starting to feel pleasure he slapped my pussy again.

      “No,” he said, “you don’t deserve to get off! Just keep cleaning her pussy okay? Like a good little wife.”

      I licked Karen’s pussy as she looked down at me with a victorious expression. She moved her hand down to her clit and worked it while I cleaned the inside of her pussy. Occasionally, she would grind up and down on my face and spread his come all over my face like it had been the night before. I was helplessly in heaven.

      “That’s enough,” she said as she started to get off of my face. I could see that her legs were shaking from my licking.

      “Can I come!” I begged, “please!”

      “No,” Julian said, “not now, but you know what you can do?”

      “What?” I asked hoping that there was something I could do to earn the privilege.

      “You can go downstairs and get dinner ready.” He said, “Karen’s going to spend the night.”

      “O-okay,” I said as I slowly began to sit up. I felt so ashamed as I got off of the bed and headed towards the door. I looked back to see the two of them cuddling in my bed.

      “Beth?” I heard my husband say.

      “Yes Julian?” I was hopeful that he had changed his mind.

      “Can you run to the store and get a bottle of wine?”

      “Yes sir,” I said. I grabbed a pair of sweatpants and a shirt and left the room with my head hung low.
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            Paul: I’m a married man with a harem

          

        

      

    

    
      I must have been amazingly generous and pious in my past life for the world to reward my current existence with such a wealth of women. It has been that way my whole life honestly, but I figured the party would come to an end when I proposed to my wife Lanna. It didn’t, and my life actually ended up being filled with more women and opportunity. I didn’t know it at first, but Lanna had this weird kink that she wanted to get involved in. I had never heard the term “cuckquean” before, and so when I looked it up on the internet I realized that I basically had struck gold when I asked for her hand in marriage. She got off on watching me cheat on her with other women, and she actively encourage, and sometimes helped me, find other women to bring into our bedroom. It was a dream come true!

      “The only rule Paul is you can’t fall in love with any of them.” My wife Lanna said to me the night she told me about her desire to be made a cuckquean, “promise me Paul! I’m serious!”

      “I promise,” I told her honestly, “my heart is only for you.” The kiss we shared after that moment was strangely better than any other time our lips touched.

      Having sex with her after she admitted to me her secret was also a highly erotic experience for me. I felt no guilt as I imagined a more beautiful woman in my mind as I thrashed my hips into hers from behind. The sound of her moaning was replaced by a movie actress, and I thought of some of the crazy acts my wife was interested in performing on other women. Lanna had this need to be dominated by not only me, but also the woman I was cheating on her with. She wanted the other woman to humiliate and degrade her both physically and verbally. Images of my wife licking another woman’s crotch as I kissed the other woman made my masculinity seemingly impossible to falter, and my ability to make my wife moan in ecstasy appeared to have grown with the confidence I gained from knowing that I would never feel trapped in our marriage.

      Lanna only gave me one rule to follow, but out of respect I added in a few to ensure that our lives wouldn’t turn into something completely ridiculous. I told her that we would never source another woman from the same town as us as it could cause our social capital to suffer if those around us found out about our crazy lifestyle. The other rule I added in was that we needed to have a safe word. A word that no matter what the circumstance was, anyone in the session could use the word to make everyone stop whatever it was that was going on, so that we could regroup and reassess what the problem was. Anybody could use the safe word including myself, or the other woman.

      “What do you want the safe word to be hun?” I asked my wife after I told her about the rule I was adding.

      “Hmm,” she put her index finger on her chin as she thought long and hard about it. One would think that she was making some crazy decision that could never be reversed. “How about,” she paused, “PIZZA!” The way she announced her safe word to me was adorable and I couldn’t help but go over and give her a hug.

      “Sounds good to me,” I said laughing as I held her in my arms. I was so happy that I chose to make Lanna my wife.

      The best part about Lanna was that nobody would suspect her to be into this sort of thing. She was not some ugly looking loser of a woman, and in fact she was easily in the upper percentiles of beauty. Her luscious black hair flowed down her back, and her blue eyes were something else to look at. During our first date I actually had a hard time focussing on what she had to say. It wasn’t because of her cleavage taunting and teasing me, but because of the beautiful shade of blue that her eyes had. She actually thought I was a really good listener because of the amazing eye contact I had, but to be honest, I wasn’t paying that much attention to what she was saying. I was staring into her beautiful eyes and imagining what it would be like to have them looking up at me as she pleasured my cock from her knees.

      I never admitted to her the dirty thoughts I was having about her during our first date. I didn’t think that she needed to know that I was looking at her initially as a blow job slut. There was a part of me when we were first dating that had no intentions of settling down, but she managed to win me over somehow. I’ve speculated about it a lot, and the only thing I can think of that makes sense is that Lanna could sense that I had interest in fucking a ton of different women, and she picked up on that, and I fit the requirements for the type of relationship she was looking for. The odds of the two of meeting had to have been one in a million.

      We were married for about two months when I finally managed to find a woman that was willing to play with us in the bedroom. When I told Lanna about the woman she was so excited that she ran up to me and shoved her face into my chest and screeched in excitement. I was still in a state of disbelief that my wife was really into this sort of thing, and when I saw her excited response my mind was able to relax. I had a part of me that said that she was going to flip out and file for a divorce, and that was part of the reason that it took me two months to summon the courage to get a beautiful woman, other than my wife, into my bedroom.

      “Do you have a picture of her?” Lanna asked.

      “No,” I said, “you’re just going to have to wait and see.” I pulled out my phone and sent the woman that I was talking to a text message to let her know that everything had went well and that she would be able to come over if she wanted.

      “Who are you texting?” She asked.

      “Lisa.” I said with a smile, “she wants to come over tonight. She said, and I quote, “your wife looks like a good pussy licker.” She seems pretty interested in making you feel worthless.” I said while laughing.

      Lanna grew shy and her face turned red. I could see that she was trying to contain her excitement despite the realization she had had after I told her about what Lisa had said. It was now a fact that I was talking about her fantasies with other women. Telling her this tiny detail was very similar to foreplay as it set the tone for what Lanna was to expect. She knew that the woman that was on her way to fuck me had already learned about her cuckquean fantasy and the idea of us talking about her behind her back must have made her feel vulnerable.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Lanna: My first time being a cuckquean

          

        

      

    

    
      When Paul told me that his new woman Lisa was coming over my panties started to absorb my wetness almost immediately. I couldn’t believe that I had finally found a man that was willing to entertain my crazy needs. The mystery surrounding her started to turn me on, and the idea of her walking into my home already feeling confident enough to treat me however she wanted was exciting. The text message that she sent to Paul caused my heart to pump like mad as I had always wanted to experience what it was like to be on my knees with my tongue inside of another woman’s pussy.

      My weird want to have Paul cheat on me all started because of an ex I had way before Paul and I met. That guy cheated on me, and it hurt me at first, but when I saw how beautiful the woman was I couldn’t help but sort of feel proud that I had been given the chance to be with a man that was capable of conquering such a beautiful woman. I’ve always been told that I’m a pretty lady, but I know there are tons of women out there that make me look ugly. I consider myself simply average, and the idea of a sexy woman taking the man that I love right before my eyes is weirdly erotic to me. At first I tried to fight the urges, but I gave into them after constantly sabotaging the relationships I was in. When Paul and I met I knew right away that I had found a suitable alpha male that was capable of giving me what I wanted.

      “She just texted me,” Paul said after looking at his phone, “she said she’s outside.” His smile was big and bright. He didn’t appear to show signs of remorse or of feeling even the slightest amount of guilt.

      “Okay,” I said. He looked at me to try and read me, but I was zoned out as I was starting to realize everything I had always wished for was about to happen.

      Paul playfully flicked my nose and kissed me on the forehead before opening the door to greet Lisa. I stayed inside, but I could hear the sound of the two of them talking. She sounded younger than me, and her voice was raspy in a sexy way. My eyes remained focused on the front door so that I could see her as soon as she entered our home, but their conversation outside felt like it was going to drag on for an eternity.

      “So,” Paul said as he opened the door and came inside, “this is our home.” He motioned with his hands for her to come inside.

      “Looking good,” Lisa said playfully as her eyes scanned the house. She looked at just about everything else before she even considered flashing her eyes in my direction. It felt as if it was by design.

      Lisa was indeed younger than me, and everything about her just screamed how superior she was to me in every way. We both had blue eyes and dark hair, yet she pulled it off better than me. I couldn’t even make the argument that I looked as good, or better, back in my day because it simply wasn’t true. No amount of sexy clothes or skillful use of cosmetics could put me into the same league as her. She was the perfect woman to be my cuckcake.

      “Lisa,” Paul said, “this is Lanna. Lanna, this is Lisa.” I could see that he was loving every moment of our first interactions with one another. To him, it must have been a fascinating show.

      “So nice to meet you,” Lisa said as she sauntered towards me. The sound of her heels clicking on our kitchen floor echoed. She was graceful and beautiful. I wanted to get on my knees for her.

      “It’s n-nice to, uhh, m-meet you too.” I held my hand out limply for a handshake. They see first impressions are the most important thing when a new relationship is about to form, and it was so obvious to me that I was already way down on the totem pole.

      I thought it was strange how I still was clinging to my ego in some small form. I didn’t want her to think that I was just some stupid bitch that was stuttering because I was amazed with her beauty. It didn’t make any sense for me to feel any sense of pride about it as it was already discussed that I was hoping for her to dominate and humiliate me. The only thing that made sense to me was that it might explain why I was so interested in being a cuckquean. That internal struggle, the battle of my desire to not look like a fool and the desire to be on my knees and mocked created a powerful emotional response that was arousing. The best thing to do, I figured, was to not fight it, and to enjoy wherever our session ended up.

      “Save it,” Lisa said as she sat down. She had no interest in shaking the hand of a cuckquean.

      Paul was standing back and simply observing the two of us as if he was visiting some sort of exhibit. The cuckquean and the cuckcake meet for the very first time. I almost expected him to put a bag of popcorn in the microwave so that he would have something to munch on as he enjoyed the interaction.

      Lisa just stared at me. She seemed completely comfortable in her own skin, and her eyes started to make me feel insecure. I was finding it increasingly more difficult to look her in the eye, and my eyes started to wonder down towards the floor. I caught a glimpse of her toes sticking out of the end of her heels, and I decided to comment on how pretty her feet looked.

      “Did you just get a pedicure?” I asked. “Your nails look so nice! I love how the red looks with those shoes.”

      “Do you want to worship them?” She asked with a straight face.

      “W-what do you m-mean?” I knew exactly what she was talking about, but my pesky ego was getting in the way. I wanted to seem as if I didn’t really want to drop to my knees and kiss her feet for hours. Luckily for me, it looked as if Lisa had already had that activity planned for the two of us.

      “You know damn well what the fuck I’m talking about.” She said. Her voice was cold, emotionless, and full of the truth.

      “I’m sorry.” I answered. I felt as if I was blowing it.

      “Apologize,” she snapped her fingers and pointed down at her feet. I saw her wiggling her toes.

      “O-okay,” I said. I got out of my chair and slowly dropped to my knees. She watched me with an evil smile as I got closer and closer to her feet. I licked my lips and took a deep breath.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Lisa: My boyfriend’s pathetic wife

          

        

      

    

    
      Watching my boyfriend’s wife get on her knees to kiss my feet was among the most empowering moments of my life. Never had I felt such power and as her lips made contact with my feet I knew that I was hooked. The rush of being in charge of another woman would be something that I would be chasing after for the rest of my life.

      “That’s right,” I said to her, “don’t forget to kiss this one!” I move my other foot closer to her face and watched as she obediently kissed that one as well.

      “Thank you,” she said to me.

      “Take off her heels,” Pauls said as he started to walk closer to us. He was starting to feel something from watching his wife humiliate herself at my feet.

      “Yes sir,” she said to him. I lifted my foot from the ground so that she could remove my heels.

      “Suck on my toes,” I took a seat and looked down my legs at her. She looked nervous to do it, but she showed no interest in disobeying me. She wanted me to push her to do it. “Suck on them. Now!” I lifted my foot towards her face and my toes brushed against her lips.

      I had never been one to ask people to worship my feet, but when I felt the warmth of her mouth and the tickling of her tongue I knew that I would never be the same, and that my opinion of those with foot fetishes would change. It was an amazing feeling, and it made me look at Lanna as if she was a pathetic foot licking bitch that was only existing for the purpose of servicing me as if I was a goddess. That kind of power made me feel a level of confidence that I was unfamiliar with at that point in time.

      “Look at you,” Paul said as he stood over his wife with a cocky grin on his face, “you are sucking on her toes. Really. Wait, hold on,” he walked away into the other room while he was laughing.

      I had no idea what Paul was doing, and where he ran off to, but I decided to enjoy the time I had alone with Lanna.

      “How do they taste?” I asked.

      “They t-taste g-good,” she stuttered. She must have been telling the truth because she instantly resumed sucking on my toes.

      “They taste good goddess.” I corrected her, “don’t forget to address me as such next time!”

      “Y-yes g-goddess.” She said with a defeated look in her eyes. I knew that it must have been hard for her to be able to refer to me as a goddess.

      “Alright bitch,” Paul said as he came back into the bedroom. He knelt down beside me and held a hand mirror up to his wife. “Look at yourself!” He said, “who does this kind of thing to another woman?”

      I watched as his wife looked at herself in the mirror as she was worshiping my feet. I could see her brain processing the information, and the humiliation was really settling in. She was, however, getting everything that she desired according to the conversation I had had with Paul before we arranged this meeting.

      “Your wife has decided to call me her goddess,” I said in an effort to lay on the humiliation. “Isn’t that right?” I said as I looked down at his wife as she sucked on my toes.

      “Yes goddess,” she said with more clarity in her voice. She was beginning to get comfortable with the idea of being my little bitch.

      Paul stood up and placed the mirror on the table in front of me. His focus changed from his wife and towards me. I could sense that his attraction to me had grown from seeing his wife worship me, and his ego was set on dominating the woman that was dominating his pathetic, foot licking wife.

      “Come here,” he said as he put his hand on my cheek and turned me towards him. Paul leaned over and began to kiss me passionately.

      Our tongues danced and sparred with one another, and my eyes were closed initially, but curiosity caused me to open them and look sideways at his disgraceful wife to see her reaction. Lanna certainly was interested in watching her husband kissing another woman. From what I could tell, she had a mix of horror and arousal in her eyes, but she did not allow her feelings to get in the way of the task that was required of her. After all, her job was to be on her knees and lick the feet of the woman that was going to feel her husband’s cock inside of her.

      I slid my hand down Paul’s body and towards his cock to see if he was getting close to wanting to have sex. His cock was hard, and I smiled during our kiss and I couldn’t help but laugh. It felt so naughty to touch his cock in front of his wife, and I was starting to realize the gravity of the situation. Soon, we would be in their bedroom, and I would have an orgasm while his wife watched unable to experience the pleasure that her husband wanted to give to me. When he was finished giving me his cock, Lanna was expected to clean my pussy of his come, and that was the main thing that got me interested in participating in this situation.

      Paul was a handsome guy with a muscular body. I could see how a guy like him found a wife that was willing to share, and I wondered if her reasoning for allowing him to cheat on her was partially because she was into it sexually, but also because she saw it as a survival tool. I couldn’t see how Lanna could possibly hold him down and keep him faithful. He is too much of an alpha male in my opinion to allow any woman to monopolize his sexual energy. I was happy to be the first, as he said, to come between them and to humiliate her. I could tell that the experience was going to be a real eye opener.

      “Let’s move this to the bedroom,” Paul said as he pulled his lips away from mine. He held his hand out for me to take, and he looked down at his wife. “Be sure to say thank you to your “goddess” for allowing you to suck on her toes!” He laughed as he playfully pushed her head with his own foot. “Let’s go,” he pulled me up out of the chair.

      “Thank you goddess,” Lanna said to me.

      “You’re welcome,” I felt on top of the world, “shall we?”

      “Let’s go.” Paul started to lead me towards the steps. “Come on bitch. Don’t make us wait!”

      “I’m coming sir,” Lanna said. She was clearly in a submissive state of mind as she started to crawl behind us. She didn’t even want to stand up.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Paul: This is definitely for me

          

        

      

    

    
      I never thought I’d see my wife licking the toes of another woman, and I have to admit it was one of the hottest things I ever saw. Seeing the look of shame on Lanna’s face and the power in Lisa’s was causing my cock to become full and strong. I feared that if I allowed them to continue for too long that I would end up blowing my load inside of my pants. That’s why I had to end it, and move the party into the bedroom.

      I couldn’t wait to get Lisa out of her clothes so that my wife could see how much more I preferred to fool around with Lisa. Before this all happened, I did have feelings of nervousness and my anxiety almost caused me to shut down the whole operation, but I continued onwards to see where this would all take me. After seeing my wife humiliate herself on her hands and knees, I knew that I would not have to worry about being able to perform like some sort of sex god. Just seeing how much my wife enjoyed being degraded made my cock turn into a steel rod that couldn’t be brought down unless it was sufficiently pleasured by the warmth and wetness of a beautiful woman’s pussy.

      “Get on the bed,” I ordered to my wife when she finally crawled in behind to meet us in the bedroom. “Lay on your back!”

      Lanna carefully got onto her feet and got on the bed. She turned over and laid on her back with her eyes stuck looking at the ceiling. I noticed that she was breathing very hard and shallow breaths. She had no idea what to expect, and that made me even more enthusiastic when I turned towards Lisa.

      “What should we do with her?” Lisa asked as I put my hands around her hips.

      “We’ll see,” I said as I leaned in for a kiss, “let me see your body,” hI whispered into her ear.

      As Lisa got out of her clothes, I did the same. I decided to keep my wife fully clothed as she was not going to have a need to be naked. Getting her naked would only send a signal that it was possible for her to get some satisfaction out of the session, but that was the furthest thing from reality. She was a cuckquean, and the closest she was going to get to come was when she would be ordered to clean my come from Lisa’s pussy. I couldn’t wait to see her do it.

      Once we were both naked, I led Lisa over to the bed where my wife was laying and I picked her up with both of her legs wrapped around my waist. I brought her to the edge of the bed, and slowly I set her down so that she was sitting on my wife’s face. Lanna did nothing to fight it, but you could hear her muffled moans as her face was buried deep inside of Lisa’s ass.

      “Oh my god,” Lisa said while she was laughing, “this is so funny!” She rubbed her ass back and forth on my wife’s face, “do you like it bitch?” She asked.

      “Yes,” you could hear in a muffled, defeated voice from underneath Lisa’s big butt.

      “Beautiful,” I said as I looked at the wonderful situation that was taking place on my bed, “I want to fuck you while you’re sitting on her face!”

      “Okay,” Lisa said, “is that okay with you?” She wiggled her butt on my wife’s face to let her know that she was talking to her.

      “Yes,” we heard again in a muffled tone.

      I spread Lisa’s legs and rubbed my hard cock on the outside of her wet pussy. I could see parts of my wife’s face underneath her ass and that added fuel to my erections strength. Lisa was moaning as it was evident that my wife’s mouth and nose were in someway pleasuring her ass, and I wanted to add to that combination with my throbbing cock. I pushed my cock inside of her, and then moved my hands so that I could touch her chest. I kissed her as my cock slowly went deeper inside of her hole.

      “Oh fuck,” I said as I realized that as I went in and out of her I was effectively applying more pressure to my wife’s face. The power made me want to mercilessly fuck Lisa in order to punish my wife.

      It was evident that Lisa was going to come, and I was proud of myself for being able to do so with such ease. It was very easy to forget about my pathetic wife as her face was covered in ass while I was approaching the point of orgasm. To get myself there, I thought about what was going to happen once I finished. The image of Lisa pivoting her hips and pointing her pussy towards my wife’s mouth as she lowered herself onto Lanna’s face. The thought of Lanna’s tongue frantically trying to clean out all of my come from her pussy made my cock jerk and expand against the inner walls of Lisa’s pussy.

      “Come Paul,” Lisa said as she bit down on her lower lip. “Once you come inside of me your stupid bitch of a wife is going to clean me!”

      My orgasm was explosive, and I could just tell that my load was bigger than normal. Both of the women in my bedroom were moaning, but one was obviously muffled. I watched as my wife squirmed around; she knew what was coming, and I was sure she had a ton of mixed feelings about it. It is one thing to dream and visualize an act, and another thing entirely to actually do it. She was dealing with the reality that in only a moment she would have a come filled pussy covering her mouth, and she would be licking and sucking the come out of Lisa’s pussy. The only thing I wished I could change was my ability to have another erection immediately after bursting so that I could fuck one of the two women after, or during, my wife’s humiliation.

      “Are you ready?” Lisa said in a taunting tone after I pulled my cock from her hole, “Open wide!”

      I watched as she adjusted her body so that she could use her knees to support her weight. My come was slowly starting to drip from her hole as she backed up so that she could press her pussy on my wife’s face. Lanna’s blue eyes were filled with several emotions as Lisa brought her pussy to her lips, and the sound of her moan when she finally had a mouth full of my come was enough to make me positive that I loved having a cuckquean for a wife.

      “Lick it clean bitch!” I said as I sat down on the bed and looked my wife in the eyes. “If you weren’t such a disgrace you might be the one sitting on another woman’s face, but instead you’re in the position you are in. Lick it up!” I laughed at my wife as she moved her eyes away from mine.

      “Come on,” Lisa said, “if you do it good enough you can get me off at least one more time!” She was slowly grinding her pelvis all over my wife’s face. “You can do it!” She laughed and grabbed her breasts as she allowed her body to breathe however it needed to to maximize pleasure.

      That moment made me realize that I needed to find more women to bring into my life. I remember thinking and hoping that after our first experience my wife would report back to me that she had never had so much fun in her life, so that I could do this over and over again. I was hooked on the new pussy to fuck, and seeing my wife allow herself to be humiliated in front of not only me, but also a random woman was deeply satisfying for me. I knew that I was living the life that many men wished they could live, and that made me smile.
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      Up until my time with Paul and Lanna, I had very little experience with other women. Maybe once or twice I had kissed a friend on the lips, but we didn't look at that as some sort of crazy sex thing. It was just two women having fun, and maybe getting a few eyes on us when we were out on the town. Here I was, however, sitting on top of some woman’s face. I barely knew her, and she was licking my pussy, and what surprised me was how much I actually enjoyed it. I guess it takes a woman to really know what another woman wants down there!

      It might have not been her actual skill, but actually the fact that I had been disrespecting her since the moment I entered her home. She had sucked on my toes, and my ass was sitting on her face while her husband fucked me. If you would have asked me if I could ever see myself in this type of scenario years ago, I would have told you that you must have been crazy or that you were sick. That power I felt as I looked down on a woman that was cleaning the come out of my pussy was the paramount of my self confidence. Never, would I achieve that same level again, and I tried several times after that, but I was never able to reach that level of power again.

      “Keep doing that,” I said to Paul’s wife, “holy fuck! That feels amazing!” She was sucking on my clit and flicking her tongue aggressively at the same time. It was the first time someone had done that to me before.

      Paul was watching closely as he started to put his clothes back on. I was amazed at how good it felt to have him inside of me, and I wanted to see him again. I knew that I could never be with him in the “happily ever after” sense, because of the obvious cheating fetish the two of them seemed to have. He had told me before that he didn’t mind meeting up with me alone for fun. He said that his wife had pretty much given him a free pass to do anything. I asked him if that was true. I thought she might only approve of him cheating if she could be in the situation. His answer surprised me, but his logic was perfect and made one hundred percent sense to me.

      “How am I supposed to get women interested in me if I can’t date them without my wife being around?” He told me in response to my questions about whether or not his wife would find his behavior acceptable or not.

      “Alright,” I said as I looked into his wife’s eyes. “I think you did a good job.” I loved having the ability to talk down to another woman.

      Slowly, I dismounted her face and joined Paul on the other side of the room. He handed me my clothes and I got dressed quickly.

      “That was fun,” he said as he approached his wife. “Are you okay honey?” He gently caressed her come covered face. I could tell that he was doing his best to avoid getting any of it on his hand.

      “Yes love,” she was breathing heavily and her hands started to drift towards her crotch.

      “No, no, no, no, no!” Paul said playfully as he grabbed her hands. “Remember, we talked about this already. You don’t get to come.”

      “Please!” She protested.

      “Shut up bitch!” I said just to make myself laugh. I had no more sexual desire, but I still enjoyed the position of power I had over her.

      “Y-yes g-goddess.” She said. She grew quiet, and I thought it was interesting that she was back to stuttering.

      I walked towards the bed so that I could look her in the eye. She looked at me and I could see the lust in her eyes and her desire to touch herself or to feel her husband’s cock inside of her.

      “Open your mouth,” I said. The desire to torment and humiliate her was still in my mind. I wanted to get in as much as I could because I figured I would never see her again.

      As she opened her mouth, I leaned in towards her and started to gather saliva in my mouth. She was looking at me as if she knew exactly what I was doing, and I smiled as I began to allow the spit to drip slowly from my mouth. She moved her head slightly so that she could catch it in her mouth.

      “Thank you g-goddess,” she said as she looked down and to the right.

      “Wow.” Paul said. He got up and it was clear he was having a lot going through his mind as well. I couldn’t imagine to be in his shoes. To witness another woman disrespect your wife so openly must be a unique set of problems to have for a guy. It didn’t look like he minded it too much though.

      The three of us got up together and went back downstairs. I checked my phone and my job had been hitting me up. Apparently someone called off, and they needed me to desperately come in and fill that spot. My manager was even offering me a slight bonus if I could come in and save the day.

      “I can come in, but it’s going to take at least forty five minutes, and I don’t have a uniform on hand.” I sent to my manager via text message.

      “Don’t worry about all of that. Just please come in. We need you!” She replied within seconds of my message being sent.

      “Hey,” I said to Paul, “my job is hurting for help. You guys don’t mind if I head out right?” I asked even though I was going to go anyways.

      “That sucks,” Paul said, “but they need you. Thanks for coming by.” He grabbed me by the arm and pulled him in tightly to his body. He kissed me on the cheek and I smiled at his pathetic wife as she watched her husband show affection for another woman.

      Lanna stayed inside as her husband walked me to my car. He was a kind man, and he told me to drive safely.

      “Call me.” I said in a flirty way. I had no idea if he would want to see me again.

      “Alright, bye!” He turned away and returned to his wife.

      I knew that my shift was going to be mentally taxing. How could I go an entire shift without telling the people around me about the crazy stuff I was just doing?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Paul: Feeling a stronger connection with my dear wife

          

        

      

    

    
      I came back into the house to see my wife sitting at the table without any sign of emotion in her face. I sat across from her, and took her hands and held them.

      “What do you think?” I asked hoping to see how she felt about everything that had just transpired.

      “That was,” she paused and I started to grow nervous for a second, “amazing.” She looked at me with a lustful passion in her beautiful blue eyes. “I want more.”

      “Really?” I asked. I have to admit, I still had my doubts about how much she enjoyed it. I loved it, but I was able to have an orgasm. Lanna, on the other hand, was not permitted to have one and I figured that would make the experience less enjoyable to her.

      “Yeah, oh my god!” She stood up and started walking back and forth. “You need to find another woman, like, as soon as possible!” She looked like she was desperate for my cock, and enough time had passed to make me feel interested in providing that service.

      “Come here,” I held my hand out and shifted my body so that my legs were not under the table.

      She came over to me and I grabbed her hand and pulled her over my lap. She did not laugh as I expected her to do, but instead her breathing told me that she was hoping that I was getting ready to fuck her. I pulled down her pants to expose her bare ass, and I held my hand high in the air.

      “Does my little cuckquean like to be spanked?” I asked as I playfully pulled on her hair.

      “Yes sir!” She called out. I could sense she really wanted me to spank her.

      Spank!

      I started off gentler than I probably should have, so I winded my hand back up again so that I could come down on her white ass with another smack, but this one was going to be more painful.

      “Do you love it?” I asked. I could see her tensing her butt cheeks as she anticipated my hand to come down on her.

      “Yes!” I smacked her ass as soon as she opened her mouth, “I love it so much! Spank me! Please! Spank me!” Her voice was loud enough to where anyone in our home could have heard her no matter where in the house they were.

      “That’s what I thought!” I spanked her again, and again, and again. My cock started to come to life as I felt as if I was becoming a true alpha male.

      After I spanked her several times, I slid my finger down the crack of her ass and slowly worked my way towards her pussy. She was wetter than I could ever imagine, and that made my cock grow even more. I was sure that she could feel my bulge poking her as she laid across my lap.

      “Does my little cuckquean want some dick?” I asked in a playful tone as I teased her pussy with my finger.

      “Please!” She said as she started to squirm, “oh my god. Please!”

      I spanked her again for no reason. It was fun to be able to do whatever I wanted and the results of my actions only seemed to make her want my cock more. I pulled her hair so that she got off of my lap, and I stood up so that I could lean her over the table. I pulled her pants down, and she stepped out of them, and I ran my fingers up her legs and over her ass. I didn’t realize that I had spanked her hard enough for her pale white cheeks to turn a slight shade of red. She shivered when my fingers crawled across her ass.

      I didn’t feel the need to get completely naked. Something had changed in me, and I found myself not worrying about whether or not Lanna got off from my cock. I was going to fuck her for me, and if she got off that was fine, however, I could just tell that her previous humiliation was going to serve as enough foreplay to take her where she wanted to go with relative ease.

      My cock was strong and ready, so I pushed it inside of her without warning. She gasped as my cock filled her, and I started to thrust in and out of her quickly. With my left hand on her hips, I placed my right hand on her head and pushed her cheek into the table. She did not fight me one bit, and instead she moaned loudly as my cock thrashed in and out of her soaking wet pussy. She was yelling my name, and begging me to fuck her harder. Hearing her love for my cock sent me into a trance that allowed me to feel as if I was penetrating deeper than possible, and I think my frame of mind was noticed by my wife as she started to shake with pleasure.

      “You like watching me fuck pretty women?” I asked as I started to feel as if I was going to come soon.

      “Yes!” She answered followed by a loud moan.

      I took my left hand from her hips and smacked her on the ass as hard as I could. Instead of yelling out in pain, it seemed as if she wanted me to do it again. I continued to spank her ass as I fucked her with everything that I had. My cock started to twitch inside of her hole, and in a flash, my come started to shoot inside of her. As I experienced my orgasm, I thought of how pathetic my wife looked as she cleaned the come out of Lisa’s pussy. I couldn’t believe what my sex life had become!

      My come caused her to have another orgasm and her body went nearly limp as she laid over the table. She was breathing heavily, and I held my cock inside of her and leaned over her body to hug her from behind.

      “I love you Lanna,” I whispered into her ear.

      “I love you more,” she said as she tried to catch her breath. We remained hunched over the table like that, and my cock stayed inside of her until it inevitable went soft and came out on its own.

      “Come on,” I said, “let’s get in the shower.” I pulled my pants up and started to walk towards the steps.

      “Okay,” she said, but she did not move from the table. “Can you hold my hand?” She asked, “my legs are shaking.” She started to laugh. “I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

      I grabbed her hand and pulled her towards me as I crouched. I slung her over my shoulder and playfully spanked her ass and joked around with her. Feeling like a caveman, I carried her upstairs so that we could shower together. Our relationship felt like it was already evolving, and I was surprised that it was all made possible because I had fucked another woman right in front of my wife.
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      After the night Paul invited Lisa into our home I was having a hard time focusing on anything but finding another chance to be humiliated by him and another woman. It was like an addiction. The need I had was unexplainable, but I had already confirmed everything that night while it was happening. The cuckquean lifestyle was certainly for me, but I found myself wanting to push the limits. I had to find a way to increase the heat level for both myself, and my husband.

      The following day at work was a real struggle. I pretty much accepted the fact that I was going to be on auto pilot, and I just did my best to appear busy so that my boss would not hound me for not being productive. Anything that needed to be done could be put off for a couple of days as long as I got at least some of the stuff done. Being a paper pusher in an office has its perks like that, so long as you don’t make a habit of continuously abusing the system. This was the first in a long while that I even considered playing the “pretend to work” game at the office.

      I had decided to take a half day, so that I could swing by the adult store to take a look at some of the sex toys for sale. Believe it or not, this was the first time in my entire life that I went into this type of store, and it initially felt overwhelming. Some of the toys just seemed impractical. Like, who needs a two foot long dildo? I couldn’t understand how anyone would enjoy using that sort of thing unless it was being used as a gag gift or for some other form of practical joke. Then again, it’s entirely possible that there are people out there that love that sort of thing, but I know for sure that it is not for me!

      I felt shy about being in the store, and I looked into my purse to see if I had any cash on me. Luckily, I had quite a few bills in my wallet and I felt instant relief to know that I wouldn’t have to let my bank know that I’m into freaky sex stuff. Not that it matters, of course, it’s just something that weirds me out in case I ever have to see the bank teller for some problem and they read off the recent charges to my card. Crazy, how I crave humiliation but I actively avoid certain types at all cost.

      One product stuck out to me in particular. It was a BDSM beginners pack that had a leash, collar, wrists restraints, ankle restraints, and a ball gag. Oddly, I found myself envying the model on the cover of the pack. She was gorgeous and they had her completely immobilized with the bondage gear. I wondered how many thousands of people in this world saw her photo, and saw her public humiliation. It was slightly arousing to think about that being me, and as I thought about it, the average person probably didn’t even bat an eye. Odds are even the people that are closest to her would never know that she had agreed to display her image in such a way unless she told them about the modeling job. Even if someone she knew found it, they would have to explain away the reason for them being in the sort of store that sold those types of items. A sort of mutually assured destruction if you will.

      I decided to buy that beginners set, and then I realized that I would have to deal with an actual person. Adrenaline entered my body as I started to approach the woman at the counter. She smiled at me and waved me over.

      “Hi hon,” she said, “is that everything for you today?” She said after she rang up the item and placed it in a plastic bag.

      “N-no that’s everything.” I said. I felt embarrassed, and I had difficulty looking her in the eyes. When she wasn’t looking at me, I looked at her face and it seemed as if she was unfazed by my purchase. I shouldn’t have been surprised, because she probably sold all sorts of weird things to strange people every day. Still, I felt nervous that some random stranger knew that I was into BDSM.

      As I got in the car to head home I had some time to reflect on my feelings. Never in my past would I have felt comfortable enough to go into a sex store to buy bondage gear. It was obvious that I was getting progressively more comfortable with my humiliation even though I still felt shy around the store clerk. I guess having Lisa humiliate and degrade me had loosened me up.

      Being in these sort of awkward situations were starting to feel a tad bit more normal, and I wondered about the type of person I would be in five, or ten years if I continued on this path of humiliation. Then I thought about Paul. What kind of person, what kind of husband would he become as a result of my desire to be constantly humiliated and disrespected? The thought of him growing even more dominant started to get me hot, so I started the car and did my best to focus on driving home. It was hard to not constantly think about the night before.

      “What the fuck is this?” I said as I pulled into the driveway at our house, “who’s car is that?”

      There was a new vehicle that I never had seen before parked in front of our house. It wasn’t Lisa’s, and it wasn’t common for Paul to have friends over. Usually he would meet them at the local bar for drinks and to watch the game. I started to breath heavily, and I waited in the car with my mind completely shut off. I didn’t know how to process the situation. I wasn’t sure exactly what was going on, but I had an idea. Did my husband bring home another woman? Did he even bother to wait for me to get home?

      I decided to go inside as sneakily as possible. Paul had to have another woman inside and I wanted to see what was going on in their natural state. Looking down at my phone, I realized that Paul was likely to be operating under the assumption of me not being due to come home for at least another three hours. It was possible that he was fucking somebody with the intention of working on them to see if they would be willing to participate in our cuckquean sessions. The woman would have to know that he was married; there are pictures of Paul and I all over the house, and I doubt that he would be able to take them all down and put them back up in time to deny what he had done to me. Still, I wanted to see what was going on without my presence being known from the start.

      Making sure to be as quiet as possible, I opened and closed the door very slowly. I didn’t bother locking the door so that I would avoid making any unnecessary noises. I slipped my shoes off on the carpet, and I slowly crept towards the living room where I was confronted head on with what was going on. I had to take a step back so that I could hide the majority of my body behind the wall.

      Paul did have a woman in our home, and they had already taken their clothes off and he was on his knees licking her pussy. She was a tall, beautiful black woman. I was surprised as I never saw my husband show any interest in black women, but there he was, on his knees licking the pussy of one. She had her hand on his head, and she was moaning as he pleased her. I felt a rush of desire. I was jealous of her, and of him. I wanted to be apart of what they were doing, and I wanted to be the one on my knees pleasing a black woman.

      I watched as my husband worked his mouth up from her pussy, kissing her belly, licking her nipples, and eventually pressing his lips to hers. He wrapped his hands around her and spun her around. Her ass was large, and a slightly lighter shade of brown than the rest of her body, and my husband worked his mouth down her back eventually settling in between her ass. I watched as he licked her ass, and her moans filled my home and echoed. Not realizing what I was doing, I started to feel stimulation and that is when I realized that I had inadvertently started touching myself. Watching my husband worship another woman’s ass had sent a ton of desire into my pussy.

      “Go on,” I whispered to myself, “fuck her Paul. Fuck her!”

      My heart sank as I watched the black woman look around right after I spoke. I must have not realized how loudly I was actually speaking. I pulled my entire body behind the wall and put my hands to my head as I realized that I might get caught peeping on the two of them. When I brought my hands to my head I forgot that I was holding a plastic bag, and the rustling of the bag made even more noise, albeit not a ton, but likely enough to raise the black woman’s suspicions even more.

      “Did you hear that?” I heard her say to my husband.

      “Hmm, what?” He said.

      “Somebody is in here!” She said. I could no longer hear the sound of my husband licking her big brown butt.

      “No way,” he said, “my wife doesn’t get home for a few hours.”

      “I heard something.” She said. I heard the sound of footsteps.

      “Fuck!” I whispered as I looked around. There was no way that I could escape from them discovering me. I couldn’t go outside as they would hear the door slam due to the lack of time I had to close the door quietly, and even then, I would have to get in and start up my car without either of them looking out of the window. I was fucked!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Jada: Yeah, your husband wants me!

          

        

      

    

    
      I was in the middle of having a white dude licking my ass when I heard something going on. I knew the guy was married, but he was sure that his wife wasn’t going to be around for a while, and that we would get away with it without her ever knowing that I had been over. Paul told me that his wife was into this weird thing. I think he said she was what you call a “cuckquean.” It was the first time I ever heard that word in my life, but apparently she likes to see him with other women, and she likes the feeling of being humiliated by the women that he cheats on her with. I told him I was on board with the whole idea; I just didn’t expect it to happen so soon.

      “Hold on Paul,” I said as I turned around. I wanted to continue enjoying his tongue inside of my ass, but I had to get to the bottom of the noises that I heard. “Let’s check this out.” I said.

      “Fine.” Paul said as he stood up. His cock was pretty big for a white dude and it was standing tall and ready to go.

      I started to walk towards the front door. Outside of the window, I noticed a new car was pulled in front of the house, and I figured that his wife must have come home. I rounded the corner, and I saw her standing by the door with her hands over her face. She looked like she was freaking out.

      “Hello,” I said to her. “Are you okay?”

      “H-hi.” She said. She moved her hands out of her face and looked at me. I could sense that she was very nervous, but her eyes were moving all over my body. She clearly found me attractive.

      “Lanna,” Paul said as he approached me from behind. He put his hands around me and I could feel his hard dick rubbing against my backside. “What are you doing home so early?” He asked.

      “I, uhh, I took a half d-day.” She said.

      “What’s in the bag?” Paul said. I thought it was amazing how he wasn’t concerned about his wife walking in on him licking a black woman’s ass. That was when I realized that they were for real about their crazy sex life.

      Lanna held the plastic bag out for Paul to take and when he took it she dropped to her knees and kept her eyes on the floor. I was amazed at how submissive she was, and I started to think about a past relationship I had. I used to date this black guy Joe. He was the love of my life, or so I thought. He ended up leaving me for some white woman, and Lanna looked almost identical to her. My body reacted to the realization by feeling a strong desire to humiliate her more. The idea of taking out the anger I once had for Joe and his new woman on a person that resembled her was highly appealing. I wanted to see this woman feel nothing but complete and total shame as I made her husband lust after me.

      Paul moved away from my body to inspect the contents of the plastic bag. He pulled out what appeared to be some sort of freaky looking bondage set.

      “Nice,” he said as he started to tear through the packaging. “This was a good idea babe,” he said. “We ought to make use of this right away!”

      Lanna remained on her knees. I bit down on my lip and just stared down at her. I was really starting to find the idea of humiliating her to excite me, and with the tools that she brought home to help Paul and I, I was even more convinced of it. I decided to take what felt like a risk, and to start bossing her around. I assumed that she would obey me, and I my suspicions were confirmed.

      “Hey bitch,” I said. I waited for her to finally look up at me. “Get naked. You think you get to look at my body without me being able to look at yours?”

      “Yes goddess,” she said.

      “Goddess?” I started to laugh uncontrollably, “this bitch really just called me her goddess? Wow! Okay!.” I felt more comfortable with my role. I wanted to be in this situation, but I had no idea how it would really go down. Hearing her refer to me as her goddess made me feel as if I could tell her to do anything. This is, after all, what the dumb bitch wanted!

      “Yeah,” Paul said to me, “you haven’t seen anything yet! Wait until I bust inside of you. She’ll come crawling over to you and clean your pussy out with her tongue.”

      “Interesting.” I said as I looked at Lanna getting naked. She wasn’t an ugly woman, maybe average to above average. I couldn’t imagine being an average looking white woman and subjecting myself to this sort of thing, but it looked like she was actually the one leading the charge on this whole thing. She did go out and buy this bondage set to bring home.

      “Oh yeah,” Paul said as he pulled something out of the package, “we’re going to make use of this right now.” He was holding a leather collar in his hands and a matching leash that went with it.

      I watched as Paul circled around his wife and knelt down behind her. He instructed her to move her long, black hair out of the way so that he could put the collar around her neck. She seemed to be trembling, and I wondered what it must have felt like to have to do this in front of another person that is not your spouse. It wasn’t for me, but I sort of envied her. She was getting her deepest, and darkest desires fulfilled.

      “Looks good eh?” Paul said as he connected the leash to the collar and stood up, “let’s give it a go!” He started to walk towards me with the leash in his hand. Lanna didn’t move until he got a few steps ahead of her and then she began to crawl behind her.

      I looked at the two of them in disbelief. This man was really walking his wife around on a leash, and she said nothing about it. She crawled on her hands and knees. I looked at them from behind, and I could tell that her pussy was dripping with lust. She did a good job at hiding how much she was enjoying it behind her nervous mannerisms.

      “There you go,” Paul was talking down to her. “Here!” He said to me with his hand held out, “why don’t you give it a try?”

      “Me?” I laughed. “Fuck it. Let’s do it!” I walked over and took the leash from him and started to walk. “Come on bitch!” I said as I started to walk her around her own house. I never thought I would be walking a white woman around on a leash before, and I have to admit I loved it very much. I couldn’t wait to see how much more humiliation the bitch could endure.

      As I led her around I started to feel powerful and I became more confident in my ability to fill the role that they expected me to fill. I pretended as if it was Joe’s woman on that leash, and that made me feel even stronger.

      “Let’s see if you’re as good as your husband is.” I said, “lick my ass bitch!” I ordered as I leaned my body against their table. “Come on, I know you want to!”

      “Yes goddess,” she said. I looked over my shoulder as she buried her face between my ass. She looked like a pathetic woman, but I didn’t care as her tongue felt amazing as it flirted with my asshole.
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      Watching Lanna worship a black woman’s ass was both entertaining and arousing, but I was slightly annoyed that she had come home early. I was enjoying myself, and it was the first time that I had ever had my face between a black woman’s butt cheeks. It was something that I wanted to do for a very long time, but now it was my wife that got the honor of doing it. I felt the need to punish her for getting in the way of my master plan.

      I set the rest of the bondage gear down on the table and then walked behind my wife. Her naked ass was pointed up in the air as she devoured Jada’s beautiful bubble butt. I dropped to one knee and with my left hand rested on the small of her back, I winded up the right hand and spanked her hard. The pain was released through her mouth and into Jada’s ass, and it clearly had an effect on the pleasure Jada was experiencing.

      “Spank that white bitch’s ass again!” Jada called out. She must have realized the cause of the vibrations that were sent into her ass. “Fucking spank that bitch!” She laughed and reached around to place her hand on the back of her head.

      Jada didn’t even need to tell me to do it, because I planned on spanking my wife anyways. Seeing her squirm as I spanked her ass, and knowing that a black woman had her on a leash was enough to keep my cock rock hard. I was excited to have my cock inside of Jada, and I had to constantly remind myself to stop stroking myself to prevent myself from blowing my load before I even got to put it inside of her. I didn’t want to squander the amazing opportunity in front of me.

      “Get in that ass!” I said to my wife when I was finished spanking her. Jada had moved her hand from her head so I decided to use my own to push her deep between her luscious brown cheeks. “Taste good huh?” I said. I was tempted to put my cock inside of my wife, but I knew that I had to wait. “Jada,” I said aggressively feeling as if I could not wait any longer, “get on the ground! Now!”

      Jada looked at me with a look of shock in her eyes, but she quickly grew submissive. I think that she could sense how serious I was, and it was obvious that I needed a release. My cock was moving back and forth on its own, and I knew that my eyes were wide open and I was starting to mash my teeth together. I was craving her dark pussy, and I needed to fill it with my come.

      “O-okay,” Jada said. I pulled my wife away from her butt and she started to get on her hands and knees.

      I led my wife around the front of Jada, and had her put her knees on the side of Jada’s head that was on the floor. I got behind Jada, and pulled the leash so that my wife’s chin was resting on the top of Jada’s ass. My wife was basically sitting on the back of Jada’s head, and I didn’t care if that made her feel as if my wife was in some way dominating her. Having already licked her pussy and her ass, I could sense that Jada was starting to feel as if she had a little too much power. I held on to the leash as I looked my wife in the eye, and I watched as she observed me put my stiff cock inside of Jada’s pussy. Lanna bit down on her lip, and smiled at me as I started to thrust in and out.

      “Don’t fucking smile at me bitch!” I said to Lanna, “your face smells like ass!” I said as I started to laugh at her. She quickly grew submissive and her face grew expressionless as she watched my cock ram into another woman.

      I felt like a king as I held her leash and stared into a beautiful black woman’s ass as I fucked her as hard as I could. I made sure to exaggerate how good it felt to make my wife feel even more insecure than she probably did.

      “Your pussy is worthless Lanna!” I said as I started grunting. My cock was pulsing inside of Jada’s hole, and I had to make a quick decision. Part of me wanted to pull out and blow my load all over Lanna’s face, but I opted for the option of watching her lick my come out of a black woman’s pussy. I felt that that would make her feel even more worthless, and I wanted to give Jada the gift of having a pathetic white woman licking the come out of her pussy.

      I couldn’t hold it any longer. My cock started spraying my come deep inside of Jada’s hole and I had a hard time staying quiet from the feeling. My wife looked at me with a look of fear that turned my contorted face into a more defined smile as we both realized what the implications of my orgasm were. Jada moaned, but the sounds were muffled from her head being between my wife’s legs, and I had a feeling that Jada was desperate to have her revenge on my wife. I was excited to see how Jada treated my wife as she had my wife clean her pussy with her tongue.

      “Lay down slut!” I yelled at my wife as I pulled my cock from Jada. “Jada, sit on her face! She wants to clean you like a good little bitch!” I stood up and I felt a rush of excitement as I watched the two women take their positions.

      I stood over the two of them as Jada worked her body on top of my wife. She was laughing and insulting her as she moved herself so that she could sit on her face.

      “Come on bitch,” Jada said, “clean my pussy you fucking white bitch! I bet you feel proud to be at the mercy of a black woman!”

      Jada covered Lanna’s mouth with her pussy and I could hear the sloppy sounds of my wife trying to keep up with my come as it dripped into her mouth. Her blue eyes were looking straight up at Jada’s beautiful, big, brown eyes and the interaction told the story of a married woman realizing that this was the second woman that her husband had fucked, and the second time in her life that she was used as nothing more than a pussy cleaner. I laughed to myself as I watched Jada begin to bounce up and down on my wife’s face.

      “This is fun Paul,” Jada said, “where on Earth did you find this bitch? She’s a freak!” She laughed as she rode my wife’s face. “Lick it better!” She grabbed my wife’s hair and pulled her hard into her pussy.
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      I don’t know the reason for it, but Jada’s pussy tasted amazing compared to Lisa’s. That’s not to say I didn’t like the flavor of Lisa’s, but there was something that made Jada’s taste more sweet, and I wanted to keep licking it, but she pulled away once she determined that I had cleaned her well enough.

      “Thank you goddess,” I said to Jada as she stood over me. I was looking at her pussy and thinking about how much I wanted it back in my face.

      “Hands!” My husband yelled when he realized that I had started to touch myself. “No one gave you the right to do that!”

      “Sorry sir!” I said. It was frustrating to not be able to get off when I wanted, but it was something that I had signed up for. I wanted to feel his cock inside of me, but I knew that he wouldn’t waste an erection on me with such a beautiful black woman in our home.

      “We’re going to have to make sure you can’t do that.” Paul walked over and looked through the package of bondage gear. He found the wrists restraints and came back towards me. “On your feet. Hands behind your back.” He said with an evil grin on his face.

      “I want to do it.” Jada said holding her hand out for Paul to give her the restraints.

      “Sure.” He said, “makes my life easier.” He handed her the restraints and took a seat.

      Jada walked behind me and quickly connected my wrists together. She bit down on my ear gently, and it sent shivers into my body, but she started to bite down harder, and harder. Instinctively, I attempted to move my hands, but I couldn’t do anything. The reality was I had a collar around my neck and the use of my hands was restricted to what I could do with my wrists being connected behind my back. I was vulnerable, and my husband and his black girlfriend were laughing at me.

      We all sat around the kitchen table and talked. We were all naked, and my hands were still fastened behind my back and the collar around my neck, but we were all chatting as equals more or less. It was cool to finally get to know the cuckcake that was fucking my husband, and I was surprised to see that I actually liked her a lot. She had a pleasant personality, and her big white smile made me feel good about her being in my home.

      “So what’s the deal with you guys?” Jada asked.

      “What do you mean?” I asked hoping to get some clarification on her question before opening my mouth and sounding stupid.

      “You’re really okay with your husband fucking other women?” She asked.

      “Hey,” Paul interjected, “shut up! Don’t try to plant the seed of doubt into her mind!” He sat back in his chair and we all laughed. I was positive that nothing could be said to change my mind about my desire to be a cuckquean. The past two women we had into our home proved to me that I was destined to live this sort of life.

      “I don’t know why I like it.” I answered. “I just do. It’s like a cocktail of emotions. I feel jealous about the physical intimacy Paul is sharing with another woman, but it also makes me feel more attracted to him. Also, I’m clearly into women. That one took awhile for me to come to terms with, but I’m sure you could tell how much I enjoyed licking your pussy and your ass.”

      I was amazed at how confident I was talking about this. My guess is I had been subject to so much humiliation that it made talking openly about this sort of stuff easy for me. It’s hard to cling to your ego when you just cleaned your husband’s come out of another woman’s pussy as she looked down on you.

      “Do you want to spend the night Jada?” I asked.

      “A sleepover?” She laughed, “sure, but you’ll have to sleep on the floor.”

      “That’s okay!” I said, “Oh my god! I might not be able to sleep because I’ll be so horny!”

      “I’m okay with it,” Paul said with a grin on his face.

      Eventually, they gave me the use of my hands back so that we could eat. I was starting to consider the idea of having a cuckcake staying with us full time, but it was too early to even talk about that sort of thing while Jada was around. I had to see how I felt about it in the morning. I also didn’t want to toss the idea out so soon. For all that I knew, Paul was capable of bringing home an even higher caliber cuckcake. Two women was probably too small of a sample to jump to conclusions, so I decided to table the idea and revisit it later on.

      “Jada,” Paul said, “let’s go take a shower.” He stood up and held out his hand for her to take, “Lanna do me a favor and take care of Jada’s clothes, so she has something clean to wear in the morning.”

      “Okay,” I said. Being reduced to a laundry lady was more humiliating to me than sleeping on the floor while Jada slept with my husband.

      “When you’re done with that, you can go in and take your own shower. I’ll leave one of the pillows for you on the floor, and you’ll have to get one of the old blankets from the closet. Do not,” he paused for effect, “I repeat, do not disturb us when you come in. We might be fooling around, and to be honest I’m not really interested in having you play with us. You’ll just have to listen to the sounds of us having fun.”

      Jada laughed and looked at me with an open mouth and wide eyes. Even she thought he was being mean, but I just agreed to what he was saying. I was the one that suggested her to stay the night, so it wasn’t fair for me to try and set the terms. I watched the two of their butts disappear upstairs as they went for a shower and I gathered up all of our clothes so that I could clean them. It was then that I realized I could probably get away with playing myself, and that is exactly what I did as my husband took a shower with another woman.

      “Well Lanna,” I said to myself when I was sure I was alone, “you got everything you ever wished for!”
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      Alex and I were going to be married soon, and I was hiding something from him. It was not a terrible secret that would make him hate me, but it was certainly something that was not easy to talk about. I wanted to be dominated, but not in the ropes and spanking way. My desire was to watch him with another woman, and for the two of them to everything in their power to humiliate me. It’s not an easy thing to tell your partner, and it’s one of those cases where my future husband was such a good prospect, the idea of him cheating on me was something that never even entered his mind. He was the one pushing for marriage. I was stalling, because of my crazy needs to be humiliated. There was a part of me that thought he would end up cheating on me as a result of my reluctance.

      He never did cheat on me, and so I tried another plan. I asked him during a night of love making if he would be interested in the idea. Alex thought that I was joking, and it took me a long time to convince him that I was serious. Rightly so, he said that he smelled a trap, and he looked into my eyes for a long time to see if he could tell if I was lying. It was easy for me to pass his test, because it involved true feelings. Eventually, he shook his head, and offered me a deal. A deal that was perfect for an aspiring cuckquean such as myself.

      “I think you’re nuts!” Alex said in his post sex daze, “but if that’s what you really want I’m willing to do anything for you,” he paused, and I could tell that he felt as if he had some sort of leverage, “but I’ll only do it after we get married. It can be our honeymoon!” He laughed, but I decided to run with that idea.

      “That sounds perfect,” I said, “I’m serious Alex! Look at it this way,” I was doing my best job to be a good saleswoman, “not too many guys get to be married and sleep with other women!”

      Focusing on anything but the wedding became impossible. Once Alex demanded that we get married before giving me what I wanted, I pretty much kicked up the wedding planning process. I made all sorts of cuts to the financial aspects, because I couldn’t stand the idea of prolonging my humiliation simply because we were saving money for a fancy wedding. He started to come around to the idea more when he saw how motivated I was to get it done, and he wisely teased me endlessly about it. He started to understand that the more he put that idea in my head, the sooner our wedding would take place.

      “Watch this,” I said to Alex one evening. “Don’t say anything to me about it. I just want you to watch, so that you understand.

      I had presented him with a video that featured a man, and two women. The reason I showed him this video was so that he could understand the full scope of what it was I wanted from him. Among my fears, was that I worried he would be to shy about some of the things that I wanted, and I wanted to show him an accurate representation of how I viewed my role as a cuckquean. In the video, the humiliated wife was ordered to clean the come from her cuckcakes pussy. It was a hard scene to find, and I had spent hours clicking through videos to find it. I stayed in the kitchen out of Alex’s vision, and I was able to monitor his reactions from afar. His breathing changed slightly, and I saw him adjusting his cock in his pants. Just seeing him getting turned on by the same thing as me, started to make feel aroused.

      “I like it,” he said as he walked into the kitchen. He set the laptop down in front of me, and I could see a bulge in his pants. “Are you really sure you want to be treated like that? I mean, that’s something that I can see you instantly regretting.”

      I explained to him that part of the rush that I got out of the idea was how I would feel. I told him that I was positive that I would feel shame and regret, but it was those very same feelings that I was after. It was a hard concept to explain, but he maintained an open mind, and listened to my every word. I was so happy to be marrying such a caring, and understanding man, but I could not wait to see that same man develop a taste for another woman’s pussy. To see him think of himself as superior to me was something that I was craving.

      The change that occured in my fiance was fascinating to me. The video was what I think caused the shift in his behavior. I believe that it made the concept of a cuckquean real to him, and he accepted what his role was going to be in our marriage. He realized the freedom I was giving him, and it turned him into a more decisive man. Small things, like where we were going for dinner, were quickly decided on by him if there was any doubt between the two of us. Many decisions he made I would attempt to fight, but he laid down the law, and essentially told me to obey. Seeing him act like that was the hottest thing in the world to me.

      There was one component of the video that turned me on, but Alex failed to talk about. The cuckquean was handcuffed, and unable to move throughout the entire session as the cheating husband and his mistress fucked right on top of her. I decided to take matters into my own hands, and I ordered a pair of handcuffs from an online retailer. I decided not to tell Alex about it, so that I could surprise him with it during our honeymoon. Surely, he would want to use them

      All of our guests were shocked to see how quickly we were moving along with the wedding. There were all sorts of speculations and rumors as to why we were rushing, but I ignored them all. The only thing on my mind was the idea of being handcuffed, and humiliated by my husband and a different woman. I wanted to see the look in the cuckcake’s eyes as she brought my husband to orgasm. She would feel a sense of power over me, and I would lose any respect that she had for me. She would be the first woman to make me feel that way, and I couldn’t wait to meet her. It didn’t matter who it was, so long as she craved a situation where she had power over another woman. To worship the woman that fucks your husband is the greatest shame, and I was fiending for that shame.
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      I was wet for the entire wedding ceremony. The only thing on my mind was the events that were to take place when everyone went home. The most challenging thing was pretending to care about everyone that came up and congratulated me. They had no idea that my now husband, and I were planning to do with our new government approved love certificate. We were going to the very thing that went against all of their morals, and we were going to engage in acts that would make most people run for the hills so that they could cry alone. I was different, and I didn’t care. I wanted to be my husband’s loyal cuckquean for the rest of my life.

      Everyone kept telling me how beautiful I was during the ceremony. They commented on how happy Alex, and I looked to intertwine our lives for eternity. It was amusing to me, though, my husband was happy to hear how proud everyone was of him. As a prominent member of the community, he cared very much about his reputation, and getting married was on the top of his list of priorities. They all made comments about how lucky he was to have me, and I laughed internally at them. They had no idea that I was not a true prize, and the only way one could say that he was lucky was because he had been given permission to fuck any woman that he wanted to. The entire event was a joke to me, and I felt like an actress that was on set spouting off rehearsed lines.

      “I love you, my sexy husband.” I whispered into Alex’s ear when we were alone. The party was starting to die down, and I was watching the people leave with glee.

      “That’s a good cuckquean,” he said with his hands touching my lap under the table. “I’ll believe that you really love me when I see how you react to our special guest tonight.” He grinned and laughed under his breath. His hand brushed against my crotch, and I held in a whimper. I was amazed at how he didn’t say “I love you” back to me. It shouldn’t have, but it drove my pussy to the point of desperation.

      The moments after he taunted me with his words, I found it nearly impossible to focus on anything but my fantasies. I felt like a drone. There was no soul inside of me as I waited for the guests to filter out. As they came up to say goodbye, and to hug me for the last time, I was repeating script as if I was nothing more than programmed machine.

      “Thank you so much! We really appreciate you coming! Have a safe drive home!” I felt like I worked in retail or at a fast food restaurant. There was no originality, no heart, no real meaning to any of my words. I was a woman that was fixated with a concealed passion, and only two other souls would be aware of who I really was.

      The cuckcake’s identity was a mystery to me. He had rejected any help that I offered him to find a woman that was willing to participate. Throughout my journey and discover of my desires I had come across several websites and forums where such matches were made, but Alex was confident in his ability to find a woman. There were so many women out there, and I had no idea what direction he was going to go in with his choice. Was it going to be someone easy? Someone more beautiful than me? A friend of ours?

      “I’m ready to go up to our room,” I said to him. There were still some guests around, and they seemed like they never were going to leave.

      “Hello, everyone!” My husband shouted to the group of people sitting around and having a chat, “we want to thank everyone for coming, but Karen and I ready for the honeymoon!” He paused and hit them with a corny punchline, “if you know what I mean.” They laughed and shook their heads. They all thought they knew what was going to happen, but they really only had part of the truth in their small minds.

      “Thank you husband,” I said as I latched on to his arm.

      “Yeah,” he said, “we’ll see about that.” I was starting to feel the excitement of being a cuckquean even more. From the way he spoke, it seemed as if the humiliation was going to be great enough to pull us apart. I was up for the challenge, and I was going to prove my loyalty to him, and service their needs like a good little cuckquean.

      The last guest finally left, and I followed my husband to our hotel room upstairs. Since we avoided taking an expensive vacation, we were able to afford the best room available at the hotel that held our reception. My heart was beating fast as I watched my husband saunter down the halls. He grabbed the key card from his wallet, and he opened the door.

      “This is your last chance to back out,” he said as he stood between me and the door.

      “I’m ready to do anything you tell me to,” I said, “sir.” I smiled at him, and he returned the favor.

      “Ladies first,” Alex said as he stepped to the side. I walked into the hotel room and stood by the bed with my eyes closed.

      “It’s finally happening,” I said quietly to myself.

      Alex shut the door, and the sound of it slamming shut caused me to open my eyes. I felt his hands reach around my body, and he grabbed my breasts hard. His lips landed on my neck, and he kissed me gently. My body started to tremble from his touch, and he grew increasingly more aggressive. His gentle kiss turned into a light sucking, and it finally evolved into a hard bite. I bit down on my own lips to try and counter the sweet pain, and right as I was able to take my mind from it, he pushed me to the bed.

      I watched as he started to undo his tie, and I leaned to the side of the bed and grabbed my purse. Saying nothing, I pulled out the handcuffs and set them on the bed. He looked at them, and smiled at me as he tore off his shirt. His body was trim, and there was virtually not an ounce of fat on him. He kept his pants on, and he lunged towards the handcuffs.

      “I’m absolutely sure you’re going to regret this Karen,” he said as he put one of the cuffs around my wrist. “Just remember, this was all all your idea.”

      “I know,” I said as my breathing became irregular. I whimpered once my second wrist was connected behind my back. I attempted to break free, but not because I wanted to. I wanted to see if they actually worked. They did.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            The consummation shall be delayed

          

        

      

    

    
      Alex had given me another chance to back out. I reassured him that I was ready, and he nodded his head as he grabbed his phone.

      “Hello,” he said into his phone. I could hear a woman’s voice on the phone, but he was standing too far away for me to understand what she was saying. “We’re ready for your now. If you go to the front desk they’ll provide you with the room details. See you soon, bye,” he hung up the phone.

      He walked over to the side of the bed and grabbed the hotel phone, and dialed the front desk. Alex informed them of a woman that was coming, he asked them kindly if they would escort her to our suite. My toes curled in response to him telling them that. They wouldn’t know exactly the reason, but they were all aware that we had just been married. There would likely be some sort of speculation going on as to why we were inviting a female guest to our room. Seeing them throughout the week would be difficult, because I would be seeing every strange look as a subtle jab against me. The whole idea of being known publicly as a cuckquean made me nervous, but it also fueled my lust.

      “There is no turning back now,” He started to take off his pants, “you’re really going to enjoy our guest tonight.” Alex said as he pounced on top of me. I squirmed, but he pinned my shoulders to the bed, and the only part of my body that I could move were my legs.

      He was entirely naked, and he did not care at all about the expensive wedding dress I was wearing. He grinded his body against, and laughed as he knew that it was an important item for a woman to keep. His cock was inching towards my face, and he was looking down at me with evil eyes. His knees were on either side of my face, and his semi hard cock was covering me. I couldn’t see anything, but his beautiful cock, and he laughed as grinded it against my face.

      “Kiss it,” he said. I began to kiss while he moved his hips around to guide my lips to the right places. Occasionally, I could see his eyes, and they only made me want to feel his cock inside of me.

      I felt like I was being used. The cuckcake would not have to endure such humiliation for the sake of getting him horny. She would walk in, and all of my hard work would be stolen away from me. It would be the cuckcake, that would receive the fruits of my labor, and I would be watching pathetically while being unable to move, or please myself.

      “Open your mouth,” he said as he slightly changed his position. His hard cock was pressing against my lips until I opened them and offered him a warm hole.

      Alex was gentle with his cock at first, but he got more comfortable, and started to treat my mouth as if it was my pussy. I struggled to keep up with him, but I did my best as he filled my mouth with his fully grown cock.

      “You like that?” He said with an angry looking face. He was loving every minute of my shame, “you fucking like this?” He laughed and continued until there was a knock at the door. “Looks like our guest has arrived.” He calmed down and pulled his cock from my mouth. My saliva dripped from my mouth and his cock all over my white dress.

      Alex stood up and grabbed one of the robes that was provided to us, and he put it on as he walked to answer the door. I could not see him, or the people at the door, but I could feel that the person about to enter our room was not who I really wanted to see.

      “Thank you for bringing her up,” he said to the staff member. “Here, come inside.”

      “Thank you Alex,” a woman said as the door was closed. “It’s been quite some time.” I could hear the sound of them kissing, and my body got tense.

      “Let me introduce to my wife,” he said as the two of them walked deeper into the suit. I could see them both standing, and I had to resist the urge to scream when I saw who he had chosen to humiliate me.

      “Amber,” he said, “this is my wife Karen. Karen, this is Amber. You haven’t met before, but I’ve shown you her picture before. This is my ex.”

      “Nice to meet you Karen,” Amber said as she walked towards the bed. She held her hand out to shake my hand.

      “I, uhh,” I felt foolish and embarrassed to see her. I leaned to the side to show her that my hands were cuffed. “I c-can’t.”

      “Oh, now that is cute!” She said as she withdrew her hand. She laughed and she turned towards my husband who was taking off his robe. “I always knew that the day would come when I’d get to see you again.” She put her hand on my husband’s face and smiled at him warmly. “You’re the one that got away.” She leaned in and they shared a passionate kiss.

      I understood what my husband meant when he teased about the identity of the special guest. I had no idea, and it never even presented itself as a possibility that he would bring his ex into our marriage. He had told me all sorts of stories about them, and how they broke up. She was, in his words, an evil woman that tried to get revenge on him for months after they split up. Seeing the two of them kiss was heartbreaking, but there was nothing I could do about it. I watched as my husband started to take off her clothes, and when she was naked, I realized that she was leagues above me in terms of physical appearance.

      Amber had short blonde hair, and the most beautiful shade of blue colored eyes I had ever seen. Her body was curvy, but nothing was out of place. Her sense of style was classy and unique, and her skin was flawless and unblemished. Every single flaw that I recognized in my own appearance, were this woman’s strongest attributes. The things that made me appear beautiful were not unique to me. She too had those traits, and my husband was unable to keep himself away from her.

      “Aww,” she said as she pulled away from my husband. She got on the bed, and slowly began to crawl up my body. She put her face right up against mine and smiled wickedly, “fuck you,” she whispered as she brought her lips to mind. Her kiss was tainted by her intentions, but I was turned on by it anyways.

      She sat up and pushed her pussy closer to my face. Her bare ass was sitting on my gown, and she she ordered me kiss her pussy. Nervously, I obeyed her as I lifted my head from the bed. It was difficult, but I prevailed and my lips touched her pussy for the first time. She had her tongue stuck out of mouth as she tasted the remnants of our forbidden kiss. Amber winked at me before breaking the seductive silence.

      “Alex,” she said, “you have such a good wife here. Why do you want to fuck me instead?”

      He didn’t say a word. Instead, I felt the bed moving, and I could hear him breathing heavily. His strong hands appeared on her shoulders, and he shoved her into position. Her breasts swung freely, and slapped me across the face as I felt Alex’s knees rubbing against my body as he tried to slip his throbbing cock into her ex’s freshly kissed pussy. The sound of his penetration was heard through the mouth of Amber. She let out a deep moan to alert me of his entrance.

      “I’ve missed your cock,” she said in a sexy voice, “come on, fuck me!” She was almost at the point where her voice was coming out like a growl.

      I was unable to see anything but her perfect boobs as they rubbed against my face. There was no explicit instruction given to me, but I took it upon myself to kiss her nipples whenever they were on my mouth. It felt like I was pleasing her, and aiding the perceived strength of Alex’s cheating cock. Her words were no longer making sense as she made sounds to remind me of my husband’s infidelity.

      Amber’s breasts were taken away from my face. All that I could see was that my husband had grabbed her hair roughly, and pulled her head back towards him. When he loosened his grip on her, she looked down at me and stared into my eyes. She said nothing, but her face said a million words, all of which were insults meant to make me feel like a pathetic woman. The only sound in the room were coming from the hard pumps into her hole, and the heavy breathing that came from both of them.

      As I watched her receive my husband’s cock, I realized that she was in fact the one consummating our marriage. It was not right. It was not the way that the institution of marriage was to go, but it didn’t matter. The fact that my wedding dress would forever be tainted by the sweat and come of another woman was just a reality that I would have to accept. It would serve as a monumental possession, and I would forever value it more than my actual wedding ring.

      “Oh fuck!” She yelled loud enough to make me wonder if the staff could hear us, “that’s the spot Alex! Come on! Fuck me!” She was mashing her teeth together and looking at me as if I was involved in a sinful act. I felt as if she hated me, and that she loved the idea of coming between Alex and I. This was a sport to her, and not some charitable act to help a sexually curious couple. She was here to reassert herself as the dominant woman in his life despite the lack of her name on the marriage certificate.

      Alex was ramming into her at the maximum speed. He continued to jackhammer his cock in and out of her with as much power as he could. His breathing told me a story. The story of how my husband was about to shoot his load into his ex’s pussy. The story was completed, and the sounds of my husband’s relief were known by all. Amber’s body was shaking, and her eyes were nowhere to be seen. Her orgasm was powerful, and I could sense that their come was mixing together, and forming a unique blend to be presented to me.

      “Are you ready cuckquean?” She said as my husband pulled his cock from her pussy.

      “Yes,” I said.

      “Yes what?” She looked down at me as if I had just offended her. I wasn’t sure what to say, but I threw something out there, and I prayed that it would be enough to satisfy her.

      “Y-yes ma’am,” I said shyly, “I want to clean your pussy. Please.”

      “Aww,” she said as she pointed her come filled hole to my face, “you may.”

      I was only a few inches from her pussy, and I could see my husband’s white come dripping out of her slowly. I lifted my head to her pussy, and I sampled the first wave that was pouring out of her. She reacted by pinning my face to the bed with her pussy, and she laughed as I squirmed. I tried to move my arms, but the handcuffs were there to remind me of my place. I had made a commitment to not only marry my husband, and to stay with for the rest of our lives, but my most important vow was made in confidence. I had promised to clean his come from any woman that he chose to fuck. It was my duty as his wife, and his cuckquean.

      “I’ve missed you so much,” Alex said as he came around the side of us. He began to kiss his ex, and I could only watch as I cleaned her pussy. “You’re so beautiful,” he whispered as if I wasn’t supposed to hear.

      “Thank you for saying that,” she said with a happy smile. “It’s been so long since I’ve seen you. I never thought that we would be together like this again.”

      The two of them confessed their feelings for one another as if I wasn’t even in the room. The only feeling of control that I had was my ability to pleasure her pussy with my mouth, and I did that as often as I could to try and derail their conversation. It only made things worse when she moaned. The sound of her joy only gave my husband more reason to hold her tight, and to kiss her.

      All of his come was cleaned from her hole, and she noticed the progress that I had made. She lifted her pussy from my face so that she could hear me speak.

      “It feels clean,” she said as she ran her finger between her legs. “Not bad. Looks like you’re useful after all.”

      “T-thank you ma’am,” I said. The two of them shared a laugh at my expense before she covered my face again. I licked her pussy not for the sake of cleaning it, but to show her the respect that she had earned. It was clear that she was above me in the eyes of my husband.

      “She’s dedicated,” she said as she lifted her pussy from my mouth. She looked behind her back, and she noticed that I was moving my legs and curling my toes. “Looks like she’s feeling frisky. Are you going to help her out Alex?”

      “No,” he said as he looked into my eyes. “I don’t see the point when I have you here.” He put his arms around her and pulled her off of me.

      I was free of the weight on top of me, but I still lacked the function of my arms. I turned to my side, and I watched as Alex was on top of her, and pinning her arms behind head. They were kissing, and her nails were digging into his back as if she was marking him. Her laughter was only for him, but it felt like she was taunting me.

      My body was shaking from all of the emotions swirling around my head. I was desperate for sex, but they were not going to allow me to have it. They were too busy having fun with one another, and enjoying the increased level of heat that comes from the ignition of an old flame.

      I watched as Aled pulled away from her, and then inserted his cock into her hole again. It hadn’t even been that long, but it was clear that she had a way with him that I did not. This time, however, they made love without even looking at me. It was almost as if it was her that had been standing in front of hundreds of people while saying “I do.”

      “I love you Alex,” she said as they kissed. My husband’s cock was deep inside of her, and I whimpered at the thought of him sharing the same feelings for her.

      He never replied to her, but he was not fucking her. He was riding her as if he wanted to say that he loved her, but he could not.

      “I love you Alex,” I said pathetically from the other side of the bed. I tried to squirm and crawl with my shoulders to be near them, but it proved to be a difficult task to accomplish. Alex failed to answer me as well, and it made me wonder if that meant that I was on the same level of Amber. Their communication changed from a regular volume, and into a soft whisper. To this day, I have no idea what the two of them were talking about as they expressed their feelings to one another.
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      When I first met my girlfriend Janet I was filled with excitement, and I was under the impression that I had successfully entered a relationship with a woman that was way out of my league. For a lot of men, that would would have been enough to convince them to remain faithful to their woman, but I was feeling something different. After going out with Janet for a few months, she slowly started to introduce me to her friend group. I realized that she was the least attractive woman of all of her friends, and I felt like a damn fool every time I went out with her friends. I had to watch guys that were objectively less attractive than me, get to hit on her beautiful friends, and sometimes win them over. They would befriend me, but it was only so that they could complete their mission of bedding one of the many gorgeous women that surrounded me.

      Her friends were comfortable around me, and they would laugh and joke around. Sometimes I was the under the impression that they secretly liked me, and I was starting to feel like Janet was walking me around with a metaphorical leash. I couldn’t do anything with them, and I had to choose my words wisely. I was always being watched, and I was beginning to feel my pride slip away, and as time went on, I found myself going out less with Janet and her friends.

      The thing that really got to me was when her African American friend Donna was introduced to me. I had never met such a beautiful black woman before, and I had a lot of difficulty keeping my eyes off of her. Donna made it hard to be faithful to my girlfriend, because she seemed to reject all of the social norms associated with friendship. Whenever Janet was away from me, Donna had no problem sitting down next to me and flirting. She would touch me, and laugh at my jokes, and bend over in obvious attempts to show off her big, round butt. I was salivating, and trying to contain my manhood constantly, and I was starting to grow paranoid that Janet would catch me emotionally cheating on her.

      My plan didn’t work. Donna took it upon herself to stop going out with her friend group, and she started showing unannounced at my apartment.

      “Luke!” She said when I opened the door. It was the first time that she came over, and I was speechless initially. “Don’t worry,” she said, “I won’t tell!” She nearly pushed me over as she barged into my apartment.

      “What are you doing?” I asked, “Why aren’t you out with Janet and everyone?” I was really confused.

      “Don’t worry so much Luke,” she said in a seductive manner. “They’re posting their every move on social media, I know exactly where they are, and we’ll be alerted the second they leave!” She waited for me to shut the door, and then she lunged towards me.

      I was pinned to the door of my own apartment with this beautiful black woman kissing me. Her lips were so different than what I was used to, and I was trying to deal with a multitude of emotions. I was sexually interested in her, but I felt guilty for letting her lips touch mine while Janet was out with her friends.

      “I know you want me,” she said as she ran her fingers down my chest and towards my crotch. “See!” She grabbed my cock that was half erect. “You can’t deny it.”

      She was right. I had fantasized about sleeping with her often, and there were even situations when I was having sex with Janet that I imagined my cock entering Donna instead. Her body was full, but she wasn’t fat, and she had a confidence that just made sexuality ooze from her every pore. I caved in to my natural instincts, and continued fooling around with Donna. The fear of getting caught only made the situation pleasurable, and my mind was already rationalizing my actions.

      “You’ve already accepted the fact that you were never going to marry Janet!” I thought to myself. It was the truth. I was only in the relationship because it was good on paper, and it was a consistent, and easy way to keep balls empty.

      Donna was quick to move her mouth from my lips, and to my neck. She bit gently, and sucked on my neck. It felt amazing, but I had to take charge and prevent her from marking me up. I didn’t want to ruin the mood by saying anything, so I grabbed her and started to lead her into my bedroom. She broke free from my grip and got on the bed. She was on all fours with her beautiful butt facing me, and she slowly pulled down her pants to show me her lack of underwear.

      “Kiss it,” she said playfully, “I always see you checking out my ass, so kiss it.”

      There was nothing in me that wanted to argue with her demand. I had been drooling over her ass for a very long time, and I had always wanted to know how it tasted. Janet was very prude during sex, and any attempts I made to put my mouth anywhere near her ass were staunchly rejected. I was happy to be with a woman that was open, and honest about her sexuality.

      I dropped to my knees, and my head was level with her brown ass. I grabbed her pants, and started to pull them down more, and she lifted her knees from the bed so that I could remove them. I tossed them to the side, and Donna started to tear off her shirt. With open palms, I spanked each cheek at the same time, and when my hand landed I kept them firmly on her ass and spread her apart. My lips skipped kissing her cheeks, and I went straight for the beautiful center. She giggled as my lips paid respect to her asshole. She moaned, and confirmed my belief that she would enjoy more, so I developed the courage to use my tongue to pleasure her.

      “That’s right,” she said, “that’s the same tongue you use to kiss your woman!” She laughed, but I did not feel like she was making a fool of me. It felt like she was getting over on Janet, and that she genuinely wanted to feel my tongue inside of her ass.

      As I licked her ass with all of the possible passion within me, I started to think about how Janet was ignorant to my infidelity. The idea of cheating on her combined with the taste of Donna’s ass was enough to make my cock stand at its maximum height. I was starting to grunt with my tongue inside of her ass, and the vibrations caused the volume of her moaning to increase.

      “Fuck me Luke!” She said, “I need that white cock inside of me!” She pulled her ass away from my face, and I started to stand up. I tore of my shirt, and she looked over her shoulder at me with a wide smile. “So much for Janet.” She said as if the idea of screwing her friend over made her hot.

      There was a small moment as I was pulling down my pants that I realized I did not have a condom anywhere in the apartment. It did not take long to quickly dismiss the idea of covering my cock. I used the crown of my dick to paint Donna’s wetness around her pussy before I slowly stuck it inside. My ego doubled when I saw her reaction to the first half of my cock. I was worried that she would not think that I was large enough for her, but her reaction told me that I was the perfect size. Being used to Janet’s way of having sex, I started out slowly, but Donna was thrusting backwards as if to say “fuck me harder,” and I had no qualms giving her the cock she needed.

      As I rammed myself in and out of her, she was calling my name, and I summoned the courage to grab both of her arms and pin them behind her back. She only got louder from my domination, so I continued to thrust as hard as I could. My cock had never felt so dominant before, and my worldview was changing. I never had sex with a black woman before, and I never knew that I could be so aggressive in the bedroom. It was almost like I was becoming a man even though I was technically well past that milestone.

      Donna’s body began to tremble and her words no longer made sense to me as my cock started to shake inside of her wonderful pussy. I was able to hold my orgasm for a moment, but it reached a point where there was nothing I could do. A decision had to be made, and I only had a second to make it. I chose to shoot my hot come deep inside the crevices of this black woman’s hole, and the sounds of her pleasure reassured me that I had made the right call.

      “Wow,” she said as she slowly laid down on the bed. Her knees were too weak to support her weight, and my body fell with her until I reached a point where I needed to pull my cock out. I stood at the edge of the bed as Donna tried to get control of her body again, and I walked out of the room and grabbed a box of tissues.

      “Here,” I said as I handed her the box. My come was slowly starting to drip from her pussy. She took the box, and grabbed several tissues and plugged her hole.

      “Too bad Janet isn’t around,” she said. “I could have her clean my pussy.”

      “That would be hot,” I laughed as I started to get dressed. The image of Janet going down on her, and scooping my semen from a black woman’s pussy was something that I would pay to see, but the odds of that sort of thing ever happening were low.

      “I’m serious,” Donna said, “I bet you she would do it.”

      “Oh yeah?” It was hard to take such a claim seriously.

      “Yeah,” Donna said as she sat up, “you don’t know what us ladies talk about when you’re not around!”

      Her words were chilling, and because of how serious she was, I believed her. Something was being said when the ladies went out alone, and I decided to ask Donna more about it.

      “What do you mean?” I asked.

      “Janet,” she said, “deep down inside wants to be a cuckquean.”

      “Cuckquean?” I said with my nose wrinkled. “What the fuck does that mean?”

      “A cuckquean is a woman that gets off on the idea of her husband, or boyfriend, cheating on her.” She looked at me with a high level of confidence in her expression. “She doesn’t get anything out of what we just did, because she doesn’t know about it. However,” she paused and I felt like she was reading me like a book, “if she was here, I can assure you that she would be wet and desperate. She’s gone into great detail about how she wishes you would put her into a situation like that.”

      “How the hell am I supposed to assume that?” I asked. The idea of just springing that on a woman was such a crazy idea to me.

      “You have to take charge,” she said as she was getting her clothes back on. “Just try it.”

      “How?” I asked as the two of us started to walk out of the bedroom. “How the hell do I even bring something like that up, and how do I know that you’re telling me the truth?”

      “Trust me okay?” Donna was headed towards the door. “She’s going to act jealous, and upset, but if you were to shove your hands down her pants you would feel a wetness that you never thought possible. Try it.” She kissed me on the cheek before she opened the door. “I’ll see you later Luke.”

      “Bye,” I had no idea what else to say, but I enjoyed the view of her bubble butt as it waved back and forth from every step she took.
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      A few days had passed, and I was thinking about everything that Donna told me about Janet’s cuckquean fantasy. There were parts of me that felt like I was being set up, but for the most part I believed her. I tried to think of a way to bring up the topic to my girlfriend, but it was a tricky thing to do. I thought about it long and hard, and eventually I came up with what I thought was a brilliant idea. The plan was to scour the internet, and find a movie that contained some elements of a woman becoming a cuckquean. I would nonchalantly have Janet over, and we would watch the movie. That way the topic would be relevant, and I could throw some bait at her, and see if she bit. I felt like a genius for coming up with this low risk solution.

      Janet was happy to come over and stay in for a movie. I promised her that I would cook us a nice meal. I had found a movie that made sense, and it wasn’t even that old. That was one of the things that I was worried about, because an old movie would be questioned by her. I imagined her asking why I chose such a specific movie, and if it was old, she would a reason to believe that I was trying to engineer the situation.

      We sat down on the couch together with our plates of food, and I started the movie. After we ate, Janet cuddled with me on the couch under the blanket. She seemed to enjoy the movie, but I noticed something different when the cuckquean situations were becoming more obvious. Her breathing changed, and she was squirming around under the blankets. I knew that when the movie was over I was going to make physical move, and try to have sex with her. I decided that I would tease afterwards about how horny she was, and if I could get her to be open, I would lock on the cuckquean fantasy and begin questioning her about her opinions.

      The credits were rolling and my hands were exploring her body. She was arching her back, and exhaling deeply. I began kissing her neck, and blowing gently into her ear, and she was starting to moan. I bit her ear, and pulled her hair, gently at first, but I soon put her in a position where I could begin to pound my cock into her. She tried to get up to go into the bedroom, but I stopped her. I wanted to fuck her right there on the couch, and she got turned by the idea of it. We were alone, but something about doing it on the couch made it feel slightly more exciting.

      “I need your cock,” she whispered as my lips were sucking gently on her neck. My hands were down the front of her panties, and I was teasing her clit. She was rolling her hips in a circular motion, and I could feel that she was ready for me.

      Saying nothing, I pushed her shoulders away from me, so that she was on all fours. Her ass was facing me, and I tugged on her pants, but I wanted to keep them on. It felt dirty to fuck her with her clothes still on, and I brought my face to her bare ass. I kissed her ass cheeks, and she didn’t pull away, in fact she moaned louder. I went further, and I spread her cheeks apart, and snuck my tongue between them. Still, she remained open and turned on, and I was convinced that the premise of the movie had gotten her hot enough to explore a segment of sexuality that she was previously uninterested in. I knew that Donna had been telling me the truth.

      “Fuck, that feels good!” She said as my tongue skimmed the center of her crack. “Oh my god Luke!” She was breathing heavily, and I increased the boldness of my tongue’s licking.

      I inserted my tongue part way into her ass, and she squealed joyfully. Slowly, and carefully, I treated my tongue as if it was micro version of my cock, and I fucked her ass lovingly. My cock was full, and ready to go, and I could not wait any longer. I moved my face from her precious ass, and mounted her from behind. My throbbing cock had a choice of two holes, and my confidence allowed me to go for the one that was unknown. She did not resist, and in fact she encouraged me to ravish her ass.

      “Fuck me in the ass Luke,” she said with of mild aggression, “come on! Fuck me in the ass!”

      “Shut up!” I said loudly as I swiftly punished her ass with an open hand. She let out a whimper, and I seized the moment to fill her ass with my cock. She let out more sounds of pleasure, and I started to find a safe rhythm to fuck her ass.

      I had the biggest smile across my face. I had always dreamed of fucking a woman’s ass, but it never seemed like something I would ever be able to do. I realized the power of unlocking a woman by indulging her in her own fantasies. I realized that I could be dominant, and get what I wanted, if I gave what my woman wanted first. She moaned as my cock went deep inside of her ass, and I could feel her hole constricting around my cock. It was a sensation that I never knew was possible.

      My cock was ready to shoot its load inside of her ass. The old me was injecting itself into my thoughts and telling me to take it from her ass, and to pleasure her where she would really appreciate.

      “Shut the fuck up!” I said, and I was unaware that I had actually said at first. Janet stopped moaning, and grew quiet, and I nearly laughed because of what happened. “This is about you.” I thought to myself, “her pleasure doesn’t matter. Your pleasure will become her pleasure!” I was in the right headspace and I was starting to understand that her being a cuckquean would essentially be the same as how I viewed going down on a woman, but on the surface it would not seem that way. I was starting to understand how I had been going down the wrong path with women by trying to do things to make them feel special.

      The ego boost that I received from pumping my come into her ass was ridiculous. I had never felt so powerful, so amazing before in my life. She somehow managed to get off from the sensation, and the realization that I had made her come only increased my feelings of godliness.

      “Oh my god,” she said as I pulled my cock from her ass. “That. Was. Incredible Luke.” She turned her head so that she could look at me. “Where did that come from?”

      “Yes I am your god,” I said with a cocky smile. She laughed, and I avoided answering her question, but I knew it was time to strike in terms of bringing up the issue of her being a cuckquean. “Next time,” I said, “I’m not fucking you. I’m fucking Donna, and you’re going to watch!” I smiled at her with confidence, but I was prepared to back down if the reaction was overly negative.

      She was silent at first, but there was a smile emerging. I looked at her carefully, and she began to play with her hair.

      “Okay God,” she said, “let’s try.” I was amazed that Donna was accurate, and I was proud of myself for smashing through barriers, and feeling like an alpha male for the first time in my life. I had successfully negotiated my way into a type of sex that the average man could only dream of.
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      Janet was the one that continued the idea of being cuckquean, and she insisted on being the one to approach Donna with our proposal. It took all of my willpower to not start laughing, because I knew that all that had to be done was to send Donna a text message and tell her to come over. Unfortunately, I wasn’t prepared to admit the fact that I had already cheated on her, so I allowed Janet to waste her time inviting Donna out for a coffee, so the two of them could talk about it.

      While the two of them were out, I kept getting funny text messages from Donna. She was laughing about how Janet was being so ambiguous as she tried to explain what we were trying to accomplish. I told her to be aggressive, and to do whatever she could to make sure that my wife felt comfortable bringing her over to my apartment the same day. I had no desire to wait for something that was already mine in my own head. Once Donna told me that they were on their way over, I got a message from Janet saying the same thing. I deleted the messages that Donna and I sent to one another, and I laughed as I looked at her contact information labeled as “Ted.” Unless Janet decided to start checking phone numbers, she would never know that I had already been in contact with her friend.

      I had just gotten out of the shower to see the two of them sitting in my living room. I smiled at them, and Donna and I exchanged a look between one another. Janet noticed noticed it, and I could see the mix of jealousy and arousal in her eyes. She was a living paradox, but there was no need for me to feel overly concerned.

      “Luke,” Janet said, “Donna has agreed, and we both talked about it, and we wanted to establish a safe word.”

      “Okay,” I said, “what’s the word?”

      Janet said the word was “cookie,” and that any of us could use it. I nodded my head as she continued to talk, but my eyes were on Donna. She was wearing a short skirt, and high heels that made her whole body look appetizing. I remembered the wonderful flavor of her black ass, and I internally compared it to how I felt about Janet’s. I concluded that I preferred to tongue Donna’s, and I couldn’t wait to have her body on the bed.

      “Shall we,” I said as I let the towel around my waist fall to the floor. I turned around and walked towards the bedroom, and I could hear Donna getting excited.

      “Look at that white ass!” She said while laughing. The sound of her laughter was getting closer to where I was, and I turned around to see her standing in the doorway. Janet was close behind her, and her body language told a story of a woman that was feeling a great deal of personal shame.

      “Come here,” I motioned for Donna. She rushed into my arms, and we kissed passionately as my hands explored her curves. I squeezed her ass as our tongues sparred.

      Out of curiosity, I opened my eyes to see that Donna’s were open already. She was looking at Janet who was sitting down beside the bed. She looked awkward and fidgety, and I decided to kick it up a notch to add to the level of embarrassment she was feeling. It was, after all, what she truly desired.

      “You’re a much better kisser than her,” I said to Donna. I was no longer looking at her, and I was starting not to care how she felt about my words.

      I pushed Donna to the bed, and I pushed her skirt up. Her bare pussy was right in my face, and I showed it my affection by kissing and licking it. She moaned, and I felt her hand creep to the top of my head as she started to guide me, and coach me. The taste of her pussy made my cock swell, and the sounds of Janet’s jealousy made me want to pleasure Donna even more. I continued to lick Donna’s dark pussy as if it was sacred, and I could sense that she understood my act of worship.

      “Get on the bed cuckquean,” I said to Janet. She got out of the chair, and right as she was within arm’s length, I snatched her and pulled her in tight. I kissed her with the same lips that were on her black friend’s pussy. She had to taste her friend’s pussy, and I could hear Donna laughing.

      “Do you like my pussy?” Donna asked.

      “Y-yeah,” Janet responded as I pulled my lips from her, and shoved her to the bed.

      “Good,” Donna said as she swung her legs around so that her knees were on either side of her face. “You’ll enjoy this then!” I was behind the two of them, but I could hear the muffled moans of Janet as Donna rubbed her pussy all over her face. My cock was standing at its maximum form, and I saddled behind Donna so that I could claim what was rightfully mine.

      I slapped Donna’s ass, and pushed her shoulders down so that her pussy was in line with my cock. Without warning, I shoved my hard cock into her, and gasped from the sensation. I laughed, and I thrusted as I thought of how my girlfriend felt about being a cuckquean now that it was actually happening. Her body was squirming, and it was clear that she was starting to feel aroused.

      “You’re going to clean her pussy when I’m done.” I said plainly and without emotion. The sound of muffled agreement came from underneath Donna’s body, and I moved on from that fact, and began to extract the pleasure that I deserved.

      “What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” Donna said as she grabbed Janet’s wrists. She pinned them aggressively above her head and started to yell at her. “You don’t get to fucking touch yourself! You’re here to watch your man fuck me!” She laughed like an evil woman would, “and do you know why?”

      “No,” I heard in the familiar muffled sound that Janet continued to produce.

      “Because your man likes my pussy more than yours!” Donna was talking down to her, and it was fueling my erection. “And do you want to know something else?”

      “What?” Janet said.

      “This is the second time he’s fucked me!” She began to laugh, and I couldn’t hold it in any longer.

      “It’s true,” I said.

      I could hear the whimpering of Janet, but I didn’t care. She was getting everything that she asked for, and she was not in a position to request a certain type of packaging. The truth was her friend was much better looking, better tasting, and more fun than her. I enjoyed Donna’s pussy infinitely more than hers, and I was positive that black women were exactly the type of women for me. I enjoyed humiliating my girlfriend, but I loved it more that Donna was betraying her good friend, and hurling insults at her while she took my lust filled cock.

      “Fuck Luke!” Donna cried out. She was unable to focus on Janet any longer, “fuck that feels good! Come on,” she was encouraging me, “fuck me harder! Janet’s hungry!”

      Donna’s words made it so I could not hold back. Within seconds of hearing her joy, I began to shoot my hot come deep inside of her hole. I continued to fuck her until my cock could not stand it any longer, and I pulled out, and observed Donna slowly point her pussy at Janet’s face.

      “Clean me,” she said, “clean your boyfriend’s come out of my pussy!” She was laughing as she covered Janet’s mouth with her worn out pussy. I could hear the sounds of Janet licking and savoring every drop of my betrayal.

      I wasn’t even turned on from what I was seeing. Having just blown my load, I had lost all interest in sex, but I was getting a lot of entertainment value out of sitting down and watching the humiliation of Janet take place. Donna was getting more pleasure from her tongue, and she too, was entertained by the pathetic nature of the white woman underneath her. She bounced up and down her face as if she was nothing more than an object, and Janet did nothing about it. She simply obeyed, and submitted herself to her black friend.

      I crossed my legs, and watched the two of them go at it. Donna looked at me after she was brought to another orgasm, and she smiled at me.

      “She does a good job,” she said, “you hear that Janet?” Janet thanked her, and I couldn’t help but laugh.

      “Janet,” I said, “one of you is going home tonight.” I paused, and Donna and I exchanged looks. She slowly dismounted her face, and I could see the humiliation painted all over her face. “Do you know who gets to stay the night?”

      “Y-yes,” Janet looked down at the floor, “I’ll go home.”

      “That’s right!” Donna was laughing as she stood up. She pulled her skirt down, and looked at Janet expectantly. “What are you doing?”

      “W-what do you mean?” Janet asked.

      “Leave!” Donna pointed her finger at the door.

      “R-right n-now?” Janet looked at me, and I could see that she was hoping that we would stimulate her somehow.

      “Go home,” I said, “and you can play with yourself when you get there. I’ll call you tomorrow. Tonight,” I held my hand out for Donna to take. She sat down on my lap, “I’m staying with Donna.”

      “You heard him!” Donna was loud, and speaking from a position of power. “Get. The. Fuck. Out of here!” She said it as if she was announcing a sporting event. I loved her personality.

      She left with her head hung low, but I only felt more powerful. Donna embraced me sweetly, and whispered into my ears.

      “You know,” she said, “she told me that if you two get married, she wants me to live with you guys.” I smiled at Donna, and kissed her gently. Having multiple women in my home would be the perfect way to spend the rest of my life.
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      I know it is not just me. Nearly every woman that I ever dated came back to me at some point. It was always around the same time when I was starting to get over them, and I used to always joke with my friends that they somehow knew that I was feeling happy. I never got to the bottom of it, but I knew there was some sort of phenomenon taking place. Something spiritual almost was taking place, and a switch was flipped in their minds to alert them of my happiness. Experience was on my side, and I was not going to let my ex rule over me like she once did.

      My ex Erin was a tall, thin, red headed woman that always had a special place in my heart. It had taken me a lot longer than normal to get over her, and every time I thought about our relationship it was through the lens of nostalgia. I don’t know what it is about nostalgia, but it really gets into my head with all of the wrong thoughts. The reality was, Erin cheated on me relentlessly, and she even bragged about it to nearly everyone in our social circle. She made a fool of me, and when I finally found out, she didn’t seem to care at all. I left her out of principal, but my heart was hurting, and I was sure that I would never find a woman like her again.

      I was celibate for a little over a year before she decided to reenter my life. That year of celibacy was spent saving as much money as I could, and working out like a fiend. I was convinced that I would improve myself to a level in which I could get any woman I set my eyes on, and it was working. With a tight body, and fat bank account, I was getting more confident and the eyes of women walking down the street were starting to be put on me. My face was in a permanent smile from the effects of my hard work, yet getting a text message from Erin was enough to knock me down a peg.

      “I want to talk.” Erin’s text message read. Just seeing her name pop up on my phone was enough to pull my strings, and I had to fight the urge to answer her back right away. An entire year of trying to become a stronger, more desirable man was put at risk by a simple four word text message.

      There was no reason for me to even bother with her message, and I should have just blocked her. I was just getting into the swing of things, and I was preparing to go on a pussy binge with my newfound qualities. The sight of her on my phone made me shake, and I was not a fan of how it made me feel.

      It was a lonely night in my apartment, and my libido was trying to convince me to answer her back. There were so many reasons not to talk to her, and I was at least strong enough to convince myself to make her wait until the following morning. Texting her back would only signal to her that she still had her claws dug in my back.

      Her invisible hand reached out, and touched me. It made sleeping feel impossible. There were so many thoughts going through my mind, and my cock was hardening and softening as I thought about the time that we had spent together. If I were to succumb to my desires, I knew that I would end up over playing my hand, and she would make a fool of me. There were other women in my past that came back, but only to lure me in for a brief moment, and when I wanted to get back with them, they ran off and laughed at me. I was not going to let Erin humiliate me like that.

      After tossing and turning in bed for what felt like hours, I pulled out my phone and started browsing the internet. I decided to search for how to get revenge on an ex, and after clicking through all kinds of useless articles, I discovered an obscure forum that appeared to have all of the answers. The topic was primarily about the idea of women becoming what is known as a cuckquean. It was a word that I never even heard before, but it essentially meant a woman that is being cheated on by her man. It was an interesting concept, but it looked hard to pull off.

      I woke up the next morning with my phone in my hands. I had no idea how or when I fell asleep, but my phone said that it was Saturday. The tab about cuckqueans was still open, and I reread the post to refresh my memory. It gave me the energy to get up and get the day started. There was some hope in my head that I could turn the tables on my ex, and for once in my life come out as the winner. It was my mission to see that Erin became a cuckquean!

      After I got out of the shower, I was looking at the text message that she had sent me. Before replying to her, I thought of a loose plan on how I could pull it off. First, I needed to actually get Erin interested in getting back with me. Second, I needed to convince her to actually become a cuckquean. I knew that would be difficult, but it wasn’t impossible. Lastly, I would have to find a woman that was willing to partake in the activities. This I was confident I could pull off, at least in the theoretical sense.

      I had a dating profile set up with a ton of matches, and I had already read so many women’s profiles. I learned a lot, and it seemed a good portion of the women on this site were interested in women to some degree. I was sure that I could sell one of these women on the idea of having a session with myself and Erin.

      “What do you want to talk about?” I sent to Erin. It only took a few seconds for her to answer me back, but I refused to open the message. I knew that if I read it, I would be unable to focus on anything else, so I moved on to finding another woman to partake in her cuckquean future.

      Methodically, I went through my dating profile, and I isolated all of the women that had shown some interest in females. After I got the list segregated from all of the other matches, I began to copy and paste a single opening line to get the ball rolling. To me it was a numbers game, and I was sure that if I threw enough bait out, I would get a bite. Erin was going to be a cuckquean. I just knew it.
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      I must have messaged over fifty different women on my dating app. Of those, about half replied, and then that number got cut into another half whenever I mentioned my cuckquean plot. Part of me thought that I was foolish for burning bridges with potential hookups. A lot of these women probably would have dated me if I had just approached them looking for a relationship. The fact that I was trying to get them to participate in some “weird sex thing” made it so that I would likely never get the chance to get with them.

      One woman stuck out, and she was very interested. She introduced herself as Cherry, and I did not believe that she was telling me her real name, however, I really didn’t care. She was very interested in my idea, and I told her all about Erin and how she had cheated on me so many times.

      “Well Rick, if you manage to convince her, I’ll be right here.” Cherry sent to me. I asked her for her private contact information, and she gave it up so we wouldn’t have to talk anymore using the app. Once I locked her down, I decided that it was finally time to read what my ex had sent to me.

      “Please just meet with me, so we can talk!” The message read. Reading her message put a huge smile on my face, because I knew that I had her. Something had went very wrong with whatever guy she was with, and she wanted to try to swing back to me, because she knew that I was a safe bet.

      I replied by sending her the name of a local coffee shop, and a time. I made sure to not pose it as a question, or to offer any wiggle room for her to try and negotiate a different time. The old me would have been much more considerate, and willing to change my schedule around, but the new took and received exactly what I wanted.

      “See you soon!” The message read, and it made my already big smile increase in size.

      It took me a while to remember the password, but I eventually was able to log into an old social media account that I had set up for the purpose of checking people out without having to send them a friend request with my real profile. At the peak of my obsession with Erin, I was looking at her profile nearly every day, and eventually I swore that I would never look at it again. This time was different, and I wanted to give myself an idea of what to expect from her. There was always the possibility that her coming back into my life was for a different purpose.

      Once I got logged on it didn’t take me long to confirm what I already knew. Her profile was littered with the obvious signs of a woman going through a tough breakup. Apparently, she got hooked up with a guy named John, and I checked out his profile picture. I could tell that he was not the kind of guy to settle with only one woman. He was well over six feet tall, and he put all of the gains I got in the gym to shame. It looked like she caught him cheating on her with multiple women, and I knew for sure that she was crawling back to me because she was not feeling too good about herself. I knew better though. She would say and do whatever I wanted just to get back with me, but once she smelled weakness, I would become her little toy again, and I would replay the terrible experience all over again. This was not going to happen if she became a cuckquean.

      Erin was already sitting in the coffee shop when I arrived a few minutes late. I saw her sitting in the corner alone, and without a cup in front of her. Instantly, I spotted a test that I was not going to fail. The old me would have offered to buy her a drink, but this time I walked up to the counter and ordered my own. I ordered a black coffee, but not because that’s what I prefer. I wanted to get the transaction over with, because I had a feeling that she would try to run up on me and place an order. I paid for my coffee, and sure enough, Erin found her way next to me. I watched as she ordered, and paid for her own drink while I tried to hide my grin. She seemed shy to talk to me in front of the staff, but when the two of us sat down alone she was ready to talk for what seemed like an infinite amount of time.

      “Damn Ricky!” She said, “you don’t even look the same!” She put her hand on my bicep and squeezed. “Wow!”

      “So what’s going on?” I said knowing full well that I looked good. It was hard to ignore her attention, but I had to maintain my mental fortitude to succeed in my goal.

      I listened to her go on about how evil all of the other men were, and how she missed me so much. I didn’t believe a word of what she was saying, and half the time I was ignoring her. I was too fixated on her appearance. Her photos on social media presented her as the beauty she once was, but now she was looking as if age was starting to chip away at her. She looked okay, but I couldn’t help but feel that she was aware of the changes happening, and she was interested in securing a partner now that she was having difficulties keeping guys like John around.

      “I miss you,” she said as she put her arms over the table. She grabbed my hands gently, and smiled at me. I did my best to conceal my grin. I knew that I had her, but I wasn’t going to deceive her. I wanted her to be willing to do everything as I felt that made the situation more humiliating. If I had lied to her, and set her up, she would be seen as an innocent woman that was tricked.

      “Listen,” I said as I pulled my hands away. “I’m not interested in a relationship with you. If you’re looking to fool around, that’s fine.” I paused and looked at her slightly sad face, but I think there was a voice in her head telling her that if she played along she could still come out on top. “And if you want to fool around, you’re going to have be a cuckquean.”

      I was prepared for her get up and leave after I explained what a cuckquean was. I told her that she would be in the same room as me with another woman as the two of us made love right before her eyes. I even told her that I wanted to see her lick my come out of that woman’s pussy, and her eyes went wide. She didn’t storm off like I thought she would, and if she had, I still would have pleased with the results. It was weird to see how she nodded her head, and submissively agreed with nearly everything I said.

      “I-I’ll do it,” she said. I could practically see her heart beating as she decided to play along. “I deserve it.” She looked down, and I knew that she was feeling about what she had done to me in the past.

      “Good,” I said with a snarky tone as I sipped my black coffee. I was winning, for sure, and I was not going to cave in. It would have been very easy to take her submission and offer to not do it, but I maintained frame. I was proud of myself, and it was clear all of my hard work was paying off. My mindset was changing.

      Under the table, I pulled out my phone sent Cherry a text message. I told her to meet us at the coffee shop. I was loving how I was suddenly so comfortable being an asshole. The only downside was the event not taking place, but either way, I was getting some form of revenge on my ex.

      “She’s on the way,” I said with a smile.

      “Who?” Erin looked confused, “what are you talking about?”

      “The other woman.” I continued to smile as if there was nothing wrong with what I was doing.

      “Oh, uhh, okay,” she said as she squirmed in her seat. “Does she know what you intend to do?”

      “Yeah,” I licked my lips, “she knows all about you.” I laughed evilly, and I watched her grow even more nervous. I was loving my life.

      The awkwardness eventually wore off. Erin got more comfortable as the two of talked alone, and she was unable to keep her eyes off of me. I figured that if it wasn’t for my new body and confidence, she would have never allowed herself to agree to becoming a cuckquean. It just proved to me how much better my life became as a result of her cheating on me. I would have never worked so hard to improve myself if it never happened.

      “Hey!” A female voice said from the entrance of the coffee shop. I looked over and it looked like Cherry.

      “What’s up?” I walked over to her as if I knew her. I kept my back turned to my ex, but I could feel her eyes looking at me.

      “Is that her?” Cherry whispered into my ear. I was glad that she whispered because it made it look like we were kissing.

      “Yeah,” I said, “let me get you a coffee!” Cherry and I were getting along with one another as if we had known each other for years. She was perfect woman for what I was trying to do.

      We walked together to the counter, and I paid for the drink that she ordered. I laughed to myself, because I knew that my gesture would not go unnoticed by Erin. When the two of us turned around to join her at the table, I saw her quickly change her expression to appear happier than she really was. I knew that she was upset that I paid for Cherry’s coffee. I was starting to understand the power of jealousy.

      The conversation was slow, but I continued to work out the kinks. Cherry expertly won Erin over, and I was surprised with how natural it was for her to do it. She seemed to compliment my cruelness well by appearing softer, even though she was in many ways going to be the most vicious in the bedroom. I sipped my coffee and listened to the two of them speak.

      “You’re very beautiful,” Cherry said.

      “Thank you,” Erin’s face changed to the same color as her hair. “That’s so nice of you to say!”

      “You’ll look even better with those pretty little lips wrapped around my pussy!” Cherry had her setup hook, line, and sinker. I couldn’t contain my laughter, or my arousal as an image was put into my brain.

      “Alright,” I said, “it’s time to go.” I stood up and Cherry quickly followed. I turned to the side so that I could tuck my erection.

      It took her a few seconds, but Erin finally stood up and followed Cherry and I out of the coffee shop. I was ready to have my moment, and I got into the car and pulled to the side as I waited for the women to get behind me. I laughed to myself as I that so many people could see our three cars going in the same direction, but nobody would even dare think that I was about to have a threesome where my ex would be humiliated. It was just another ego boost.
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      It didn’t feel real until the three of us were walking towards my front door. There was a high chance that I was actually feeling more nervous than Erin, despite the fact that it was her that was going to be on display as a cuckquean. I opened the door, and let the ladies in first. My eyes were fixed on both of them as I watched for any signs of development taking place. The only thing I noticed was how much nicer of an ass Cherry had than my ex. It made me smile on the inside.

      “Can I get either of you something to drink?” I asked as the two of them shook their heads no in unison. “Okay then,” I said with a smile, “onwards!” I started to walk up the stairs, and I made a point to not look back. I just assumed they would follow, and the sounds of their footsteps told me all that I needed to know.

      I turned on the lights to my bedroom, and I was surprised by an aggressive Cherry the second I turned around. She put her hands on my waist, and pulled me towards. Our hips locked together, and then she started to walk towards the bed. I felt like I was being shown how to do it, and it made me wonder how much experience Cherry actually had.

      “On the bed!” Cherry shouted, “this is how you get a man’s attention!” She laughed as she brought her smooth lips to mine. She kissed me until the back of my knees bumped against the bed, and I had no choice but to fall down on my ass. She quickly threw her legs on either side of me, and pressed her large breasts into my face. “Kiss them,” she whispered as she put more pressure on my face so that I laid down on my back. I could feel Erin getting into a position on the bed.

      After kissing her breasts, Cherry tore my shirt off with complete disregard for the fabric. She threw it to the floor, and sat up and looked down at me. She started to slowly unbutton her shirt, and I could see a bright pink bra cover her beautiful mounds. She looked at something else that I can assume was Erin. She snapped her fingers and pointed at the space next to her. Erin slowly came into my view.

      “Are you okay?” Cherry asked.

      “Y-yes,” my ex replied. She was looking down at the bed, and I could tell that she was nervous.

      “Aww,” Cherry said, “my little cuckquean.” She giggled as she pulled her in for a long and passionate kiss.

      Seeing two beautiful redheads kiss each other on my bed was a first for me. My cock grew instantly as Cherry dominated her with her lips, and I began to unbutton my pants as I watched Erin grow more comfortable with the idea of kissing another woman.

      “That was nice,” Erin said when their kiss ended. Her face turned red again when she realized that I was watching them the entire time.

      “Suck his cock,” Cherry said as if she was taking their kiss for granted. She stood up, and Erin moved body between my legs. Cherry began to get undressed, but she winked at me as my ex girlfriend started to pull down my pants.

      “No,” I said to Erin. She had just thrown my pants on the floor, and she was beginning to take off her clothes. “You aren’t going to be getting any,” I said with a smirk, “you. Are. A. Cuckquean.”

      “S-sorry,” she said as she started to bring her lips to my pulsing cock.

      “Sorry sir,” I corrected, “you need to learn some respect.” I was biting down on my lip and enjoying myself greatly.

      “Sorry sir,” she said right before she kissed my dick. I moaned lightly, and I moved my hand over her head to help guide further down my shaft.

      I looked at Cherry as she stood off to the side completely naked. Her body was perfect, and even though she was a natural redhead, her skin was clear of any freckles. Erin used to have a body like hers, but her skin was riddled with spots, and I always kept quiet about how I wished she didn’t have them. I knew that there was nothing she could do about it, so I never told her how I really felt.

      “Is that all you can do?” Cherry asked as she watched my ex give me blowjob with her hands on her hips. “Come on, put the whole thing in your mouth!”

      I winked at Cherry as she laughed silently at my ex as she tried to take my whole cock in her mouth. She rarely had sucked my cock when were going out, and I never got the satisfaction of having her try to take the entire thing. It was a new life for me as I stared down at my pathetic cuckquean.

      Cherry came up behind her, and snatched her up by her hair. I let go of Erin’s head, and watched as Cherry pushed her away from me. She landed on her back, and Cherry mounted her body and started to walk on her knees towards her face. My cock was covered in saliva, and I stroked very lightly as I watched Cherry mount her pussy on Erin’s face.

      “My turn!” Cherry said proudly, “it’s nice having someone to warm you isn’t it?”

      “Yeah,” I said with a chuckle. I couldn’t believe that Cherry was even more confident than me. She started to grind her pussy all over her face, and I was amazed at how Erin was so willing to obey our commands. She was being treated the way she deserved, and I speculate that she knew that in the bottom of her heart.

      I sat up, so that I could get closer to what was going on. I looked into my ex’s eyes, and she looked back at me as she licked another woman’s clit. Seeing me must have encouraged her, because she started to show more of an effort, and Cherry began to moan. I put my hands on Cherry’s breasts, and squeezed them tightly. Ignoring Erin, I pulled Cherry in for a kiss. I could tell that she was getting more aroused as she had another woman servicing her, and I knew that watching me kiss the woman that she was submitting to was making Erin feel like she was nothing more than a pathetic cuckquean. I was winning, and it was going to stay that way!

      I swiveled my body so that my cock was dangling over Erin’s forehead. I used it like a stick, and slapped the exposed parts of her face with while looking down at her with a victorious gaze. It felt good to be the winner.

      “Sit on her,” I said, “I’m going to fuck you right on top of her.”

      Cherry smiled, and she kicked her legs out, and rested her perfect butt on Erin’s breasts. I positioned her, and brought my cock to her moist hole. My ass was partially resting on my ex’s face, and I laughed as I thought of a wonderful idea.

      “Lick my ass Erin,” I said confidently as I thrust the tip of my strong cock into Cherry.

      “Yes sir,” I heard in a muffled voice. The vibrations and warm air from her speech increased my virility.

      I nearly screamed out like a female when her tongue grazed the entrance of my asshole. I couldn’t believe that she was willing to worship me like that, but I managed to maintain my cool and focus on the beautiful woman sitting on top of her. Cherry smiled at me as my cock entered her warm hole, and she wrapped her hands around my neck to help keep some of the weight off of the cuckquean. Her pussy was tight, and I felt more powerful as I made a mental note about how I had ended up year long dry spell. I was no longer celibate.

      As I started to find my rhythm, I noticed that my ass was bouncing up and down on Erin’s face. She was surprisingly able to keep her tongue on, or near, my ass the entire time. I was getting even more turned on by the simple fact that she was dedicated and desperate to win me back. There was no way that I would ever bring her back into my life in terms of a relationship, but I was happy to humiliate her for as long as she would allow.

      “Fucking nasty!” Cherry yelled in between moans, “you’re licking his ass!” She laughed and I made it my personal goal to shut her up. I only wanted to hear her pleasure, or her confessions of lust. I was the one in charge.

      Erin did not respond. Instead she increased the level of enthusiasm she had for pleasuring me. She was successful in getting me to moan, and my cock was starting to understand that it could not contain its load for an extended period of time. I was going to shoot my come deep into Cherry’s pussy, and then it would be fed to the cuckquean. I couldn’t believe that I was capable of having this type of experience, and I knew that friends would call me a legend for just being able to have a threesome. I never did have the courage of telling any of them about what really happened.

      “Come inside of me Rick!” Cherry howled. “I can’t wait to see her lick it out of me!” She was grabbing her breasts as she started moving her body with my rhythm. She almost seemed more interested in Erin than me.

      Just hearing her desire to humiliate my ex made my cock release itself. I slid my feet under Erin’s head and pinned her face to my ass as I released my come inside of Cherry. Having a tongue up my ass increased the pleasure of my orgasm, and I realized a whole new dimension of sex that I would have to explore more. My entire body began to shake as my power was drained from me. Cherry maintained eye contact, but I could sense she was waiting for her special moment.

      “I’m ready,” Cherry said as she supported her weight with her hands. I could tell that she was in the position to lunge forward and mount Erin’s face with her filled up pussy.

      I pulled my cock out, and Cherry exhaled deeply. Carefully, I unhooked my legs from Erin’s head and I moved away so that the two of them could have their moment. Cherry propelled herself forward, and pushed her pussy into Erin’s mouth.

      “How’s it taste?” She said as she gritting her teeth. Her pussy was grinding all over Erin’s face. “Do you think it’s cool to cheat on people?”

      I was in shock. Cherry clearly had a vendetta against people that cheated on their partners, and I was watching get her retribution. Erin did nothing to her specifically, but I could sense that it did not matter to her. She was humiliating somebody that represented an idea that had hurt at some point in her past. Erin muffled out a “yes” as she clean the come from her cuckcake’s hole. It was a beautiful thing to see. I had to take my opportunity, and tell Erin how I really felt.

      “You’ve lost your beauty,” I said with a smug face. I could see her looking me from the corner of her eyes. “Poor Erin, can’t even keep a man interested in her anymore, so now she is willing to do anything to just find a man that will keep her. Aww.” I put my fists to my eyes and moved them to taunt her as if she was crying.

      “I’m sorry,” she said when Cherry lifted her pussy from her face. “I’m so sorry! I love you!”

      “Shut up!” Cherry said as she put her pussy back over her mouth. “You’re nothing but a cuckquean! Understand your role!”

      “Listen Erin,” I said, “you’re just not good looking enough for me, okay?” I got off of the bed, and started to get my clothes together. “Cherry,” I said.

      “Yes?” She was sweet and innocent when she was speaking to only me.

      “Get off of her,” I said, “I think it’s time we send her home. You want to stay right?”

      “Of course!” She clapped her hands before getting off the cuckquean’s face. “Did you hear that?”

      “Y-yes,” she said.

      “Well you can the fuck out then!” Cherry smacked her on the ass whenever she stood up, “ciao!”

      Erin was shaking, and I could tell that she was battling a ton of emotions. She came towards me with her arms out to embrace me, but I asked her to stop. I didn’t want to have feelings for her.

      “I’m sorry Rick,” she said. “I’ll always be here for you.” She realized that I wasn’t going to take her back, so she headed for the door.

      “Cherry,” I said, “escort our guest to the door.” I sat down and reached into my drawer for a cigar. I had been saving it for a very special occasion, and something like this qualified.

      I watched as my new naked redhead escorted out the evil one that cheated on me. I lit the cigar with a match, and lit it up. I didn’t care about smoking inside as I was in too good of a mood to worry about petty things like smoke damage. I had just reclaimed my manhood, and discovered a new woman that seemed to enjoy my company.
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      The day had finally come to an end, and I was at home relaxing. Work was always my least favorite thing to do, and I was on the brink of making a change. My mind couldn’t handle dealing with the demands of clients that expected the world to be handed to them on a silver platter. I spent my nights away from the grind plotting and scheming methods of escape, but this particular night presented an option that I did not expect.

      My phone started to buzz, and I looked down to see a text message from a number that was not saved in my contacts. I recognized the number, however, and it made me feel a rush of adrenaline. It was my ex’s phone number, and no matter how hard I tried, I could never forget her phone number. It had been a long time since I had spoken to her, and the few times that I saw her walking around in the public, I was sure to walk in the opposite direction. Seeing her always made me feel worthless, because I had not progressed to the point where I could confidently walk by here with my head held high. Our breakup was not the type of end to a relationship that any man, or woman would want. It was nasty, and we each exchanged terrible insults towards one another.

      Natalie was her name, and she was a gorgeous woman with blonde hair, and blue eyes. She took pride in her health and fitness, and she studied hard to get into a good college. Natalie had a plan for life that didn’t seem to fit with mine, and she was not the type of woman that was content with taking orders from me. I had always thought that the love of my life would be my supporting partner, and that if I were to get married, she would encourage and help me along the path towards success. Natalie expected me to be that supporting character for her, and that was the genesis of our relationship problems.

      She was the first woman that had ever requested me to go down on her. I had always loved the feeling of having my head between a woman’s thighs, and my tongue out to worship their femininity. I thought nothing of it initially, but in hindsight, I understand why she had me do it before we even had regular intercourse. She was setting up a frame. The frame was designed to place me beneath her in the relationship. I had never thought about those sort of power dynamics until I was with Natalie. Everything she did appeared to increase the amount of power she had in the relationship, and her strategy worked.

      Eventually, I learned that Natalie saw men as only useful if they were capable of pleasing and taking care of a woman. It first seemed as if she was a woman that held traditional values, but as our relationship progressed I was able to understand the true meaning behind her beliefs. She saw men as tools that were to be used for security, and pleasure, and having me go down on her was the first part of my training. When I started to understand her way of thinking, I resisted at first, but I found her to be too beautiful to argue against. I was constantly submitting myself either physically, or verbally, and with each submission she grew more dominant.

      We started dating while she was finishing college. This put me under the illusion that she valued me as a provider. She had no income, and I was working full time. I never had a problem paying for things, and taking her out, but a change occurred in her brain when she got her first job. Right out of the gate, with her college diploma in hand, she was out earning me, and the gap between the two of us was only going to increase. She had the capability to earn six figures whereas I was pretty much locked into an average salary for the rest of my life.

      The way she broke up with me in the end was the most humiliating experience of my life. She had been dominant in the bedroom throughout our relationship, but the day before she finally ended it, she had me come to her apartment. I’ll never forget that day, I was horny and fiending for her body, and when she told me to come over I was in the car, and on the way within minutes. When I got to her place, she was half-naked, and her butt was framed nicely with a light blue thong. I remember licking my lips when she turned around, and showed me her pale ass.

      She led me into her bedroom, and she sat on the edge of the bed with her feet planted into the mattress. Her legs were spread, and I could see the outline of her pussy through the thin fabric that covered it. Her hands moved down her body slowly, and she touched the fabric covering her sweetness, and she smiled at me as she softly played with herself. I felt a rush of lust instantly, and I lunged to the edge of the bed, and I got down on my knees. She smiled at me as if she had won as I pulled her thong off, and flung it to the other side of the room. With a firm hands, I massaged her legs and worked them up slowly towards her thigh while I kissed her slightly wet pussy. She moaned and assured me that I was doing a great job.

      An hour of me worshiping the wonderful pussy between her legs went by, and I was as hard as I possibly could get. It was obvious to me that I had brought her to orgasm several times, and I was ready to get my own. It wouldn’t take long, and she would only have to deal with my cock for a minute or two before I inevitably burst my come into her hole.

      “That’s enough Justin,” she said. She started to move her legs, and she laid down on her side. “Thank you sweetie.”

      “Let me just,” I was trying to convince her to let me fuck her, but she quickly interrupted.

      “No Justin,” she said, “I’m good. I don’t want sex right now. Thank you!” She grinned at me. Her words were telling me that she was innocent, but her expression told me that she knew exactly what she was doing. “I appreciate you coming over, but I think I’m ready for bed. I have to get up early in the morning.”

      “What?” I said. I remember being angry, but I tried to hide the actual anger and promote the fact that I was desperate for her body.

      “Please,” she said, “Justin. Just go home for now. We’ll talk tomorrow.”

      I tried a few more tricks, but nothing seemed to work on her. I felt as if she had just set down a steak dinner in front of me while I was starving, only to tell me that it was forbidden for me to eat. It was a hard thing to deal with, and another one of her actions that proved the power she had in the relationship. I went home that night, and masturbated alone.

      She kept her promise of talking to me the next day, and that’s when informed me that she was looking to move on. It was the most humiliating moment in my life, and I had wondered if her having me lick her pussy was for the sole purpose of showing how powerful she had become. I had agreed to worship, and to please her, and she was looking at me with the knowledge of our break up already in her mind.

      I pleaded and begged her not to break up, but she remained firm on her decision. She ignored all of my calls, and she only texted me to ask me to leave her alone. I went into a deep depression, and it only got worse when I found out about her new relationship with a man that I had once been friends with. He was, in many ways, superior to me, and I lost him as a friend because of Natalie. The only person that took my side was Natalie’s friend, Angela. Angela, and I would go on to be friends, and she even went as far as reducing her contact with Natalie. I was eternally grateful for her support, and her and I entered an on and off again relationship before the two of us also broke up. Angela and I, however, remained on good terms, and I was still in contact with her every so often.
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      “Hey, I want to talk to you!” Natalie’s text message read.

      “Talk.” I answered shortly. I set the phone down, and went into the kitchen to grab something to drink. I was not sure how everything was going to play out, and I was extremely suspicious of her sudden need to communicate with me.

      I came back from the kitchen to see two new text messages. I laughed to myself when I saw that Natalie replied quickly, but also Angela had randomly texted me. It was strange to have this sense of abundance, and it made me feel more confident in dealing with Natalie. It was very possible that I would have fallen for the same old tricks if she had texted me alone, and everything could have turned out differently. It’s hard to be strong as a man when your libido is constantly hounding you, and screaming to be satisfied.

      “I want to see you Justin. I need you so bad right now.” The message from Natalie read.

      “Down to fuck?” Read Angela’s message.

      There were not too many moments in my life where it looked like I could have sex with two different women. I put the phone down, and decided that the most important thing was to think through my options.

      “If you’re smart,” I said to myself, “you could fuck both of them.” I started to pace around as I thought of how I would pull that off. “Or!” An interesting thought popped into my mind, “you could turn the tables on Natalie. She was so cruel to you when she dumped you, and now you can get your revenge!” I was pacing around my house even faster as the prospect of vengeance became my primary objective. “I want payback!” I yelled to myself as I came to the conclusion that made me feel the best.

      I decided to call Angela, so that I could tell her about my plan. She answered the phone on the first ring, and her familiar voice made me feel good inside.

      “Hey Justin!” She said, “I take it you got my message.” She was laughing and I appreciated her cheerfulness.

      “Yeah I did,” I said, “Listen, Natalie just texted me.”

      “Okay,” she said reluctantly. I had to keep talking before she got the wrong idea.

      “She wants to talk, and we both know what that really means.” I was smiling big enough that I could sense that Angela’s somehow was able to tell that I was. “I want to have you both over, and I want her to see that I’ve chosen you over her.”

      Angela loved my idea. After she had taken my side, Natalie had spent a ton of time making sure that she was cut off from the rest of her friend group. She was labeled a traitor, and Angela had lost a ton of her lifelong friends over the ordeal. She, just as much as me, was interested in the idea of humiliating Natalie for everything that she had done. I had told her everything about Natalie during our relationship, and that only made Angela hate her more.

      “I’m on my way!” She said before we hung up. All it would take to get Natalie over was a text message with my new address. If she ended up not coming over, Angela and I could still have a good night. It was a win-win situation. I sent Natalie an invitation along with my address, and she quickly replied saying that she would be over in an hour. It couldn’t have worked out any better than that, because Angela only lived ten minutes away, and she would be at my place first.

      Angela was not as objectively beautiful as Natalie, but her attitude made her much more attractive to me. She was of Chinese descent, but she was pretty much all American. Her body was rail thin, but her breasts and ass were rather large for her build. She enjoyed having me go down on her as much as Natalie did, but she didn’t have me do it with the intentions of dominating and humiliating me. She just enjoyed the idea of mutual pleasure, and she returned the favor to me with enthusiasm. She knew how to make me feel like a man, and I really liked that about her.

      “It’s good to see you Angela,” I said when I opened the door for her. I motioned for her to come inside, and I could not keep my eyes from looking at her body.

      She was wearing high heels that made her almost as tall as me. She was wearing knee-high stockings that drove my mind wild, and she wore a short skirt. Angela walked with a bounce on purpose, and I could not help but try and see her beautiful body beneath the skirt. Every time her skirt moved, it just barely covered her body. I was tempted to lift her skirt, and pin her to the bed so that I could lick her up and down with my tongue, but I held back, so that we could discuss our revenge.

      “She’s here,” I said when I checked my phone after hearing it go off.

      I opened the door, and Natalie was standing there with a smile on her face. She was dressed in sweatpants, and a camisole that I could recognize from the old days. Her hair was pulled back, and her makeup made me feel like she hardly put in any effort.

      “Hey,” she said as she walked right past me. She didn’t even wait to be explicitly let in, and I couldn’t help but laugh on the inside. I knew that she was going to regret not trying harder to seduce me.

      Angela was in the bedroom, and all of her personal items were taken with her. The idea was to get Natalie into the bedroom after she said all of her half-truths in an effort to get me back. I was going to lead her into the bedroom, where Angela would be there ready for me. I figured that it would cause Natalie to stomp out of my house with tears in her eyes.

      “What’s up?” I said as I sat down at the kitchen table. Natalie chose to take the seat next to me instead of the practical option across from me.

      “I’ve missed you,” she said as she put her hand on my leg. I was loving the direction in which it was going.

      “Yeah,” I said, “so what’s going on in your life?” I wanted to hear what tragedy led her to come visit me.

      “Nothing really,” she said, “I’m single,” she paused, “and unemployed.”

      “What happened with your job?” I honestly couldn’t care less about her relationship status. I always assumed that she would never find a man that she deemed worthy to settle down with, but her job seemed like something that she would have forever.

      “I got fired,” she said, “I was fucking the boss, and well, he was fucking his boss.” She laughed a little as she tried to be more aggressive with her hands. “I’m glad it happened. It gave me some time to think about how good I had it with you.”

      “Is that so?” I asked without any sarcasm. I didn’t want to show my hand too soon. “When did this happen?”

      “Yesterday,” she answered as she brought her head towards my shoulder. She playfully nuzzled her face into my arm in an effort to look cute. I wanted to call her out on her comment about having time to think about it. She lost her job only a day ago, and she was already comfortable with the idea of using me to stabilize herself. I decided to pretend as if I was still the old me, and unaware of her obvious tricks.

      She got out of her chair, and put her legs on either side of me. Her ass was resting on my cock, and I held her hips firmly with my hands. She leaned towards me with her breasts, and she started to rub them all over my face. Natalie giggled as she did it, and I could not help but feel a strong desire to be with her. I was trying to tread the line between keeping my secret Asian secret hidden for as long as I could while simultaneously enjoying the feeling of having a woman on your lap.

      “Don’t you miss me Justin?” She asked with no intention of actually getting an answered. She leaned her body forward and engulfed my face between her breasts. I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of kissing her breasts, but I enjoyed breathing in her scent through my nose. “Come on,” she said as she started to lift her body up. She put her ass on the kitchen table, and spread her legs wide for me to see her crotch. “Don’t you miss my pussy?”

      My master plan almost fell apart instantly. For a second, I was mentally transported to a happy moment in our relationship where Natalie allowed me to fuck her after I had licked her pussy for hours. It was another of those humiliating moments, but this one came with a reward, and she had told me on numerous occasions that I had fucked her so good that night. I shook my head, and got myself back into the present day, and I looked her square in the eyes.

      “Let’s go to the bedroom,” I said, “I have something to show you.”
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      I walked slightly ahead of Natalie as we made our way into my bedroom. She had no clue what she was walking into, and my body was filled excitement. I couldn’t wait to see the look of horror in her eyes when she realized that I had only played along with her long enough to get her into my bedroom where she would see that I was already having sex with another woman. Angela had made a point to look absolutely stunning, and she would make Natalie look like a pathetic slob. I was very pleased with how that turned out, and it was all Natalie’s doing.

      “I can’t wait for you lick my pussy!” Natalie said as if she was the one in charge. I laughed, but this time she could hear me. She was about to say something to taunt me, but she was confronted with an old friend.

      “Hello,” Angela said as she laid sexily on my bed, “long time, no see.” She bit down on her lower lip as she eyed up her foe. She was wearing her heels in bed, and when she crossed her legs, I could see her bald pussy for a brief second.

      “W-what’s going on?” Natalie said with a stutter that made Angela laugh in harmony. Her face turned from cocky to feeling as if she had made a huge mistake.

      “You don’t look so good,” Angela said as if she was concerned for her, “are you okay?”

      The tension was amazing, and I felt that Angela and I were successful in making her feel regret. Her actions in the past were aggressive towards the very same people that were now in the power position. I watched as Natalie’s body language started to shrink, and her voice was very soft and unsure. Everybody in the room was aware of how foolish she looked.

      “I’ll do it,” Natalie said while her body shook. “I’ll be the cuckquean.” She started to walk towards the bed, and Angela and I exchanged curious looks. “Go ahead,” she said, “I deserve to be humiliated.”

      Natalie got on the bed, and Angela started to sit up. Neither of us were sure of what was going on, but Natalie took it upon herself to let it be known what her intentions were. She lowered her head and started towards her ex friend’s skirt, and Angela kept her eyes on me, but did nothing to stop her. Natalie put her face between the opening of her skirt, and she began to kiss her pussy.

      “That’s what I thought!” Angela said as she lifted up her skirt more. She put her hand on the back of my ex’s head and held her between her legs. “Kiss my pussy!” She looked at me with a mixture of surprise and amazement. I was impressed with her ability to improvise the situation.

      I watched her toy with Natalie for a little bit before I was unable to keep myself from the two women on my bed. I got completely naked, and made my way to the bed. My knees were on either side of Natalie, and I worked my way up so that my cock and balls were resting on the back of her head. Angela put her hand over her mouth to cover her laughter, and I leaned in to kiss her. My cock was growing as I kissed my Asian princess, and the sounds of my ex worshiping her pussy only added to my virility.

      Angela were all over one another as if we were alone. For brief moments I actually had forgotten all about the fact that my ex was worshiping her pussy. I realized as time went on, that Natalie was willing to do almost anything that we wanted, and I wanted to take advantage of that fact.

      “Lay on your back!” I ordered as I got off of Natalie, “Angela, sit on her face!” I put my face near Natalie’s face, “I think Angela is right. You’re not nearly as beautiful as I remember you!”

      She couldn’t even respond to my insult, because her face was being sat on by a petite Asian woman. I laughed, and Angela joined in as she bounced up and down on her pathetic face. She was having fun dominating her former friend, and I was enjoying the visuals.

      “How does it taste?” Angela said as she started grinding her pussy all over her face, “do you like that?”

      “Yes,” Natalie said with a muffled voice. The two of us laughed and I looked Natalie right in the eyes.

      “I think all of that pussy juice is actually making you look younger!” I laughed and playfully pushed Angela’s shoulder. “Make sure you say thank you to Angela. Don’t be rude!” I had never felt so amazing before in my life. Everything was working out, and then some.

      I positioned myself so that I was facing Angela, and I picked her up. She wrapped her legs around my body, and I gently set her down on Natalie’s face. She laughed as she wiggled her ass all over my ex’s face, and I actually felt somewhat jealous of her position. I spread her legs apart, and brought my throbbing cock to her tight pussy. I watched as she spread her cheeks to engulf Natalie’s face, and then she used her hands to keep some of her weight off of her.

      “How are you doing down there?” Angela asked, “do you like that?”

      “Yes,” we heard in the same muffled voice. I shrugged my shoulders before pressing my hungry cock into her hole.

      “That’s right,” Angela said, “fuck me right on top of her ugly face!” Angela was looking even more attractive to me by the way that she was freely insulting Natalie. “Oh my god!” She said in response to my cock.

      I knew that Angela was exaggerating my abilities, but I gave her a pass. I usually preferred a woman to be honest, but in this situation, it was imperative that Natalie understood what kind of man that she had left years ago. She had been thrown away by her boss just like she had me lick her pussy before throwing me away. It had taken a long time, but I was getting my revenge. It was the best day of my life.

      My cock filled Angela’s tight pussy with ease, and I thrusted into her as hard as I could. She moaned louder with every pump of my cock, and I could not help but grunt. I looked down to see Natalie’s eyes peeking up at me around her friend’s ass. For a brief moment, she knew what was really happening, and how I felt about her.

      “Fucking come inside of me Justin!” Angela said. I looked up at her, and she was smiling, “and then she can clean me.”

      I nearly made an embarrassing sound after she uttered those words. An image of my ex licking my come from a tiny Asian woman’s pussy entered my mind, and it triggered another level of pleasure. Without notice, my cock began to take on a life of its own, and it sprayed an endless supply of come inside of the deepest corners of Angela’s pussy.

      “Oh fuck,” I said as I used Angela’s body to keep myself from falling over. The orgasm was the most powerful pleasure that I had ever experienced. I rested my face on her chest, and she wrapped her arms around my neck.

      “Kiss me Justin,” she whispered. She helped me move my head, and we kissed passionately as my cock emptied its final drop of come. I had never felt that much passion before, and when I looked down I saw that the cuckquean had noticed. “It’s your time to shine!” Angela said. I moved away from her embrace, and I watched as she adjusted her body in order to have Natalie clean her. “Lick it up! You know you love it!”

      I sat down on the bed beside the two women, and I watched as Natalie sucked and licked up my come. It was the most ego boosting moment of my life, and I enjoyed every moment of it. At one point, I brought my face close to the action just so that I could look deeply into the cuckquean’s eyes. I could see that she was filled with embarrassment, and all I did was grin. There was no need for me to verbally insult her as Angela took it upon herself to make sure that she understood her position.

      “Angela,” I said, “that’s enough.” I stood up so that I could swoop her off of the cuckquean’s face. “It’s funny, but we’re wasting our time now.” I kissed her on the lips, and I looked deeply into her brown eyes. “Natalie,” I said, “go home. Angela and I are going to bed soon. We have jobs to go too.”

      “W-what?” She said as she sat up. Her face was glossy from the mix of come on her face. “Are you serious? You’re not going to fuck me?”

      “Why would I fuck you?” I said, “you’re worn out.” Her draw dropped, and Angela broke the awkward silence with an extreme outburst of laughter. I remained calm, and I looked at her with nothing but a serious gaze. My intentions were made very clear. “You’re the one that wanted to be a cuckquean,” I said, “I’m not the one that volunteered to be humiliated like that.”

      “You heard the man!” Angela said as she put her feet to the ground, “get the fuck out!” She was laughing as she straightened out her skirt. “Wait one second!” Angela started rummaging through her purse, “here!” She was holding a plastic card. “There’s like ten dollars left on there. Get yourself something to wear. You look terrible.”

      Natalie closed her mouth and looked at the floor. She didn’t take the card from Angela’s hands, and instead she turned around and walked towards the door. We followed her to make sure that she didn’t do anything in a fit of rage, but she was very civil about it. It appeared as if she understood how karma works.

      “You know,” Natalie said as she put her hand on the doorknob. “I’m really sorry Justin.”

      “Leave!” Angela shouted at her, “get out of here!”

      Natalie looked at me one final time to see if I had anything to say, but I was content in allowing Angela to chase her out of my home. There were no feelings of sympathy to be had, and I reminded myself of the way that she chose to end our relationship. Natalie, upon realizing that there was no chance of her freeloading off of me, opened the door and walked off without closing it. Angela hurried to the door, and closed it before running back into my arms.

      “Round two?” She asked. Her face was the cutest thing in the world in that moment, and I could not bring myself to deny her of anything.

      “Round two.” I answered. She grabbed my hand and rushed me back into the bedroom. I felt as if I had just turned the page, and started a new chapter of my life.

      Angela spend the night at my place, and we didn’t even speak about what had just happened. It was on my mind, however, every time I needed something to help my cock stand. The memory of Angela dominating that despicable woman with her body was enough to fuel my cock endlessly, and I ravished Angela’s tight hole until she finally threw in the towel.
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      “Listen,” my best friend Haley said, “Marco isn’t going to leave you if you just call her up. I know it sounds crazy, but this woman has been fixing marriages for years. Trust me.”

      “But,” I said, “I can’t see how you can fix a marriage by bringing another woman into the bedroom. It just goes against everything,” I was frustrated and surprised that my friend was actually suggesting an affair to resolve some issues I was having with my husband. “How do you even know it’s going to work? Like, what if it doesn’t?”

      “Well,” Haley said as she set down her drink. She looked both ways to see if anyone was listening in on our conversation. “Bob and I had issues a year ago,” she said, “I didn’t bring it up to you, but I ended up coming across Diane’s advertisement. I was skeptical too, but I was desperate, and I took a chance.” She shrugged her shoulders, “I’m telling you, it works. It sounds messed up, but if you become a cuckquean it does something to your relationship. I can only speculate, but one thing I know for certain is that I really respect and appreciate Bob now.”

      This whole idea of letting my husband cheat on me was disturbing, and Haley was telling me that it went beyond just letting him sleep with this woman that she kept calling a cuckcake. For the plan to work, the wife was actually expected to clean the come from Diane after the husband finished inside of her. It felt so disrespectful, but Haley was firm and being honest about her thoughts on the issue. I wasn’t sure what to do, but I knew that if I did nothing, my marriage to Marco was likely going to end anyways. It came down to whether or not I was willing to roll the dice.

      “How does the whole thing work?” I asked Haley. Part of the reason I started to ask for specifics was to make sure that she was not just making the whole thing up. I have to admit, there was a small opinion forming in my head that I was being pranked. If that was true, Haley could no longer be considered a friend.

      “It’s simple really,” she said, “she comes to your house as your guest, and she makes a move on Marco.” She shrugged her shoulders again, “it’s your responsibility to make sure that you announce to your husband that you’re cool with it. If he’s anything like Bob, he’ll pretend as if he has no attraction to her, so don’t be surprised if you have to encourage him a little.”

      “And how does Bob act now?” I asked.

      “Normal,” she said, “believe it or not, men don’t really want to cheat on their wives. It’s just a thing that they think they want. Once Bob tried it, he loved it, but when he saw how committed I was to him, our relationship changed for the better. I know it doesn’t make sense, but you either try it or you don’t.” I was holding my mug with two hands, and staring into the light brown coffee as I tried to wrap my head around the words that were coming out of her mouth. “Here,” Haley said as she placed a bright pink business card down in front of me, “that’s her number. I’m not going to convince you to call her, but you can if you want to. I’m going to go, Bob said he wanted to take me to the mall!”

      “Not fair!” I said with a laugh, “I want to go to the mall! Marco never takes me.” I pretended to pout, but there was jealousy flowing through me.

      Haley winked at me, and flashed a look at the business card before taking off. I sat there with a million different thoughts and scenarios playing through my mind. The idea of watching a woman seduce, and pleasure my husband was not at all what I thought I would want, and even worse, the idea of not only engaging in some physical acts with another woman, but actually licking my husband’s come from her was a hard thing to comprehend. I put the business card in my wallet, and I decided that it was time to go home. I was hoping that Marco and I wouldn’t get into another argument over something stupid.

      Marco was sitting on the couch when I walked inside. He put his hand up to wave at me, but he didn’t bother turning around or opening his mouth. He hadn’t even done anything wrong, and I was already looking at him as if he had sex with this woman that I was considering calling.

      “I’m going to take a shower,” I said as I walked past him and towards the steps. He didn’t say anything, but he grunted to show that he was acknowledging me. I could have started a fight with him over that, but I was too tired of fighting. Nothing good ever came out of our arguments.

      I turned on the water to let it heat up, and sat down on the side of the tub after I got undressed. I was just staring at the floor, and thinking about how miserable it was to come home to an uninterested husband. My emotions told me to be angry about it, but I also knew that he had a reason to be silent around me. Much like me, Marco was tired of the fighting. I couldn’t blame him for trying to say as little as possible, because he knew that he could say something to cause a fight.

      “Fuck it!” I said as I reached down and dug the business card from my purse. I sent a text message to Diane, and just seeing the message go from “sending” to “sent” made me feel as if I had just taken a huge step in the right direction. “We’ll see what happens.”

      The hot water felt so good. It was almost like it absolving me what I was currently about to get involved in. No person in the mainstream would tell me that it would be a smart thing to allow Marco to sleep with another woman, but they likely would be living a life very similar to the one that Marco and I were. At least Diane represented herself as a professional cuckcake, and it was guaranteed that she would not develop feelings for her client’s husbands. That seemed to provide a strange layer of security for the possible scenario where my husband magically fell in love with her. I knew that she would never take him, and the only real risk after that would be if Marco decided to try his luck with someone else. If he did that, it would hurt, but I would know the truth about us.

      I had lost track of time in the shower, and after I got out and got dried off, I saw that I had received a response from Diane.

      “Hello, thank you for contacting me. My service is available tomorrow if you would like to act now. If not, I am booked solid for the next couple of weeks. Thank you for your interest, Cuckcake Diane.” The message also contained payment details, and instructions.

      I looked at her message for five minutes before I snapped out of my daze. I was presented with two choices. One would lead to a possible resolution to my problem within a day, and the other would mean that I would be living in the same miserable mode as I had been for so long.

      “Here we go!” I said to myself. It was hard not to laugh as I sent over an electronic payment to a woman that I had never met.

      “Thank you for booking! Send your address, and your preferred time slot.” She quickly replied. I was amazed at how proficient and professional she was. I honestly thought that she was going to be pretty casual about it all, but I was starting to realize that she must have actually made a living doing this sort of thing.

      I sent the necessary details. She was going to come over by noon, and I was already starting to feel nervous. Saturdays were always a day that Marco and I had off, and he had already told me during the week that he didn’t plan on leaving the house. Even though we were fighting, I had tried on Tuesday to convince him to take me to dinner, but he quickly shut that idea down. I guess, in his mind, I wasn’t worthy of a fancy dinner, or trips to the mall like Haley.

      “Hopefully, that will change.” I said as I looked at myself in the mirror. I only had to put up with our current relationship for one more night, and I wasn’t even going to go back downstairs. I went straight to bed, and I knew that Marco was going to end up falling asleep on the couch like he had been for quite some time.
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      It was ten in the morning, and my hands were shaking as I tried to apply my makeup. I was breathing as if I had just ran for five miles, and I was starting to perspire from the thoughts of having my mouth between another woman’s legs. It was a strange concept to lick another woman’s pussy after Marco filled it with his come. She wasn’t looking at me as if I was some loser that she was getting revenge on. I was a customer, and she was providing me with a service, but I couldn’t help but think that she held onto some less than favorable beliefs about the cuckqueans she serviced. It was all so scary, but I didn’t cancel. I wouldn’t be able function properly if I didn’t give it a fair shot.

      For the first time since the night before, I saw my husband as he walked past me as I walked down the stairs. He said nothing to me, and I knew that he was only going upstairs because he could hear me coming down. Marco wanted to take a shower without having to interact with me, and I was actually thankful that we were switching positions. Diane was on her way, and I knew that he would be greeted with a surprise.

      The uncertainties were starting to bother me. Haley had already warned me that it was probable for Marco to, at the minimum, pretend not to be interested. It would look and smell like a trap. Diane was supposed to be a professional, so I assumed she was confident about her approach. The other scary thought was how I would handle the reality of it happening. I remember wondering, “what if he takes to her too quickly?” I had to purge my mind of all doubt, and restraints. It was me that was introducing this woman into the marriage, and therefore it was my responsibility. I was the one taking a risk, and I would have to live with the results for better, or for worse.

      The doorbell rang, and I nearly yelled out. I knew she was going to be coming inside of our home, but I thought that she would have chosen a more discreet method. I shot to my feet, and answered the door. My jaw nearly dropped when I saw how beautiful she was. She was a head taller than me, her long dark hair was perfectly straight, her clothes were more expensive than my entire wardrobe, and her voice was enchanting.

      “Hello,” she said with a bright smile, “Gwen right?”

      “Y-yes,” I said as I nearly lost all focus as I examined her perfect body. Her breasts and her hips made me look like a stick. Her beauty alone was enough to intimidate men, let alone myself.

      “And where is your husband?” She asked as she walked right past me. I closed the door, but I couldn’t keep my eyes from her large butt. Her heels made an ominous sound as she walked towards the living room to set her purse down.

      “He’s upstairs,” I said, “he’s taking a shower.”

      “Perfect,” she said, “that makes this a little bit easier. Do you have any questions about what is about to happen when he comes down?”

      “I have so many,” I said, “but I don’t even know where to begin.”

      “That’s okay,” she took a seat on the couch where my husband had slept. She tossed his pillow to the recliner, and she sat back as if she was in her own home. “I’m not going to steal your husband away, or anything like that. When he comes down here, I’m going to basically take charge. I’m going to leave you here, and talk with him upstairs. He’s going to know exactly what is going on.”

      “What if he doesn’t believe you?” I asked.

      “Don’t worry about that.” She said cooly, “I’ve never had it happen, and once you are called upstairs, he’ll see that you’re agreeing to everything.” Her serious face turned into a cocky smirk, “how do you feel about cleaning up?” She licked her lips, “that’s always my favorite part.”

      “I don’t know,” I admitted, “I’ve never even kissed a woman before.” I was nervous, but interested at the same time. She was a beautiful woman, and if I had to do anything with another woman, it would be someone just like her.

      “That’s no problem,” she said, “all you need to say is “peanut,” and I will stop doing whatever it is that you’re not able to do.”

      “What?” I was confused with what she was talking about. “Why not just say “I’m done,” or something like that?”

      “Because in the heat of the moment, you may find yourself getting turned on by the idea of asking me to stop. “Peanut” is what we’re using as a safe word. This guarantees that I understand you are unable to continue, and not just indulging yourself. You may think it’s not going to be enjoyable, and I can see you shaking over there, but I assure you that every single woman I’ve done this with has loved it. I wouldn’t be surprised if you end up chasing after these types of feelings in the future. It’s highly addictive, or so that’s what some repeat customers tell me.”

      Immediately, I thought about Haley, and I even went as far as asking Diane directly if she continued to see her.

      “Stop,” she said, “back up. I understand that you have been given a reference, but what is said between you and her is between you and her. I do not disclose ANY details about ANY of the sessions I have. This is one of the main reasons that I’m still in business.”

      “I-I’m sorry,” I said as I felt like an asshole for even thinking that it was an appropriate question. Her response made sense, but I couldn’t get it out of mind that I was potentially going to be submitting to this woman for a long time. She was talking as if I wouldn’t be able to resist her, but it was also possible that she was just a good saleswoman.

      The sound of the water running stopped, and I watched as Diane’s eyes lit up. A smile appeared on her face, and she started to stand.

      “Like I said already, I want you to wait down here. I’ll call you up when we are ready for you.”

      “Okay,” I said as I tried to stay still. It was becoming more real with each passing second.

      I watched as she sauntered towards the staircase, and she began to slow climb to my naked husband. I wouldn’t be able to see how he was going to react, or know what was really being said or done without me being present. I had to just put my faith in her like I already had, but I would be lying if I said it was an easy thing for me to do.

      Even though I was alone, I felt like there was some strange pressure on me. I was restless, and unable to sit still. It didn’t even occur to me that I was pacing back and forth through my home like an insane person until I stopped in front of the mirror hanging on the wall. I looked at myself, and I felt weak and less than the woman I had just brought into my home. I had spent so much time trying to appear beautiful, but this woman could wake up after a night of partying, and without showering she would make me look awful. Marco was positively going to want her, and I could not blame him.

      I picked up my phone, and called Haley. There was no telling how long the two of them would be upstairs without my supervision, and I needed someone that could relate to me. She picked up on the third ring, and I instantly felt better for some reason.

      “Hey,” I said when I heard the comforting sound of her voice.

      “What’s going on?” She asked, “are you alright?”

      “Yeah,” I said in a somber tone, “I’m, uhh, waiting for Diane to call me upstairs. I’m, like, freaking out for some reason.”

      “Oh yeah,” she said, “I know the feeling. My nerves were really bad when she was alone with Bob. If it makes you feel any better, I had no idea what was really going to happen. Unlike you, I didn’t have a friend that had already tried it out, so you need to relax. Take a deep breath,” Haley was being rational, and she did help put my mind at ease.

      “You’re right,” I said, “I just can’t help but feel bad about it, and then there’s this other thing she said.”

      “What?” She asked.

      “She said she gets a lot of repeat business,” I just had to know the truth about Haley, and Bob, and how my life could turn out. “Are you one of those repeat customers.”

      Silence. After a brief bit of nothing, I could hear my best friend sighing deeply into the phone. I already knew the answer before she spoke.

      “Yes,” she admitted, “it’s weird to think about it now, but I think you’ll understand after it’s all over.”

      “I can’t believe it,” I said, “you’re in a marriage, and Bob sleeps around?”

      “No,” she said, “he doesn’t sleep around. I only allow Diane into our home. She’s truly a professional, and that’s why we keep her on retainer.”

      Right as I was about to start asking her a million questions, I heard my name being called from the top of the steps.

      “Sounds like she’s ready for you,” Haley said, “good luck.” I couldn’t see her face, but somehow I knew that she was smiling at me. “Bye now,”

      “B-bye,” I said right before hanging up the phone. I felt like a storm cloud was hanging over my head as I slowly approached the staircase. I looked up, and Diane was not there. The slow climb up the steps was a march I’ll never forget.
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      Entering my bedroom, and seeing my naked husband lying beside another woman was a monumental moment. Mentally, I knew that the proper response was to yell at him with tears in my eyes, but the only moisture that was coming out was in a place I did not expect. She looked at me as I walked towards the bed, his hands were exploring her perfect body, and she kissed him before addressing me.

      “Get on your knees,” she said as she looked deeply into his eyes. “Watch this,” she said with an evil grin to my husband.

      He was watching me carefully. Even though he had been told something, I could sense that he was still surprised to see me obey this woman unconditionally as I dropped to my knees. She put one of her bare feet towards my face, and I already knew what she was going to have me do.

      “Kiss it,” she said, “look at how she loves it. See her face, that nervousness is not what it seems. She was born to do this sort of thing, and your marriage will improve as you begin to take charge.”

      I kissed the bottom of her foot one time, and she pressed her foot back to my lips. Without her saying a word, I understood that she wanted me to continue planted kisses all over her foot. It was embarrassing to look my husband in the eyes as I performed the act, but I could see his cock beginning to harden. Seeing his cock rise was motivation to submit myself further at the feet of a strange woman. Diane continued as if I was not even in the room.

      She was wiggling her toes as I kissed up and down her foot. I could see my husband’s hands find her large breasts, and he bit down on his lip as he squeezed them. She made me feel insecure about my body in more ways than one, but all of that looked like nothing considering the fact that I was on my knees with my lips on her foot.

      “Suck her toes,” Marco said right before he pressed his lips to hers.

      It had been so long since Marco had given me explicit orders in the bedroom, and it felt like a flame was reignited. I opened my mouth, and put two of her toes in my mouth. The sounds of my sucking were polluted by the sound of their kiss. It almost felt like a competition to see who could make the most sound, but either way I was in the losing position. She moaned as I massaged her toes with my tongue, and I slipped them between her toes as if I was flossing them. It was oddly a turn on, something I would have never requested, but when told to do it, I found the experience very intimate. I could see the pleasure I was giving her, and it made me feel as if I was doing a good job.

      Diane pulled her foot away from my mouth, and instinctively tried to continue sucking on her toes. She giggled at me as she pulled away from her kiss with Marco, and she ordered me to get on the bed. She started to get on her hands and knees, and I could see her ass. Marco rubbed his hands on it in a circular motion before gently spanking her.

      “Come here,” he said, “kiss it!” He was grinning at me as he waited for me to come into his range.

      I slowly pressed my lips to her ass, and as I went to pull back, I felt his hand on the back of my head. I was thankful that he had done this, as I was afraid to show too much pleasure in being around another woman’s ass. Again, I was being introduced to acts of submission that I would have never considered on my own. It was like this whole experience was not for Marco at all. Was it possible that our marital problems were caused by my subconscious desire to be humiliated, and to worship another, more beautiful, woman? All of these thoughts were going through my mind, but ultimately I was too focused on her ass as my nose found its way between her crack.

      “Aww,” she said as she wiggled her ass around. My nose pushed deeper between her cheeks, and the two of them laughed at me. “Kiss my ass,” she said.

      It was hard to do initially, but I managed to press my lips to her asshole. She let out a loud moan, and I continued doing it to produce more pleasure for her. I could already see the next step, and I went for it without being instructed to do so. My tongue found its way to her asshole, and I began to lick up and down in short, quick motions. The sound of her moan only grew in volume, and my husband let go of my head.

      “You like that?” He asked as I felt his hand running down my back. It stopped right on my ass, and then I could not feel it anymore.

      “Yes,” I said between licks.

      “Yes sir to you!” He yelled as his hand swiftly came down on my ass. I had never been more pleased in my life to have my husband spanking me, and my pleasure left my body and entered the cuckcake’s. It was like she was able to suck all of my joy out of me, and it made me realize that she was stealing more than my husband from me.

      “Lay on your back!” Marco said as he helped me fall to my side. I got into the position, and Diane began to adjust her body so that her pussy was inches from my face.

      She said nothing, but she looked down at me, and she watched as my eyes alternated from her eyes, and the clit dangling only an inch or so from my mouth. She nodded her head, and winked at me to let me know that it was okay to taste her.

      “Good cuckquean,” she said as my lips kissed her pussy, “use your tongue.” She said.

      Marco was on his knees opposite of her, and I could see his rock hard cock as he stroked it. He was looking at me licking another woman’s pussy, and it was evident that it was turning him on. He let his cock hang, and it rested on my forehead. His precome was slowly dripping out, and I was being covered in both of their juices, while mine were being soaked up by my panties. I wanted to touch myself, but the cuckquean is never to receive pleasure. It was my duty to simply serve these two as they both achieved a pleasure that I was forbidden from experiencing. In a way, that was my pleasure, and it was something that was exclusive to my status in the bedroom. I wondered if either of them were slightly jealous of me for that reason, but it was likely a foolish thought for me to consider.

      I watched as he became unable to hold back his desires any longer. Marco took it upon himself to start positioning Diane in a way where her ass was now resting on my face. I was able to see her smiling at me until he pressed his body into hers. His cock smoothly slid inside of her hole, and she let out a sound to alert me of her pleasure.

      “Oh my god,” she said, “your husband’s cock is so good!” She was breathing heavily, and I could tell that my husband’s virility multiplied from the statement. I could see nothing, but flashes of light, and my husband’s crotch as he thrashed in and out of her while I remained close to the action.

      He was pumping into her slowly at first, but as they started to speed up her ass was putting a lot pressure on my mouth. I mumbled something, and she shifted her weight backwards, and sat down on my breasts. I was pinned down, and I wanted to touch myself, but the only thing I could do is feel my husband move his knees forward, and cover my face with his ass. He laughed at the position, and started to sit back more, and have her do more of the work. It was not an ideal position for pleasure, but the purpose of their love was to show me that I was nothing but a pathetic cuckquean. I felt my whole body begin to shake, and I whimpered as I wanted nothing more than to be rewarded for my loyalty.

      I managed to move my face left and right and nuzzled my face between my husband’s ass. I could hear his breathing change as I incorporated the same technique I used on Diane on him. He was making sounds that I had never heard before.

      “That’s fucking right!” He shouted, “lick my fucking ass!” It felt like the dynamic in our relationship was changing rapidly, but it also felt like it was moving in a positive direction.

      There was a strange compulsion inside of me that needed to be fulfilled. I went for it, regardless of how it made me look, and I wrapped my arms around his thighs and pulled him tightly into my face with my tongue stuck out as far as it could go. I slid right inside of his ass, and the sound he made confirmed my suspicions. His body began to shake, and Diane continued to rock her hips towards his cock. His body began to shake, and Diane was vocal in her conquest.

      “Come inside me,” she said, “yes, yes!” I knew that it wasn’t over even though the sounds were starting to taper off.

      Marco eventually pushed my hands away, and he backed up. I could see his semi erect cock slowly decreasing in size as he looked down at me as if he had conquered me. Our eye contact was strong until Diane shifted her weight forward, and covered my face with her pussy. His come was pouring out of her, and she initially had her pussy pressed towards the top of my face. As she slid down towards my mouth, my face was covered with Marco’s come, and he laughed as he watched me begin to clean the woman that had just fucked him. It was the most humiliating moment of my life, yet I felt a stronger bond with my husband. It was like we could trust one another again, and weirdly I knew that he and I would be better off from the experience. Haley was right.

      “Hand me my purse,” Diane said to Marco with her finger pointed to the dresser. He got up, and retrieved it for her, and I was trying to understand why. Her reason became clear, in fact, it became crystal clear. “Look at yourself,” she said as she pointed a makeup mirror at me. She wanted me to look myself in the eyes as I cleaned her come filled hole.

      It was definitely shocking to see how I really looked. The first person view was humiliating, but seeing what they saw made me realize the full extent of it all. My face was glazed with their come, and my hair was matted in parts as it hardened. My eye makeup, that I had spent so long perfecting, was smeared and it made me look cheap. They had both conquered me, and their laughter only reinforced their opinion of me as I cleaned up after their affair. My only problem, however, was the fact that my pussy was not going to see any action no matter what I did. Begging came to mind, but I knew that it was a useless idea.

      What felt like twenty minutes had passed before Diane finally got off of me. I laid still, not knowing what to do, or if they were even done with me as the two of them left the room together.

      “Gwen,” Diane said from the doorway, “come on. You have to assist us in the shower now.”

      I got up, and I followed the two of them into the shower. I couldn’t believe that after all of that, I was now going to be the one scrubbing the hard to reach places. They were both satisfied with the session, but I still had a hunger that needed fulfilled. It was only going to get worse, but I knew that my only option was to wait for her to go home. If I could only be alone with my husband, I was positive that I could convince him to fuck me. He was now armed with knowledge of what he could do with me, and I knew that he wouldn’t be able to resist it.
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      I walked into the shower behind my husband, and the woman that had just used my mouth as a way of cleaning out the aftermath of their affair. Both of them were in good spirits as they waited for me to go into the shower, and turn it on.

      “Not too hot,” Diane said, “hot water isn’t that great for you skin. You should probably remember that.” She said to me as I revealed more of my skin to her as I stepped out of my clothes.

      She was right. There were so many things I could learn from a powerful woman like her. She just had this level of confidence that I can only assume comes with her profession as a cuckcake. I had no idea exactly how many marriages she got involved in, but I could just tell that she seemed to be a master had her craft. The way that my husband looked at her as she stepped into the shower made me feel jealous.

      “Come here cuckquean!” She shouted, “clean me.” She paused and her straight face turned into a cruel smile, “again.” Both her and my husband laughed at me.

      There isn’t much a woman like me can say after going through what I just had experienced. Paying a woman to come into your home so that she can fuck you husband while they make fun of you is not exactly a position you want to be in when it comes to an exchange of hostile words. Besides, I didn’t actually feel any seriously negative emotions towards her. Jealousy was likely to be the only one that I experienced, but I actually found myself wanting to leverage that emotion to make myself better. It was possible that this is why she was so good at fixing marriages. Did this make women like me try harder to please their disappointed husbands?

      I stripped out of my clothes, and entered the shower. I felt so weak compared to such a beautiful woman, and that effect was compounded as I grabbed a rag and squeezed a massive gob of liquid soap on it. She snapped her fingers, and pointed at the floor to signal that she wanted me to start on my knees, and work my way up. I obeyed her non verbal command, and began applying soap to the same foot that I had previously worshiped. She lifted her feet one at a time, and then I covered every square inch of her legs with soap as I worked my way up her body. My husband was standing behind me, and he was leaning over me as he kissed and flirted with Diane.

      Eventually, I had made my way up to her crotch, and I began to clean her pussy and ass with the rag. Thoughts of moments not long ago were in my mind as I was so close to areas that had been thrusted and wiped all over my face. The act of licking out Marco’s come from her hole was not really an efficient way to clean her pussy, but it was symbolic in that I was showing my absolute approval of the affair. It was a device used for me to understand my new position in the marriage that I had been struggling with for so long, and it was a sign of ultimate submission.

      “Stop!” She said as I began to work the rag past her waist, “you better get a new one for the rest of my body.”

      “O-okay,” I said as I quickly grabbed a few rags from the basket I had placed just on the outside of the shower.

      She was standing just out of the range of the water, and her body was covered in a thick layer of soap. I lathered it on all of the way up to her chest, and then she told me to stop. She asked Marco to stand against the wall, and she snapped her fingers at me and pointed at a position right where the water was landing. I got into my position, and I could feel the warm water beating down on my head, and making my hair look ridiculous. I had already washed it, but now she was adding more work to my routine.

      With Marco pinned against the wall, I watched as she began grinding her body up and down on him. She was sharing the soap with him, and he was moaning as he felt her breasts brush against his drained cock. He was already showing signs of arousal, and it made my body tremble with more lust. There was a sudden bit of hope to be had that I would somehow achieve an orgasm despite my low status as a cuckquean. She stood back and helped him turn around, and then she continued to grind her back against his. Their butts touching, and his hand slowly disappearing from against the wall to area around his cock.

      “You need to learn how to take care of man,” she said as she looked down at me. I was struggling to keep the water out of my face, but it was a useless battle. “This is why your marriage is so bad,” she said with a condescending tone.

      She snapped her fingers when she was done, and signaled for me to switch places with them again. I did as she wanted, and observed the two of them rinsing off the soap as their hands fondled one another. She reached down and smiled as she grabbed his hard cock.

      “He wants to play?” She asked.

      “Yeah,” he said with a bit of arrogance. He felt like a king.

      “Please him cuckquean,” she ordered.

      “O-okay,” I said as I tried to look for more signs of exactly what to do. Her instructions were somewhat vague, and I could have easily interpreted them as presenting Marco with my desperate pussy.

      All of my questions were answered when Marco approached with his cock in his hand. He walked right up to me, and grabbed my wet hair with his free hand, and pulled downwards so that my face was looking straight up into the air. He plopped his cock on my face, and proceeded to smack me with it. It wasn’t giving him physical pleasure, but mentally he was dominating his wife in a way that he probably dreamed of doing when we were fighting. He was getting what he felt was his rightful revenge on me.

      “Kiss it!” He said in an aggressive tone as he released his grip on my hair.

      I began to kiss his cock, and he moved himself around to show me what parts that he wanted me to kiss next. I tried to look him in the eyes, but his smug smirk made me feel ashamed of myself for some reason.

      “Look at me!” He said with his eyes filled with dominance. “Open your mouth!”

      I said nothing, but I obeyed my husband, and he used both of his hands to grab my hair as if it was a handle, and he thrust his pulsing cock deep into my mouth with one quick motion. He wasted no time as he started to fuck my mouth with the same speed that he would fuck my pussy. His eyes never left my face, and I knew that I was looking more pathetic by the minute. I could see Diane slowly come into view as she walked up behind him. Her hands wrapped around his body, and she started to grope him, and aid him in his pleasure. She put her lips on his neck, and kissed him everywhere that she wanted, and occasionally she flashed a look at me to let me know that she was the winner. I was just the woman on my knees that was only good for being face fucked. She was the classy goddess that got whatever she wanted.

      My husband took his eyes from me, and I watched as he stared at the wall above me. He was in full focus, only caring about the form of his thrusts into my mouth, and the sensation of having such a beautiful cuckcake explore his body with her hands. Eye contact was replaced by Diane, as she looked down at me with a victorious glance.

      “Three, two, one,” Diane said, “come on her face Marco!” Her timing was impeccable, and right as she instructed him to humiliate, he pulled out and his cock began to cover my face with his hot come. It was the first time in my marriage that I had taken his load on my face, and I was missing the old position that annoyed me with the water beating down on me.

      “Wow,” Marco said as he started to regain his senses. His cock had been drained twice now, and I could see that reality was really beginning to kick in for him. “Finally, something that you’re good for.”

      Marco walked towards the water, and let it rinse down his body. He held his empty cock and balls in his hands and let the water cleanse what little come off of it that was not painted on my face. Satisfied, he and Diane walked out of the shower and began drying one another off. They were giggling, and flirting still as I remained motionless in the corner with semen slowly dripping down my face.

      “Go ahead and clean yourself up,” Diane said as they started to exit. The two of them walked out, and it took me a minute before I could finally stand. Oddly, the first thing that came to mind was not cleaning the come from my face, but instead to masturbate. That’s exactly what I did, but I did it as quietly as possible.
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      When I got out of the shower, and walked into the bedroom, I saw the two of them cuddled up with one another under the blankets. It was the first time that I had seen Marco sleeping anywhere near the upstairs. I froze in the doorway as I wasn’t exactly sure what the proper cuckquean etiquette was. I waited for my cuckcake to instruct me.

      “Here,” she said as she grabbed one of the throw pillows from the bed, “you’re on the floor tonight.

      I said nothing, and I walked towards her to grab the pillow, and right as I was about to grab it from her hands, she dropped onto the floor. It was too dark to see if she was smiling at me, but I could sense that she knew exactly what she had done. I opened the bottom drawer of one of the dressers, and grabbed a fresh bed sheet to use as a blanket. I wasn’t sure what side to sleep on, so I opted for neutral ground, and made my bed at the foot of the bed. I laid down, and the room was silent except for the occasional movement happening on the bed. Every little toss and turn felt like a potential moment that they were going to fuck again, but it became more clear as time went on that they were truly tired, and ready for a relaxing sleep.

      I laid awake for what felt like an eternity. Suspicions of them fooling around right at that moment were in my head, but mostly I was thinking about what I had just done. So many firsts for me were taking place, and my husband was gaining the upper hand on me. I couldn’t see any scenario where I would be the one in the power position.

      “At least we’re sleeping in the same room,” I thought to myself. I couldn’t help but chuckle lightly as I thought about how it was actual progress. This strange victory put my mind at ease, and I eventually drifted off to sleep.

      My slumber was interrupted by the sounds of something happening on the bed above me. I used my hands to push myself up, so that I could see what was going on, and I was confronted with the backside of Diane as she straddled my husband’s cock. I had no idea what to do, or if I should even say anything. I was surprised that would be having sex without seeing if I wanted to partake.

      “Fuck yeah,” I could hear my husband whisper. He had no idea that I was watching them discreetly from position beneath them. “Your pussy is so much better than hers.” He said, but this time a little louder.

      He had confirmed what I had already began to feel. When the three of us were in session, I expected to hear these types of things, because it made sense considering the circumstances. They, however, were operating under the assumption that I was fast asleep, so his words were genuine, and not used to make me feel bad.

      She was riding him hard, and I was jealous of her abilities. I hated being the one on top. I liked having the control of how hard, and fast I could go, but I was never strong enough to hold the position for a long time. Diane was able to all sorts of things that I physically could not, and I watched as she kicked her feet out, and planted them firmly on the bed. With nothing but the pure strength of her legs, she slowly went up and down on his cock. I could hear his breathing, and it was loud and fast. He was going to come soon.

      “Come inside of Marco,” she said as she sat all of the way down on his cock. I could see her butt tightened as she received his load, and his breathing turned into moaning. I watched as his toes curled hard into his own skin, and I envied both of them as my own pussy was beginning to wake up.

      “Should we wake her up,” Marco said as the two of them started to come down from their orgasm.

      “Hmm,” Diane said, “that might not be a bad idea.” She turned around, and I froze instead of quickly going back into a fake sleep. “Looks like she’s been watching us,” she said with an evil grin. I could sense that she was happy to catch me in such a despicable act. “Come cuckquean, clean me.”

      Slowly, she got off of his cock. Using her hands to prevent his come from falling out of her, she slowly spun around, and sat down at the top of his pelvis. Her body prevented me from seeing Marco’s face as I crawled on the bed.

      “Clean my hand,” she said as she held out her open palm. There was come all over it, and I closed my eyes as I brought my tongue to her hand and began to lick it up. “Open your eyes,” she said as if she was annoyed with me. “I want to see that pretty little face of yours.”

      I certainly didn’t feel pretty. I had no makeup on, and I was licking my husband’s come from her hand as she watched me with an amused expression. When I got her hand clean, she examined it briefly before drying it off by running her hand through my hair.

      “Now my pussy,” she said as she laid back further. Her hands went down and spread open her superior pussy.

      I had to hold myself up, so that my weight would not be on my husband’s flaccid cock. It was at this point that I could see his head peek over her shoulder, and though I could not see his lips, I could see his smile forming in his eyes as I brought my tongue to another woman’s pussy.

      “You really like this huh?” He said as I was sucking the mess out of her, “you actually sat there and watched us. I can’t believe you didn’t say anything!”

      “I didn’t want to disturb you guys,” I said quickly before putting my tongue deep inside of her pussy to pull out the remnants of their sneaky affair.

      “Well,” she said, “looks like she is coming along nicely. I’m impressed.” Diane placed her hand on my head, and started to bob me up and down. It wasn’t about cleaning her anymore, she just wanted to extract pleasure from my mouth.

      She closed her eyes, and leaned back into my husband more. He wrapped his hands around her body, and held her tightly. It was a level of affection that I had been craving, but he was only giving to her so that she could feel more relaxed as I brought to an orgasm. She was less loud, and more gentle in the way that she let us all know that she had came. For some reason, I felt like I had achieved something by pleasuring her. She was starting to become a goddess in my mind, a goddess that I worshiped and obeyed because she was everything that I was not. She started to close her legs up, and she playfully pushed me away from her. I watched as she took her weight from my husband, and sat down beside him.

      “Good morning cuckquean!” She said with an evil laugh. I watched as she gathered saliva in her mouth, and before I knew it my face was covered with it.
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      After everything that had happened, the moment she spat in my face was the most humiliating thing. The way that Marco did nothing, and actually encouraged her to do it again made my heart beat fast. Strangely, the humiliation was becoming a huge part of my sex drive. I was starting to crave it, and I was holding back thoughts of telling them to increase the level. As they got off the bed together, and started to walk downstairs, I closed my eyes and thought about what it would feel like to be led through the streets of our neighborhood on a leash and collar. The idea of people knowing about my secrets was turning me on, and I had to snap out of it when I heard them calling for me.

      “Cuckquean,” she yelled from the bottom of the stairs, “come here cuckquean!” She was slapping her knee, and I felt as if she had somehow read my mind by the way she was calling me. The leash and collar would make sense in this scenario had I been wearing one.

      I snapped out of my daze, and quickly made my way downstairs to see the two of them sitting at the kitchen table.

      “Breakfast and coffee,” Marco said to me sternly, “I shouldn’t even have to tell you this.” He grinned as he shifted his focus to Diane.

      “Mind if I smoke?” She asked Marco.

      “Go ahead. I don’t care,” he said, “get her something she can use as an ashtray.”

      “Y-yes,” I said trying my best to hold back my rage. In all of the years that we owned the house no one had ever lit up a cigarette inside. I wasn’t in the position to say anything, so I just placed a small dish on the table for her to use.

      “Thanks,” she said, “you’re a doll.” Her and I both knew she was playing a power game. I couldn’t understand why, because it seemed evident that she had already asserted her dominance multiple times.

      The kitchen was filled with the smoke that she kept breathing out of her lungs, and it almost felt like she was aiming her smoke in my direction just to see if I’d say anything. I kept my resolve, and focused on doing as I was told to do.

      “How would you like your coffee?” I asked.

      “Black,” she said confidently, “but hold on for one second.”

      “Yes?” I asked feeling slightly confused.

      “I want you to start addressing me as Mistress, and your husband as Master.” She said as she moved her eyes off of mine, and towards Marco. He was squirming in his seat, and I could tell he was getting aroused from the thought of having a wife that called him Master all of the time.

      “Yes Mistress,” I said as I retrieved their coffees. My husband also drank black coffee. I set them down in front of them, and went back to make myself a cup with lots of cream and sugar.

      After taking a huge gulp of well deserved caffeine, I started cracking eggs into a hot skillet. Thankfully, they both said that they were fine with scrambled eggs. I’ve never been able to get them fried properly, and I always break the yolk I was thinking about how I could end up being punished for providing the two of them with a subpar breakfast. It made me laugh on the inside, but soon my focus was shifted on what was being said behind me. I tried to pretend as if I was not listening as I cut up an assortment of fresh fruits to lay out on the table.

      “So,” Diane said, “if you guys are interested in hiring me again, the next session is a little bit different.”

      “How so?” Marco asked. He was clearly very interested, and willing for us to shell out the cash. It made sense considering he knew that if he continued with her program he could continue to sleep with her.

      “Well,” she said, “believe it or not, before I got into this I was a professional dominatrix. I did that after grad school for a few years until I stumbled upon this.”

      “Alright.” Marco said as he listened to her every word. I set down the platter of assorted fruit, and returned to my hot coffee as I stirred the eggs around.

      “I don’t do that anymore, but I picked up a lot of skills when I was touring the world. I’ve met hundreds of other professionals, and they taught me many things. Basically,” she paused for a second. I could hear her slurping some of her coffee. “I teach men proper technique in domination, and I will be giving you a basic rundown on bondage.”

      “You mean like whips, and handcuffs, and stuff like that?” I could hear his brain working out his future already, and I did my best to keep quiet. The concept of being placed into bondage was something I already was prepared to sign up for.

      “Yeah, that sort of thing,” she said. “Our little cuckquean over there will be perfect to practice on. She’s a natural submissive,” she said, “Like I told you last night, a huge problem with your marriage boils down to you not giving her what she craves. It’s not your fault though, because she did not even know who she was. I think she learned a lot about herself last night. Isn’t that right?”

      “Y-yes Mistress,” I said realizing that not only did I sign up for it, but I also revealed the fact that I was eavesdropping. She didn’t miss a beat, so I could only assume that she was expecting to have been listening. She was always on top of everything.

      “That settles that then. You can send the payment the same way you did last time. It will be the same price.” Diane said.

      I brought them both their plates, and silverware. They didn’t even say thank you to me as they started eating. I brought over my own plate and coffee, and I was quickly dismissed.

      “You don’t sit with us,” Diane said firmly as she put the food that I worked so hard on in her mouth. Marco let out a single “ha” as he quickly made work of the food I made for him. I was sure to give him a little bit extra, because I knew that he was in need of calories from all of the energy he had burned.

      I ate my breakfast quietly in the kitchen as the two of them laughed and joked with one another. I felt left out of not only their lust, but also their emotional connection. She was telling him all kinds of stories about the types of men she would meet working as a professional dominatrix, and the some of the odd requests she got. I had no idea such a world existed anywhere outside of the occasional pop culture reference. I always thought it was absurdly fringe for guys to pay women to get beat up or spanked, but she talked about it as if it was possible that the neighbors next door were up to it at that very moment.

      “Thank you for having me over Marco,” she said. I heard the chair being shoved backwards, and she came into kitchen. “I’ll be leaving now. I’ve just got a message from one of my other clients, and they cancelled their session this coming Saturday. Have the payment in my account as soon as possible, and we’ll have our session then.”

      “O-okay, uhh, thank you Mistress,” I said as I looked down at the floor.

      “See you Marco,” she said as she walked towards the door, “bye bye,” she said quietly to me in the most sinister tone imaginable. She walked out, inadvertently slamming the door behind her. It was now just myself, and my dear husband.

      “And now I have you all to myself,” Marco said suddenly as he came up behind me. “I had no idea you were such a freak!” He was looking at me as if he owned me, but his smile was reassuring. I felt so good to be getting attention from him for once.

      He grabbed me, and pulled me into his body as he pulled my hair. He began planting kisses down my neck, and he paused as he got to the collar of my shirt. He stepped back, and before he could say anything I ripped it off from over my head, and he grabbed me by the hair. Marco led me into the living room, and he sat down on the couch.

      “Fuck me Marco,” I said as he was pulling my hair.

      “What did Mistress Diane tell you?” He said as he pulled me over his lap, my butt sticking up in the air.

      “Fuck me Master!” I said to correct my mistake. I was glad to know what the expectations were.

      “That’s not good enough!” He shouted, but I could tell that he was merely roleplaying. It felt good to be having fun with him again.

      He roughly pulled down my pants, and exposed my bare ass to the fresh morning air as he gently rubbed his hand on my butt. He proceeded to spank me, with each connection growing more firm than the last, and he continued as if I was going to be living the rest of my life over his knee while he punished me for not calling him my master.

      “Harder!” I said to taunt him. I couldn’t hold back a slight chuckle, and I looked over my shoulder to see him raise his eyebrows. He was amused with my enthusiasm.

      “Shut the fuck up!” Marco said as he pulled me further, and pushed my body over the arm of the couch. My ass was prime for the taking.

      Without a word being said between us, I was finally getting what I had been craving the entire night that Diane was over. Masturbating alone in the shower was not how I wanted to live my life, and the feeling of his rock hard cock being shoved into my pussy confirmed my suspicions. He didn’t go slowly at first, but he didn’t have to. My pussy was warm and waiting for him the second that I was first confronted with the two of them flirting with one another.

      My walls were tight around his throbbing cock, as he grabbed my ass with both hands and squeezed hard. I let out a gasp, and told me to shut up as he continued to use my hole to satisfy himself. I could tell that he was not worried about my pleasure, but interesting it was that very same intention that was leading me down the path to orgasm. As I felt his cock begin to twitch inside of me, I knew that he was preparing to shoot his load.

      Right as I started to howl from the pleasure, he pulled his cock from inside of me and I felt his come spraying on my backside. He didn’t want to give me his gift, but he had no qualms filling up Diane. This realization inspired more jealousy which ironically fueled the power of my orgasm as he started to become more gentle with his hands.

      “Oh my god,” I said as I closed my eyes tightly. I wasn’t worried about how I was going to exactly get his come off of my back. “T-thank you,” I said, “Master.”

      Marco was breathing heavily, and I watched as he walked into the kitchen. He came back with a roll of paper towels, and he handed them to me.

      “Here,” he said unable to hold back his laughter. I knew that he had made quite a mess on me.

      “Thank you Master,” I said as I took the paper towels from him. I quickly caught the semen that was starting to drip down the sides of my body, and luckily I prevented the couch from becoming stained with our deviance. He watched me clean myself with a huge grin on his face.

      “I love you,” he said as he leaned down towards my face. He kissed me softly on the lips, “I mean that.”

      “I love you too,” I said with feelings of happiness rushing into my body. It had been so long since the two of us had exchanged those simple, but necessary words, “I love you with all of my heart.” Any minuscule doubt I had in my mind about not sending the payment over to Diane was completely gone.
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      “That sounds really hot,” Haley said to me after I told him nearly every detail of my session with Diane. “I told you, she is a master at her craft. I don’t fully understand the psychology behind it, but something clicks in your brain. Am I right?”

      “Yeah,” I said as I took a sip from my cup, “you were right, and I have only you to thank.”

      “Don’t worry about it,” she said, “I am just so happy that you and Marco are talking again. It was a similar experience with Bob, and I but we ended up opting for a second session almost immediately.”

      “What was the second session like?” I asked as if I was ignorant to it all. I don’t know why I wasn’t being fully honest with my best friend, but I felt like it gave me some sort of edge for some reason.

      “It’s even better than the first,” she said, “basically Diane used to be a dominatrix, you know, the women with the leather and the whips. She taught Bob all kinds of tricks, and our sex life hasn’t been the same since. I mean that in a good way too,” she smiled and laughed as she took a long sip from her cup. “You should totally try it.”

      “Maybe,” I said, “who knows?”

      I left Haley with all sorts of images in my head about what Diane was going to teach my husband. The night that we had sex after Diane left us alone was proof that something had changed inside of Marco’s head. Objectively, it was a concerning idea that my husband saw me as less than he saw me before, but Haley seemed to reassure me that BDSM wasn’t like that at all. On a physical level, the submissive is appearing to be the subject of humiliation, but in reality it is all done out of love. It is about strengthening the bonds of trust, and after thinking about it I was starting to understand. To bow to my husband without the ability to move would be a display of great trust. Diane was going to teach him how to wield such power, and that in turn would make our marriage stronger.

      The simple fact that Marco did not begin running around and chasing after women feeling as if he had carte blanche proved that he was understanding the new paradigm shift in our marriage. He was given the upper hand, but it was in a limited sort of way with checks and balances that reinforced the need for us to be together. How Diane formulated this theory and recipe for success is beyond me, but I imagine it has to do with her vast experience working with all sorts of people.

      Talking with Haley reminded me to send over the proper payment to Diane, so that we could guarantee our spot. I did that as soon as I got home. For the first time in my life I found myself looking up the term dominatrix on the internet, and watching videos. They looked how I imagined, but I was amazed with all of the different things men allowed to be done to them. The common thread, however, was that the dominatrix, or mistress, was always in control, and her submissive was always loyal. Often times the men would look as if they could over power with ease, yet they did not. They allowed themselves to be placed in bondage, and humiliated with words or pain. I started to interject myself into these scenes, and imagining that it was my husband being the one in control. It was hard not to touch myself as I imagined Marco roughly pinning me to the bed, and handcuffing my wrists together as he set himself up to have dominion over my body.

      The crazy thoughts in my mind caused me to close out of the videos I was watching, so that I could focus on reality. Watching the videos, and reading a few posts written by both males and females gave me a better understanding of what was going to happen. It made me consider that it was possible for us to no longer need a cuckcake in our bedroom if Marco enjoyed his role as my master.

      But then I considered myself. I was still thinking like a regular woman that expected her husband to be faithful to her. I couldn’t deny how the whole experience of being a cuckquean made me feel. It wasn’t just for Marco, and in reality I might of enjoyed it more than him. The way that Diane handled me as if I was her little toy, and how I was like a maid that came in and cleaned up their mess. Licking her pussy was exciting. Seeing her look into my eyes as I went down on her made me quiver, and feel nervous, but I was turned on, and in love with position underneath them. The shame I felt as Marco watched me was not a shame that you feel after failing an exam, or getting fired from a job. It was a sexual shame that sent fire inside of me, and I was ready for more. I was addicted to the shame.

      “Hey honey,” Marco said as we walked in. I nearly jumped because I was so lost in my thoughts and hearing his voice scared me. “What’s going on?” He asked.

      “Nothing,” I said, “I just sent over the payment to Diane, and confirmed everything.”

      “How do you feel about it?” He asked. It was nice to see him talk to me as an equal as we were clearly taking huge leaps in our marriage. It couldn’t always be “yes sir,” and “yes master,” all of the time.

      “I’m excited,” I admitted, “and nervous.” I laughed a little bit, and he returned the favor.

      “If you don’t want to do any of this, you don’t have too.” He said as he walked over towards me and sat down. “I know you’re the one that set this all up, but I just want to make sure you’re doing what you feel is best for you.”

      A tear almost came from my eye. Hearing my dear husband talk to me so sweetly was something that I had been craving for so long. To hide the fact that I had nothing to say, and that I wanted to cry tears of joy, I wrapped my arms around his neck and buried my face in his hard chest. I breathed in his masculine scent, and I started to rub his back as I thought about how I wanted him to take me right then and there. He held me tightly for a moment, and then it appeared that my non verbal message had been delivered.

      Marco pulled my hair gently, and didn’t waste a moment to place his lips onto mine. Our lips connected for a brief moment, before he began using his tongue to pin down my own. As he kissed me passionately, he began to lean forward and it caused me to land on my back. He smiled at me as he started to make quick work of my pants.

      “I need a shower!” I said honestly. I was feeling a little sweaty, and my new mindset had me constantly comparing myself to Diane. She appeared to be perfect as if nothing disgusting ever came from her.

      “I don’t care,” he said. “I love your body just the way it is right now!” He discarded my pants as if they were nothing but a piece of trash to him, and he quickly started working on his own.

      His words drove me wild, and I never felt so desired before in my life. He attacked my lips as he slid his hard cock into my pussy. I took him inside with a warm welcome, and he was gentle this time as he gradually built up his speed. I was experiencing an overload of feelings as he bit down on my lips, and pulled away. I felt like he had me, and could do anything with me, but he was choosing to love me, to respect me in this moment. It was strange to consider the fact that I would be soon tied up, and at his mercy as he punished me for my sins. I was in a euphoric state of mind, and I didn’t even realize that he was pumping me with all of his might until I was unable to think of anything but the joy that he was currently giving me.

      “Oh fuck!” I called out, “fuck me Master!” I said to reinforce his role. I loved his sweetness, but I was ready for his roughness to get more intense.

      “Shut the fuck up!” He said with a growl. His cock was punishing my hole as if I had done something to disrespect him.

      I took his command as a challenge. I wasn’t going to let him even hear my moan, and after minutes of him thrashing his cock in and out of me, he started to notice that he was not getting an overly positive response. The ball was in his court now, and he somehow upped his game, and lifted my legs up high and approached everything from a new angle. This new position, the new parts of me that were getting hit, made it impossible for me to remain quiet. I could see his ego return to where it was, and he smirked at me before shooting his load deep inside of me. I almost wanted to pinch myself; I couldn’t believe he shot it inside of this time.

      “Oh wow,” I said as I tried to not look like trembling fool from the powerful orgasm that he gave me, “that was so good.” I said, “thank you master.”

      “You’re very welcome,” he said as he started to get off of the couch, “cuckquean.” He walked out of the room towards the shower. He knew that I was just coming down from euphoria, and he strategically reminded me of my cuckquean status.

      “Fuck,” I said as I put my hand over my pussy. I let his come drip out of me as I waited to get the strength to be able to stand.
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      The day came, and it felt like it took forever. Marco and I had been getting along great, but there was a common thing on both of our minds. We were both feeling the anticipation, the nervousness, and the lust for what was to come when our cuckcake arrived. I had learned my lesson, and I did not bother getting dolled up to look overly pretty for her. I already knew that she was a league or two above me, and that I would run the risk of just getting my makeup messed up again when I inevitably had my face buried somewhere not conducive to having copious amounts of cosmetics painted on your face.

      “Hello cuckquean,” Diane said as she entered our home. She was dressed much like the women I saw in the videos I was watching.

      “Wow,” Marco said, “that outfit is hot!” He was practically drooling as he looked her up and down.

      She wore high heel leather boots that went all the way up to her knees, and a leather dress that clung to her body like plastic wrap. All of her curves were on display, and her hair almost was camouflaged by the darkness of her attire as she wore it long and over her shoulders. Her lipstick was crimson, and she was looking at me to gauge my reaction to her clothing. I tried to hold in my desire to get on my knee and worship her as a queen. Her presentation just seemed as if it would be the right thing to do.

      “Let’s have a quick little chat,” she said as she sat down on the couch. She placed a bag on the table, and I had a feeling it was filled with all sorts of different tools of the trade. “Basic ground rules are important. Not only for tonight, but also for when the two of you are alone.” She sat back, and looked at both of us carefully.

      “Alright,” Marco said. If he had a pen and paper, he looked like he would’ve started taking notes.

      “The first thing we need is a safe word,” she said, “Gwen, what word do you want to use? It can be any word, but it’s best if it’s something completely random and unrelated.”

      “Umm,” I felt an enormous amount of pressure on me. It almost felt like I would be judged based on my word selection. “Popcorn.” I said, “is that alright?”

      “That’s perfect,” Diane said. Marco was giggling at my selection, but she paid him no attention. “If for any reason, any of us say popcorn, that means we all need to stop what we’re doing. Everyone follow me so far?”

      “Yes,” both Marco and I said in unison.

      “Good,” she said as she grabbed her bag. She started placing various items on the table. “This is a ball gag,” she said holding one up, “we’re not going to use one today, because this will prevent our cuckquean from using the safe word if she needs it. It is something that can be used once the two of you understand each other more. Remember, this exercise is more about building trust with one another than trying to be overly sadistic. In a weird way, Gwen holds all of the power, because she can stop us all with just one word.”

      The way she explained BDSM was so simple, and it all started to click for me. She was right, I did have power over both of them, and they could only punish me to a level that I felt was acceptable. Her explanations put any nervousness at rest, and I almost began begging for her to shut up and take us upstairs so that we could get started.

      Diane showed us other items in the bag. She had ropes, handcuffs, blindfolds, butt plugs, and something she called a flogger.

      “All of these tools can make the two of you bond in a way that you never thought possible.” She said as she held the flogger. It had a small black handle, with several small leather whips coming out of it. “I remember when I first became a dominatrix, I was nervous. The thought of causing someone pain was not what I was interested in, but the first guy that I used these types of tools on actually guided me. He walked me through the process, and explained what I’m explaining to the two of you today. When I whipped him for the first time, I felt powerful, and strong, but I also felt empathy for him when he began crying out in pain. It was hard for me to keep that relationship strictly business, because I started to really appreciate him. His subservience to me was not pathetic or disgraceful; I saw it as a thing of beauty.”

      I could see Marco getting hot, but he was trying to hide it. It was the same thing for me as I thought about the two of them using all of the tools at the same time and showing me an unforgettable experience. The thought of another woman watching my husband and I as she coached him along the way was unlocking the exhibitionist inside of me. I still had difficulty getting over the fact that a simple payment was making all of this popular.

      “You aren’t charging enough for this sort of thing,” I thought to myself as I looked at the beautiful Diane sitting gracefully on the couch. I wouldn’t dare express my thoughts though, because I was already seeing future expenditures on the horizon in terms of toys for Marco and I.

      “Shall we?” Diane said. Marco looked at me for me to confirm, and I nodded my head to him to let him know that I was ready and willing.

      “Yes,” he said, “we’re ready.”
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      The three of us were in the bedroom, and I was ordered to remove all of my clothing. Diane looked as if she was not getting undressed at all as she started laying out the toys on our dresser. She was careful with them, almost admiring them as she placed each one carefully. Her respect for these items, and what they represented was astounding.

      “Bend over!” She said as she held a butt plug in her hand with a bottle of lubricant in the other.

      “Yes Mistress,” I said as I put my hands down on the edge of the bed. She pushed my shoulders down to get me to go down further.

      “Just a little bit of lube,” she said as she spoke to Marcos as if I wasn’t even in the room. “Apply it like this,” I could feel a cold gob of lube being spread around my asshole. “Take the rest that is stuck to your finger, and rub it on this, and slowly,” she said as I felt the thing being shoved into my ass. It was surprisingly not as painful as I initially thought when I saw the size of the thing. Apparently, it was a beginner's size.

      “Are you okay sweetie?” Marco asked.

      “Yes Master,” I said hoping to make him feel more confident about how I felt.

      I was ordered to lay down completely, and to put my hands behind my back. She allowed Marco to tie them up, but she gave him very clear instructions. He was a fast learner as she instructed him to tie my arms together while each of my hands were touching the other arm’s elbow. When he was finished, I could feel her hand tugging on my arms, and she let out a sound of approval.

      “Now we’ll take care of her legs,” she said as she pushed one of my feet up to bend my knee. “You do the other one, and watch me as I do this one,” she said. I felt Marco pushing the other leg up just like her, and the two of them started tying my legs up. I could feel the expert knots being formed by Diane, and my husband was much slower, and more sloppy with his technique. Still, he was getting much approval from Diane, so it was clear that he had some talent.

      They were done, and I realized very quickly how effective her technique was. There was nothing I could do, but lay there and flap my legs together. I was useless, and they watched me struggle for a moment.

      “Yes,” Diane said, “try to break free. This. Is. Entertainment.” Her laughter was cruel, but honest. I couldn’t do a damn thing about it.

      I was laying on my stomach with my chin resting against the bed, and my knees digging into the mattress. I realized the only thing I could do was crawl by using my shoulders, and knees, and when I tried it I only got rewarded with further laughter.

      “She’s trying to escape!” Marco said, “what are we going to do!?” He laughed, but I stopped moving. I could sense I was about to be punished for my actions.

      “We’re going to whip her now,” Diane said calmly, “it’s what she deserves.”

      My asshole tightened around the butt plug, and I let out a gasp as I felt the leather whip grazing against my soft ass. Instinctively, I closed my legs to protect my ass, but that wasn’t what I wanted to do.

      “We’ll take care of that right now,” she said. More rope was being used, but this time to keep my legs spread apart. I was completely bare, and now unable to crawl with my tied legs connected to the bed frame. “I could tie her up so she couldn’t even blink,” she said confidently, “but we’re doing it step by step. You can see how she naturally goes for whatever bit of slack she gets right?”

      “Yeah,” he said, “I see. So I learn from trial and error, and eventually I’ll get it so she can’t move at all. Her attempts at escape are actually lessons.” He was laughing as he started to understand what he was learning more.

      “And now,” Diane said, “she gets punished!” She came down hard on my ass with the flogger. I didn’t expect it at all, it happened so fast.

      “Oh my god!” I yelled, “fuck!” I was breathing heavy, and my body was shaking. I had never felt such a painful feeling on my ass before. Right as I recovered I felt the flogger again, but somehow she hit me harder.

      “Learn to obey!” She yelled at me, “don’t be a fool!” She whipped me again, and again, and I could feel the water starting to form in my eyes. It was a pleasurable pain, but it was strange how I couldn’t naturally shield my body due to the bondage that I was in. “You hit harder, and harder, and then you reduce the level. Hot and cold,” she said to Marco, “get a feel for it. Watch her body, and pay attention to her every move. Soon,” she said, “you’ll understand her body better than she understands it.”

      I was unable to see what was going on behind me, and I could hear slight whispering. It was like they were plotting against me as I laid on the bed without the ability to move or respond. The excitement and thrill of it all was almost overwhelming, but I felt I could take much more. The safe word allowed me to express my pain without fear of them stopping. I didn’t need to pretend that it didn’t hurt. I could yell and scream as naturally as I wanted, because they only needed to hear me say popcorn to know the truth.

      Suddenly, I could feel fingers touching my pussy. I moaned, and squirmed and the only thing I accomplished was feeling the butt plug more than I had been already. The combination of both of my holes being stimulated nearly brought me to orgasm in a matter of seconds. The fingers were pulled away just in time to prevent me from going over the edge, and then I felt the flogger lash me again on my already red bottom.

      “Fuck!” I yelled, “please let me come, oh my god! Please!” I begged even though logic dictated that I would only be met with more pain. Logic was correct. I felt the wrath of my husband as he whipped me harder and harder each time while he and the cuckcake laughed at my pathetic groveling.

      “That’s enough Marco,” Diane said, “if we continue it will take too long for her ass to heal. Note the coloration of the skin,” she said as I felt a hand rubbing my ass, “that’s the sweet spot.” She left my ass alone with a final spank with her bare hand, and it stung the most even though it was not nearly as hard as Marco’s whip.

      Diane came into my line of vision, and she smile at me as she got on the bed. Her body was perpendicular to mine, and I watched as she presented her ass to the edge of the bed. She lifted her leather skirt up slightly to reveal that she was wearing no panties, and I saw her eyes meet my husband’s.

      “Fuck me Marco,” she said as she looked at me. She almost looked bored for a moment before smiling again. “You fucking cuck!” She spit on my face, and I could do nothing but let it drip down my face. Marco appeared, and he quickly dropped his pants.
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      Every other time she fucked my husband, I wasn’t able to see or communicate with Diane. This time, she was looking me straight in the eyes while I looked pathetic and bound up. My husband was quick to insert his cock inside of her, and she looked at me with her chin resting on her hand. Again, she was looking bored, but I knew that she was just able to control her body more than I. She wanted to show me that she could get fucked by my husband at any moment, and that I could do nothing but watch. If I was lucky, she would allow me to clean the mess from her pussy when my husband inevitably burst from her beautiful, and warm pussy.

      Her bored look shifted randomly to one of disgust. She held out her middle finger only and inch from my face, and began talking down to me.

      “You’re a fucking worthless little cuck!” She shouted at me, “fuck you!” She was laughing and I could see fire in her pretty eyes. She was loving the fact that I was watching her more than she was loving my husband’s enthusiastic cock.

      My husband gently spanked her ass, but did not even acknowledge what she had just said to me. He looked at me eventually with an evil grin, and I could see him laughing on the inside. He had just whipped me, and learned how to place me into bondage, and now he was fucking another woman. He was living the life of a king, a life that many other men would do anything to have, and he knew it.

      “Go ahead and cry,” she said in a condescending tone. “Aww, is little Gwen sad that her husband loves me more?”

      “No Mistress,” I said even though hearing those words made me want to shed a tear.

      “Is that so?” She asked, “are you happy that your husband likes to fuck other women?”

      “Y-yes Mistress,” I said as the words she said started to sink in more. I was on the bed tied up, and watching her. No other woman I knew, other than Haley, would ever let this happen. “Thank you,” I said looking down at the bed. My eyes were the only thing that I seemed to be able to move. “Thank you Mistress.” I let out a deep breath.

      “Aww,” she said, “what a good little cuckquean.”

      During the exchange Marco’s cock must have grown, or gotten harder because he started slamming into her like a jackhammer. His eyes looked glazed over, as if he was in a trance. Every time I heard their hips collide, I wanted to gasp. It was a thrust that Diane got to feel, and I did not.

      “Don’t come inside of me Marco,” Diane said as if she was too good to have her pussy filled by him. “Come on her face,” she said, “she could use some makeup.” She bit down on her lip, and I felt like she was communicating more to me.

      I had decided not to wear makeup, and sure enough, she noticed it. Nothing seemed to get past Diane, and she was the type of woman to layer on the insults when she saw an opportunity. I couldn’t imagine what it would have been like to be her enemy in reality. I was using her as a paid service, but she showed signs of being a vicious woman that would destroy anyone that crossed her, or went too far.

      “Move,” Marco said. His words were short and clear, as if he was focused on making sure that every last drop of his come had to be reserved for my face. “I’m ready.”

      She quickly crawled forward, and then spun around. She laid down on her stomach, and watched as Marco walked on his towards me. He was pumping his cock, and it only took a few seconds for it to begin shooting his hot come on my face. I closed my eyes, and opened my mouth. He aimed his come every where but my mouth. He wanted to see my face turn white.

      “How does it feel?” He asked. The act was feeding his ego as if he was a billionaire in a third world country.

      “I l-love it!” I said to placate him. I squirmed, but the ropes were too strong. I had no choice but to let him cover me with the product of their affair.

      “And that is all you are good for,” Diane said as Marco started to calm down. He shifted his weight backwards, and was panting as he looked at the art he created on my face.

      Diane waited for Marco to get his mind clear before telling him how to properly untie all of the knots. It felt good to get the use of my arms and legs back, but sad at the same time. I had grown use to my position, and I was already craving the moment when Marco would want to try out his new learned tricks on his own.

      “Both of you have done well,” Diane said. She was no longer treating me as if I was a despicable being that was robbing her of clean oxygen. “Marco,” she said.

      “Yeah?”

      “Do you feel comfortable with everything that I showed you today?” She asked.

      “Yeah, I think I’ve got it all figured out.” He replied.

      “Very well,” Diane stood up and pulled her leather skirt down. I watched as she carefully put each toy back into her bag. “I’m going to go now. I have other clients to see. You can keep the butt plug, obviously.” Her and Marco laughed, and I felt oddly relieved. I was growing used to the feeling, and I could almost not imagine life without it.

      “Okay,” Marco said, “see you next time.” I made a mental note of Marco’s interest to have her over again. It looked like Haley and I were going to continue having something in common.

      “Bye Mistress!” I said to her, but she did not even acknowledge me. I sat on the bed next to my husband and listened to the sound of her heels as she walked down the steps, and left our home.

      “Gwen,” Marco said.

      “Yes Master,” I was looking at him with the cutest look I could come up with. I wanted him to feel a second wave and take me the way he had just taken Diane.

      “We’re going to go shopping tomorrow,” he said, “we’re going to need some new equipment.” He smiled at me, and lightly tapped me on the ass.

      He got off of the bed, and left the room. I heard the shower come on, and I couldn’t contain my excitement. I looked around, and found my phone to text Haley.

      “Marco’s taking me shopping!!!” I texted her. It wasn’t exactly the mall, but I knew that he and I would get to that point someday.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Also by Lacy Ciccone

          

        

      

    

    
      Mega Bundle of Cuckqueans: Volumes 1-3

      1: Soon to be Married

      2: My Husband's Black Secretary

      3: Cuckquean in Thailand

      4: Cuckquean Anniversary Gift: FFM Humiliation

      5: The Billionaire's Cuckquean: FFM BDSM Humiliation

      6: Cuckcake Debauchery

      7: My Husband and my Best Friend

      8: Diabolical Cuckcake: FFM Cuckquean Humiliation

      9: Her Secret Fantasy: FFM Cuckquean Humiliation

      10: Cuckquean Revenge From a Former Cuck

      11: Submissive Cuckcake: Dominant Cuckquean

      12: Cuckqueaned by the Maid

      13: Cruel Cuckcake: FFM Cuckquean Humiliation

      14: My Asian Boss: FFM Cuckquean

      15: Evil Cuckcake: FFM BDSM Humiliation

      16: Wedding Night Cuckquean: FFM Humiliation

      17: Big Beautiful Cuckcake

      Lacy Ciccone’s Amazon author page

    

  

cover.jpeg
CUCKQUEAN
HUMILIATION
MEGA BUNDLE





