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Cuckquean in Japan

Tokyo’s temptations 

One of the first things that bonded my wife and I was a love for Japan. I remember giving Nicole my phone and asking her to pick a song from the internet, and when I heard a Japanese pop band I knew we were going to be the perfect match. Her eyes lit up when I told her during that date that I planned to move to Japan to teach English. I could tell that the thought of doing such a thing never really occurred to her. It’s not something that you can just do. 

I don’t know what I was thinking by bringing a woman from home with me to a foreign land with beautiful and exotic women appearing every five seconds. We got married, and neither of us admitted it, but it was purely so that she could get a visa. Since I had a job, I was only allowed to bring her if she was my wife or if she was teaching as well. Nicole promised to figure out a way to get a job once we settled in, so I agreed to marry her and bring her with me to Japan. I had feelings for her, but I always hated the idea of only going with one woman. 

It was a huge mistake. The first couple of months were fine. Everything was new, and it was like the two of us were on an adventure. We had to learn little things about the culture, and day to day things that made even the most mundane task feel like we were settlers in the New World. Once our minds became adjusted to using the yen instead of the dollar, and our taste buds experienced nearly every type of Japanese cuisine, things suddenly became stagnant. 

It was around that point that I really started to regret bringing Nicole with me. I would be walking to work and it felt like every other woman was more beautiful and sexy than my wife. The thing is, these were just average women by Japanese standards. Within their own dating pool, they would probably be considered a five or six out of ten, yet they were absolute stunners to me. Nicole noticed them as well, and I started to pick up on the jealousy. 

“Look at her Aaron,” she said as we shopped for groceries, “she’s so beautiful!” 

“Yeah,” I said as if I was disinterested. I had already noticed from the moment we walked in the store, but I did my best to pretend as if I didn’t see anything. 

Those types of interactions became increasingly more normal, and I was starting to feel uncomfortable with it all. I even tried to flip the script and point out some of the men walking around, and Nicole just didn’t seem interested in the Japanese men. She said they just didn’t do anything for her, but she kept talking about the women. I figured she was just feeling insecure. 

In Japan there’s a huge culture of having after work drinking sessions with your company. Nicole was aware of these before we even set foot in Japan, and thankfully I didn’t have to deal with an annoying wife every time it happened. I had to go to these after work functions, or risk losing status within the company. 

By the third one, I started to get ideas. 

I told Nicole one evening after work that we had another work party. She responded with the usual answer, and I smiled as I skulked down the streets looking for an opportunity to finally bed one of these exotic beauties. One thing that I learned from some of the Japanese men that I worked with was that it was not uncommon for them to cheat on their wives. There was an entire sector of the nightlife that catered to men like us, and for a few handful of yen, I could finally have my first experience with an Asian woman. 

It was hard at first as most of the establishments turned away any foreigners. I didn’t give up and I kept trying every spot that was pointed out to me by my friends and coworkers until I found a spot that let me in. 

Her name was Sakura, and though she was not the most beautiful woman I fucked, she is one of the few that I remember clearly. She was about five foot even and her black hair was perfectly straight with bangs that came down just above her eyebrows. For a Japanese woman, she had an ample ass and an average pair of breasts, but the main thing that stuck out was how much of an interest she took in me when I picked her out of the lineup. 

“Hello,” she said with the cutest smile in the world. 

“Hello, how are you?” I spoke slowly and clearly as I did on the job so that she would have an easier time understanding me. 

“No English,” she said as she looked at me as if she had done something wrong. 

Her expression made my heart melt and my cock began to stir. 

Oddly, the communication barrier didn’t matter. She allowed me to take the lead, and she didn’t protest to any of my advances. I had read before that you weren’t supposed to kiss a working woman as it was too much of an emotional experience for them to do to so many men, but I ended up going for a kiss and not being rejected. Her lips tasted like candy, and she was the first to introduce the tongue. My hands explored her tight body, and I squeezed her ass and she let out a deep breath on my neck. 

I laid her down on her stomach and ran my hands up and down her smooth and flawless skin. She made slight moans with every move I made which made me feel like I was doing everything right. She lifted her apple shaped ass slightly when I was between her legs and massaging her back. I saw her beautiful pussy, neatly groomed, and inviting me to have a taste. 

With my arms hooked under her legs, I brought my face to her pussy and tasted her wetness. I kissed it and she moaned, so I kissed it again, and she moaned louder. My cock was standing strong as I brought my tongue out and began to lick up and down the outside of her glorious entrance. Her scent was faint and intoxicating. It was nothing like Nicole’s odor, and it drove me wild. The fact that I was licking another woman’s pussy began to enter my mind. The realization of my infidelity only turned me on and I went for something that I never did before. 

I licked from the bottom of her pussy, all the way to the top, and I didn’t stop. 

Her tiny asshole had been taunting me the entire time, and once my tongue made contact with it she cried out with joy. 

“Yes!” She said, “do that!” Her accent only made her ass taste better, and I continued to lick it as if I was worshiping her body. 

My cock was throbbing and my balls were full. I withdrew my tongue from her ass and she looked behind to see my cock twitching rapidly. She reached over and grabbed a condom and showed me a trick I had only seen on the internet. 

Slowly and with great enthusiasm, she rolled the condom over my erection with only the use of her mouth. I made sounds that I was embarrassed of, but she ignored them. Sakura was a professional. 

“Fuck me with your big dick,” she said as she leaned forward with her ass in the

air. I could see it glistening from the light shining down on her saliva covered hole. I had doubts about her initial claim that she didn’t speak English. She obviously knew enough to make foreigners feel like they were gods in the bedroom. 

My cheating cock felt like it was destroying her tight pussy as I began pumping into her. Every word and sound that came out of her mouth was a tactic to increase my virility and expedite my orgasm, yet it didn’t feel fake at all. 

The sex was nothing short of wrong. I was cheating on my wife, but I had a huge grin on my face as I became a new man. They say that cheating gets easier and easier the more you do it, and I would have to agree. Fucking Sakura opened the floodgates to my savagery, and I no longer could live as a one-woman man, especially in a place like Tokyo. 

I was offered a shower when I finished and I declined. My logic was that if I came home looking and smelling too clean my wife would be suspicious. I knew that it was possible for her to catch a whiff of Sakura’s scent, but I figured I’d rush straight into the shower to solve that problem and I had been “at a work party” so I could just blame any smells on that. I stopped inside of a convenience store to buy a beer. The purpose was to make it look like I had actually been out drinking with my coworkers, but also so that I could sit down and reflect on what I had just done. I didn’t even feel the slightest bit guilty, and that was the primary reason I knew I had to continue fucking other women. Marriage to Nicole was boring. 

Something isn’t quite right

I read somewhere that people that cheat are often the most jealous and controlling ones in a relationship, because they know what can actually happen in a relationship and they have a guilty conscience. That definitely was the case with me except Nicole never seemed to hang out with any men. She did have a few female foreign friends, and a handful of Japanese women that liked to hangout with her to practice their English. After sleeping with so many women I found it impossible for her to be faithful considering the decrease in our sex life and the increasing amounts of “work parties” going on. 

It was a Saturday, and I had the day off from work. Nicole went out for lunch with one of her Japanese friends that wanted to practice English, and I took that time to search the apartment for clues of her having an affair. 

“Hello,” Nicole said when I called her up. 

“Hey,” I pretended to forget what she had said the night before about going out. I wanted to get a general timeline so I had an idea of how long I could dig around the apartment. “What’s up? Where are you?” 

“I told you last night I was having lunch with Chihiro.” She said. 

“Oh,” I said, “okay. Are you with her right now?” 

“Not yet,” she said, “I’m walking to the restaurant right now.” 

“Okay,” I said with a smile on my face. “Have a nice time. I love you.” 

“I love you too,” she said before hanging up the phone. 

Chihiro was my dream woman. She was, in my eyes, the perfect specimen. She was tall and busty, with a face that just couldn’t be duplicated. I had many dreams about her, and what it would be like to be inside of her. I always had these evil thoughts that if she ever made an advance on me, I would have to strongly consider ending my marriage. She had a good job, no prior marriages, and even the Japanese guys were drooling over her, but I had this feeling that she was interested in marrying a white guy. The way that Chihiro looked at me always made me feel like she fantasized about me pulling her in for a kiss and gradually working my way into her pants. 

Our small apartment didn’t have much inside of it, so it wasn’t a challenge to go through it quickly. Unfortunately, the one thing that would probably reveal the truth was her phone, and that was always on her person. I dug around and found nothing until I sat down and thought about how ridiculous I was being. Instead of taking the time to myself to run off and have another session with another beautiful Asian goddess, I was worrying about my wife’s loyalty. I felt like a fool until something caught my eye on the bookshelf. 

“What the fuck is this?” I said as I reached for a manga book that was wedged between two massive textbooks. I would have never seen the book if it weren’t

for me getting so low to the ground. 

I knew that Nicole enjoyed anime and manga, but this was something different. 

It was essentially porn, and thankfully it was all in English so I could understand. After flipping through several pages, I started to realize that my wife was reading about something that would pretty much solve the problem I was having. The main character was married and the entire story involved her catching her husband with various women and getting turned on by it all. She was constantly stalking her husband and watching him fuck other women until at the very end she confessed what she had been doing to him, and begged him to involve her in the action. 

I kept seeing this word being repeated, “cuckquean.” I never heard of the term, so I opened up our laptop and began typing it in. As soon as I typed in the letter

“c” the auto-fill was full of related terms with the same word. 

“Why wouldn’t she delete the history?” I said as I began clicking previously viewed links. “What. The. Fuck.” I said when a video opened at a specific timestamp. Her carelessness almost made me feel like she wanted to be found out. 

I had never seen such humiliation in my life. A woman was watching a man fuck a younger, more beautiful woman while the two of them insulted her. It just seemed cruel, but the woman was getting turned on and she got scolded every time she attempted to touch herself. I watched until the end, and that is when I nearly had a heart attack. The woman that had just been fucked demanded that the cuckquean come over and lick the come out of her pussy. It was the most fucked up thing I ever saw, but my cock didn’t care. I was feeling horny, and my head was full of sinister ideas after watching the video. 

“Imagine Chihiro sitting on her face with a pussy full of my come.” I said as my eyes started to zone out. I could only imagine the rush I would feel if something like that were to happen. 

For nearly the entire time we had been in Japan, I was sneaking around paying for sex to avoid getting caught, and right here my wife was fantasizing about being a cuckquean. I felt silly, but I also felt hopeful and optimistic. The only problem was figuring out if it was true, or if it was just a fantasy. I knew that I had masturbated to things that I would never want to happen in real life, so I was

suspicious about the willingness of my wife. After all, the humiliation the cuckqueans endured seemed cruel, and I couldn’t imagine Nicole actually wanting it, but I could imagine her doing it. 

“That’s it,” I said as I realized my erection was not going to disappear on its own. 

I gathered my things and went out of the apartment. I left just in time to catch the next subway and before I knew it, I found myself at home in the red-light district. I went to my usual spot and the doorman greeted me in Japanese. I smiled at him and he let me in. I didn’t care who I fucked out of the line up, but my one requirement was that it was somebody new. The number of sex partners I was accumulating was like playing a video game and getting a high score. I just wanted more and more. 

“Her,” I said to the staff after looking at the selection for thirty seconds. 

The woman I chose was a bit older, but she had a certain charm to her face and build. By choosing a woman in her thirties as opposed to a younger one that was in her twenties, I was buying experience. I could see it in her eyes, that my choice had been through it all, and was ready for what I was going to give her. 

“Hello,” she said in very accented English. “My name-” I cut her off mid sentence. I put my finger to my lips to let her know I didn’t want her to speak. 

“I don’t want to know your name,” I said. It built excitement to bang a random Japanese woman and never find out much about her. I was callous, but most importantly, I was on a mission to empty my balls and get back to the room just in time to drop a few hints for Nicole to pick up. 

She nodded her head and immediately began undressing. I made quick work of my clothes and started to touch and feel her smooth, but weathered, body. She made a sound every time I squeezed her, and I continued doing it to see how far she would take the noise. 

“Suck?” She asked as she put her hand to her mouth and pretended to suck a dick. I shook my head and I watched her drop to her knees. 

She was skilled in the way she handled my cock. She operated in phases. Phase one was to get my cock fully erect, then she moved to phase two where she

made a point of me seeing how much of my cock she could take inside of her mouth. I let her worship my cock for as long as I could stand before grabbing her hair and pulling her off. 

“Fuck ass?” I asked bluntly. I loved the idea of her knowing that at one point in her life she let a foreigner inside her asshole. 

“Tip me?” She said right away. The experience in her knew to not say no, but instead to negotiate for something extra. I nodded my head and reached for my pants. I grabbed a handful of yen and showed it to her before setting it down on the table. 

“Okay?” I asked. She shook her head and smiled before crawling on the bed. 

Her ass was pointed straight into the air, and she shivered when I touched it. I could sense that she was nervous, and though she had given me explicit permission, I decided to be very soft and gentle at first. I didn’t want her to regret the experience. 

I brought my lips to her ass and I began to kiss every inch of it. I rubbed her cheeks as I made her more comfortable with me being around such an intimate area. Eventually, I managed to slip my tongue between her crack and she let out a moan that reminded me of Sakura. One thing that I learned was that most women love to have their butts licked, but few women want to admit it. I licked until I felt that she was comfortable enough and so that my cock was dying to fuck her. 

“Are you okay?” I asked as I reached over and grabbed a bottle of lubricant and a condom. 

“Yes,” she said, her body trembling. “Fuck my ass!” She said, and I was convinced she was being honest. 

I applied a touch of lube to her tiny asshole, and slowly I began sliding my cock inside. She grabbed the bedsheets and let out a twisted sound. I watched her carefully, and listened to her every sound as I slowly rocked in and out of her. 

She was starting to get used to it, and soon she was actively begging me to fuck her harder. Still, I held back my desire to pummel my cock in and out of her roughly, and allowed her to further adjust. Her begging never stopped until I started to increase my speed then the begging turned into moans, and from

moans into a silent scream of pleasure. 

It wasn’t enough for me to be fucking a Japanese woman up the ass. I looked to the side of the bed, and imagined Nicole laying there. I saw her watching us, tears slowly coming out of her eyes, but her hands were rubbing her clit as she sobbed and moaned. Was this what Nicole really wanted? Would she clean this Japanese woman’s asshole after I emptied myself inside? 

“Oh fuck!” I said as my come started shooting out into the condom. I could hear the nameless Japanese woman gasping for air as she tried to contain herself. If I had the language ability, I would have made a joke about how she should have been the one paying me. “Thank you,” I said as I pulled my cock out. I planted a soft kiss on her ass and she giggled. 

I asked her if I could take a shower and she nodded her head. She struggled to stand, and she laughed as she wobbled around the room towards the shower. I watched her snatch up the extra money I left on the table and stuff it inside of her pants before joining me for a shower. She washed my entire body in silence, only looking at me to smile. She was giving me the vibe that she would be interested in seeing me outside of work, but I had much bigger plans. 

“Thank you!” I said to all of the staff as I left. My posture was naturally perfect as I sauntered through the streets of Tokyo on my way to catch the next train. 

She tries to convince me

“Oh, fuck!” I said to myself as I walked up the stairs out of the subway station. I could see Nicole and Chihiro talking to one another right at the top. 

I only had two options. I could go up and start talking to them, and simply explain away why I was out and about, or I could run back down the steps and wait a while before coming home late. Either way, I was going to be asked about what I was doing, so it seemed best to get it over with. Nicole would be less likely to grill me while her friend was there. 

“Hey,” I said with a huge grin. “How’s it going?” I found myself making more eye contact with Chihiro than Nicole, and even though I had just fucked a

woman in the ass, I felt ready to do it again. 

“Oh, hi Aaron,” My wife said, “we were just talking about you!” The two of them laughed, and I gave my wife a weak hug to justify the hug I wanted to give Chihiro. 

“Nice to see you Chihiro,” I said as I wrapped my arms around her. She returned the hug, despite it probably being an awkward thing to do from a Japanese person’s perspective. She smelled so good, and her body felt just right. My hand was on the small of her back, it took a lot out of me to not slide it down and touch her perfect little butt. 

Nicole was staring at me curiously when I finished embracing her friend. She wasn’t upset or angry. It almost felt like she was dealing with feelings of lust, and I wondered if they were talking about me in a sexual way. 

“So,” I said, “what were you guys talking about?” 

“Guys?” Chihiro said, “we’re not men!” 

“No, no,” Nicole laughed, “it’s just a thing to say about a group. It’s not an insult.” 

“Okay, sorry.” Chihiro looked embarrassed. I looked into her eyes and thought about how she would feel to fuck me while Nicole watched. Would she feel shy, or would something inside click and turn her into a cruel cuckcake? 

They almost appeared just as thrown off to see me as I was to see them. I noticed that they saw Chihiro’s misunderstanding of my use of the word “guys” as a good chance to change the subject. We walked Chihiro to her apartment, and then it was just Nicole and I. 

“Isn’t she cute?” She asked. This time I didn’t feel the need to lie. 

“Yeah,” I said plainly, “she’s hot.” 

“You think she’s hot?” I started to realize that all of her comments weren’t really jealousy. They were a fucked up form of foreplay that only she knew about. 

“Yeah,” I said, “I’d bang her.” I jokingly put my hands up as a shield and she

didn’t even try to punch me. 

“You know she’s bi, right?” She said as we were coming up on the front door to our building. 

“Really?” I asked, “I had no idea.” 

“Yeah,” she said, “she always jokes about having sex with me when you’re at work.” 

“That’s kind of fucked up,” I said, “you’re going to have this sexy lesbian experience without me, huh?” I felt the adrenaline start to kick in. It felt like we were both talking about setting up a cuckquean scenario, but neither of us were willing to say the truth outright. I knew I had to be careful as to not fuck it up. 

“Aww,” she said, “are you jealous?” 

“Yeah,” I said, “If you get to fool around with her, so do I. Fair is fair.” 

She was silent, but not the upset kind of silence that she would occasionally throw at me. She was just like me, trying to plan her next move to optimize the results. If only she knew that I was well aware of her deviant fantasies, then she would have begged me to take her friend while she watched. 

“Are you telling me that you would fuck Chihiro?” She paused, “like, for real?” 

We had just walked into the apartment, and she stood at the door with her arms crossed. I could see right through her attempt at looking upset. 

“I mean,” I said, “if you were to say that I could fuck her, and you wanted to, like, watch or whatever,” I paused and saw her try to hold back her arousal, “I’d probably do it.” 

I walked into the living room, and turned on the TV. The key, in my mind, was to act like we were just having some random hypothetical conversation. I knew that it wouldn’t leave her mind, and that she would eventually confront me again about it. 

“Okay,” she said, “I’ll watch you fuck her, and when you finish, her and I get to play.” 

“Sure,” I said, “are you going to clean my come out of her?” She froze. She knew that I knew, but we both knew that we weren’t going to change the way we were talking about it. 

“Fine,” she said as if she didn’t care. “Why the fuck not?” 

“Exactly,” I said, “I think you would so cute licking my sperm out of Chihiro’s tight, beautiful pussy.” I had a sarcastic tone, but I leaned in towards her and kissed her on the forehead. 

“That actually sounds kind of hot,” she said. 

“It does. Call her tonight, and find out.” She nodded as she breathed heavily, and I pushed her down to the floor. “Looks like that turns you on.” 

Nicole’s entire body was shaking, and for the first time in a while, I wanted to fuck her. I pulled her pants down, and she unbuttoned mine. Just talking about being a cuckquean and then having sex must have a been a mini fantasy on its own. I wanted to fulfil her dreams, especially since they seemed to line up with who I wanted to be. I shoved my hard cock inside of her, there was no need to kiss or lick her, she was already wet and ready for me. 

“Yeah,” I said seductively as I started to go in and out of her, “I want to fuck Chihiro so bad,” she moaned as I spoke, “she’s so much sexier than you.” She gasped and let out a cry of joy, “and you’re so pathetic that you’ll clean up our mess!” 

Nicole couldn’t keep her mouth closed. Every stroke of my cock made her louder, and every time I insulted her, or compared her to her friend, she got closer to orgasm. I could feel her pussy trying to clamp down on my thrusting cock, but eventually it became useless as she came multiple times. 

“I’m going to give you this one,” I said as my cock was about to burst, “but the next one is for Chihiro.” My cock sprayed and my eyes began to roll. For as hot as I was getting my wife, I was getting just as hot. The thought of being able to disrespect our marriage like that made me feel like I had some sort of sexual superpower. 

We laid on the floor, only half dressed and my cock still inside of her. We cuddled and breathed hard for several minutes. I was worried that everything we

had just discussed was wiped away by our orgasms, but she broke the silence and reassured me that it was going to happen. 

“Get up,” she said with a giggle, “I have to call her.” 

“Make sure she fully understands,” I said, “English is her second language.” 

“I think she’ll figure it out,” Nicole was confident, and it made me believe that they had already spoken about this in great detail over lunch. 

I sat back and watched TV. It took me a half hour before I even had the willpower to pull my pants back up. My thoughts were spinning inside my head, and I couldn’t believe how much my life was about to change. What man wouldn’t want a stay at home wife and the freedom to fuck other women? 

“Aaron,” Nicole said after hanging up her phone, “she wants to do it tomorrow morning. She said she has to work, and it’s the only time she’ll be free for a while.” 

“Set an alarm,” I said, “and while you’re in there, get me a beer.” I couldn’t imagine life getting much better, and that was my train of thought before even fucking her friend. 

She isn’t shy at all

Waking up early has always been something that I’ve hated with a passion, but it didn’t feel that way this time. My eyes were open before the alarm went off, and I was able to get myself ready for what was to come. 

“Oh good,” Nicole said when she saw me brushing my teeth, “I was worried that you were going to forget all about last night.” 

“Is she still coming?” I asked. Nicole was in the process of getting ready, but I felt like there was nothing she could do to make herself look good compared to Chihiro. 

“Yes,” she said, “soon. I’m a little nervous, you know?” 

“It’s not too late to back out,” I said as I turned my back to her and went into the kitchen for some coffee. 

“I know,” she said, “I still want to do it. I’m, uhh, just kind of embarrassed. I mean, why does this whole thing seem to turn me on so much?” 

“I don’t know,” I said, “do you want some?” She shook her head and I poured her a mug. 

The two of us sat around for awhile as we drank coffee. We were mostly silent as we waited for Chihiro to arrive. 

“Bzzt!” It was the sound of intercom. “She’s here!” Nicole’s weird attempt at trying to make sense of it all vanished instantly as she hopped up to let her friend in. 

I watched the door carefully with my mug in my hand until Chihiro walked in. 

As always, she was dressed to impress even though it wouldn’t have mattered how she looked. To me, she was just another number that I was going to add to my score, and I was getting bonus points for doing it in my wife’s face. 

“Hello,” I said, “do you want some coffee?” I was smiling and trying to be polite, but all three of us knew what was about to happen. I sensed that I was going to have to make the first move. 

“No, uhh,” she said, “thank you.” She looked so sweet and innocent, but I could see a fire in her big brown eyes that just needed a spark to ignite. 

“Okay,” I said as I walked towards her and my wife. “Shall we?” 

Neither of them answered, but they each took my hand and allowed me to lead them into the bedroom. I let go of Chihiro for a moment and turned towards my wife. 

“On your knees,” I said firmly, “Now!” 

I pulled Chihiro towards and positioned us so that my wife was able to see us clearly. Gently, I put my hands around her and began to kiss her sweetly on the lips. She responded well to me, and after a minute of kissing, she felt like the aggressor. She pulled my shirt off over my head and began kissing and licking

my chest. I looked at her for a moment, and then I looked at my wife. 

“Help her with her clothes!” I ordered. My wife started to stand and I cut that off immediately. “Crawl! You don’t deserve to stand.” I laughed as I enjoyed the feeling of another woman worshiping my body. 

Nicole crawled to Chihiro’s feet and began pulling down her short skirt. I took off her shirt, and looked at the beautiful body before me. She was young and fit. 

Every part of her body was well proportioned and crafted by God himself. It was almost too beautiful to desecrate with my cock, but that made it feel that much more exciting. Both of these women would have something in common with the working women in the red-light district, and that was they all had felt my cock inside of them. 

“Wow,” I whispered as I ran my fingers down her body, “you are so much better than Nicole.” 

“Really?” Chihiro asked, she looked shocked. 

“Yes,” I said, “she looks ugly compared to you.” I moved my hands from her wet pussy, and onto her ass. I spread her cheeks open and looked down at my wife. 

“Lick her ass.” I said, “that’s one thing you’re good for.” 

I saw my wife’s face and it was full of shame and embarrassment. She had asked for all of this to happen, but now she would have to continue being friends with a woman that slept with her husband. 

“Yes,” Chihiro said, “lick my asshole!” She laughed and it felt like that was the switch that needed to be turned on. Her confidence soared once my wife’s tongue went into her ass. 

“Filthy fucking butt licker!” I said, “do you like it?” 

“Yes,” my wife said, “I love it!” 

“Did you hear that?” I said to Chihiro. She shook her head and laughed at my wife’s uncontrollable need to taste her. 

My cock was stabbing into Chihiro and I could feel her wetness on the tip of my cock. Just knowing that my wife was licking another woman’s ass was enough

for me to come, but I had just as much as a responsibility as Nicole. I had to deliver her the ultimate humiliation in the form of me watching her as she cleaned a Japanese woman’s pussy after I was finished using it. 

“Put your head on the bed,” I said, snapping my finger at my wife. She crawled to the bed, and I helped her understand what I meant. She was sitting on the floor, the back of her head resting on the bed. 

Chihiro laughed as I scooped her up. I spun around and walked towards my wife. 

Gently, I sat Chihiro down right on her face, and I let my wife find a comfortable position. 

“What do you think of my wife?” I asked as I opened her legs. 

“I think she makes a good chair!” Chihiro burst out laughing and only stopped when I began pressing the crown of my cock inside of her. “Oh my!” She called out, “your husband’s cock is so big!” 

Nicole couldn’t respond. She was too busy licking and breathing in the scent of another woman’s butt. Every stroke of my cock made Chihiro’s butt rub up and down her face. It was the ultimate way to let her know that she was nothing but a cuckquean. 

“Your pussy feels so good,” I said, “fuck!” Chihiro laughed and my wife began to groan. I could feel her moving her hands towards her crotch, and I chose to ignore it. 

“She so dirty!” Chihiro said as I rocked in and out of her, “I should use her face as my chair when I’m working!” 

I struggled not to laugh. Not even because of how ridiculous and crazy the words sounded, but at the fact I could hear my wife moaning. She loved it, and if she had it her way, I could bring Chihiro into our home and designate Nicole as the chair. 

My cock started to act on its own. There was no controlling it, and come started to shoot deep inside of the cuckcake’s hole. Chihiro was howling and thanking me for fucking her. She made me feel like the epitome of an alpha male, and she made my wife feel like she purely existed for our amusement. I kept pumping to make sure that every last drop was inside her, so I did not rob my wife of the

pleasure of cleaning it up. 

“She can’t wait to clean you,” I said as I picked her up from her face and set her down on the bed, “Isn’t that right, cuckquean?” Just from me saying the word, Nicole started shaking and breathing hard. 

“Yes,” she said, “please Chihiro. May I clean you?” 

“Yes, you may.” Chihiro was a master at using the most disrespectful tones. My wife loved it. 

I removed myself from the action to give Nicole the time and space she needed to complete her humiliating task. Chihiro put her hand on her head and pushed her in and out from behind her legs. She laughed at her as my wife licked and sucked the come out of her hole. 

“It better be clean!” She shouted, “I have to go to work after this!” There was a seriousness in her voice that even frightened me. “You let your husband fuck me! You’re a joke!” If it wasn’t for the fact that it had all been discussed and negotiated, I would have felt bad for my wife. 

Every word that was said to Nicole was a button being pushed. I could sense my wife’s desire to come, and I only intervened when I saw that she was trying to touch herself. 

“No!” I said as I pulled her hand away, “cuckqueans don’t get to come!” 

“I’m s-sorry,” she said as she resumed the task of licking her friends pussy. 

“Stop,” Chihiro said after several minutes. “I need to go.” 

She pushed my wife away and Nicole laid on the floor gasping for air. She was shaking and moaning, I could sense she just wanted permission to get herself off, but I wasn’t going to allow it. 

“Here,” I said, handing Chihiro her clothes. “Thank you,” I pulled her in for a kiss and it felt like we made a connection. 

“No,” she said, “thank you guys.” She laughed, and I couldn’t help it either. I remained naked as she got her clothes on, and I watched her beautiful body

disappear. 

“Are you happy?” I asked. 

“Y-yes,” Nicole said, “I’m so fucking horny. Please-” I cut her off. 

“I’ll fuck you later,” I said, “but first, I want you to find another friend. We’re going to keep doing this.” 

“O-okay,” she said as she laid on the floor. Her face looked like she was trying to give herself an orgasm with her mind. “T-thank y-you Aaron.” I smiled and leaned down to gently kiss her on the forehead. 

“You’re welcome,” I said, “my little cuckquean.” The smile she gave me told me that our marriage had truly just begun. We were young, in Japan, and we both liked playing with the beautiful women. 

About the Author

Lacy Ciccone enjoys writing stories about cheating spouses. Cuckqueans, cuckcakes, hotwives, and cuckolds is what turns her on. The simple fact that a person in a committed relationship would have the desire to sleep with someone else makes her excited. Her stories often feature a humiliated partner that not only witnesses the affair but is also charged with cleaning up the mess! 

Other books by Lacy Ciccone

Lacy Ciccone has several stories out that are waiting for you to enjoy! 

Cuckquean in Thailand

It all started when I found my wife's journal. I was shocked when I discovered the truth about what went on in her mind. 

She wanted to be turned into a cuckquean. Alice wanted to know the feeling of being beneath another woman, and to see me unlock my inner alpha male. 

Alice confessed it all in the journal. I never knew that my wife wanted to worship another woman's body while she watched her husband cheat on her. It all seemed so crazy, but it made me feel something that I didn't know was possible. 

Freshly armed with knowledge of my wife's desires, I planned a vacation to Thailand in the hopes of finding a beautiful Thai cuckcake to enhance our relationship

My Asian Boss

Lucy Wang was my direct superior at work, and she seemed to do everything in her power to torment me. The only thing I had on her was a couple of inches of height, but other than that, she was better than me in every way. 

She had no intentions of only being the boss I had to obey at work. Once she saw my husband, it became clear that she intended to get between the two of us and ruin our marriage. 

At first, I thought it would never be an issue, but my husband looked at Lucy the way all of the other men did. He wanted her, and she knew it! 

I just wasn't prepared for how it all made me feel. Seeing her with my husband made me want to get on my knees, and let her humiliate me as I worshiped her body. 

Even though she was my boss at work, she craved to be the boss of my entire life! 

Check Out Lacy Ciccone

You can find Lacy Ciccone by searching for her at your favorite retailer. Make sure to follow or favorite if your preferred retailer provides that option! 
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