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Cuckquean in Thailand

The new deal

My wife Alice understood why I was staying in Thailand. She knew that she could never please me to the same extent as her cuckcake. My Thai girlfriend said that she could help me get a job teaching English, and while it wasn’t as high paying as the job back home, it would offer a relatively high standard of living. 

“Don’t worry Brian, I’ll transfer some money into your bank account every month for the two of you.” Alice said when we had decided how we would continue our marriage. 

“Good, make sure you hurry back now. I’m going to miss having you around.” I kissed my wife on the lips and as she headed for the airport, I gave her a swift smack on the ass. 

Our vacation was primarily spent in the hotel room having sex. Well, I was having the bulk of the sex with another woman while she watched, but she did get to touch herself from time to time. She had said that her favorite Thai food was my girlfriend’s pussy, as it was probably the thing that she ate the most. 

One of my wife’s new jobs was like that of a chair. She would sit down on the floor and lay her head back, so that my girlfriend had a place to sit. Alice loved the feeling of having a tiny Thai woman humiliate her physically and emotionally, and the sight of it made my cock harder than stone. 

Just because my wife was going back to the United States, it didn’t mean the fun had to end. It had been decided that she could video call me, so that she could watch me having my way with my new love. It wasn’t just my new love though. 

Alice had fallen for her too, and she craved the feeling she got when she was permitted to worship her body. Seeing a white woman bow before an Asian woman was something that most men would only see in porn, but I was living in the fantasy for real. 

Prang loved the idea of being a cuckcake from the start. It was a different concept for her, and it took some time to explain it so that she understood. But when she realized that she would experience a level of power over a woman that she viewed as beautiful, it excited her. Her life was improving from being a poor farmer to that of a member of high society as she would get the privilege of moving in with me. She would be able to work any job, or no job, that she wanted and have the luxury of living a western lifestyle. All of Prang’s friends were jealous of her, and while they didn’t know that she was really my mistress, they would beg her for tips and tricks on how to find a foreign husband. It was like she had been elevated to the status of a rockstar inside the bedroom, and in the streets where the locals practically kneeled before her because of her new powerful status within the community. 

The people back home would be shocked when they found out that Alice was going home without me. She had already talked about some of the shame that she would feel, and while it was embarrassing, it would amplify her need to be humiliated. Now she could feel it on a public level. Telling her friends that her husband ran off to be with his Thai girlfriend would be a serious reputation destroyer. I would appear as an evil man, and she would be seen as a pitiful woman that couldn’t keep her husband from leaving her. My reputation didn’t matter to me, as I had successfully turned a boring life into a life that I felt was the only one worth living. Cucking my wife, and having her send me money was a dream come true. It’s just that the dream wasn’t a dream initially. It developed over time as I learned, and understood more about the world, and what it had to offer a fairly handsome, well-off man like myself. 

How it began: Reading my wife’s journal

I was faced with a serious ethical dilemma when I stumbled across my wife’s secret journal on my day off from work. While she was at work, I couldn’t help but sit down and skim the pages of her mind. 

“I can’t explain why I have this feeling. The thought of Brian with another woman makes me insatiably horny. Sometimes I fantasize about him and a sexy woman that I’ve seen during the day going at it right in front of me. The woman is often so cruel to me, and sometimes will request me to go down on her. 

Something about serving the woman that is stealing my husband gets me going

hard, and I don’t know why. I fear that I may never get to live out this fantasy, because of how good of a man Brian is. When a hot woman walks by, he doesn’t even give her a glance. He’s a loyal man, and I love him for that, but I’m craving the humiliation of becoming a cuckquean.” 

I had to read that passage over four times. It was the craziest thing I had ever seen, and it was an insight into my wife’s mind that I was sure I would never get. 

Our whole entire relationship has been mediocre at best when it came to sex. She would try anything that I asked, but I never pushed the line too hard and she never threw any new ideas into the mix. 

“What the fuck is a cuckquean?” I said to myself as I put her journal back where I found it under her side of the bed. 

During our six years of marriage and living together, I never once changed the bed sheets. For some reason, this was the first time that I decided to help Alice with the bed. I figured that was why she felt comfortable stashing her secrets in one of the most common hiding spots known in the common era. The idea of her confessing such crazy desires in an easily found journal puzzled me. I paced around the house like a madman as I tried to work out the meaning of her fantasy. She writes that she wants me to take another woman while she watches, but she also has a desire to perform oral sex on the woman. 

“Is my wife a lesbian?” I said to myself as I continued to struggle with the implications of what I had just read. 

With Alice at work for another six hours I had nothing but time on my hands. 

The thought of changing the bed sheets was put aside and forgotten in favor of discovering more about my wife’s deviant fantasies. The feelings in my body were changing constantly. For one minute I would be intensely aroused at the thought of doing any of the things that she had described in her journal. Then the next minute I would feel bouts of jealousy as I considered the thought that my wife could share our love with another woman. It seemed ridiculous, and like a problem that no other man would ever be able to relate to. In fact, if I were to tell this to my friends, I would get jealous replies. What man wouldn’t want to have the freedom to bang another woman? It felt like a free pass, but something was telling me that it far more complex than how it was presented. Things like this don’t normally happen. 

I’m not a woman, so I can’t easily get into a woman’s mind. I can, however, think about it from my perspective. If my wife had access to my browsing history when I went on a pornography binge, she would likely find a ton of things that would make her think that I was weird. As a man, I’ve watched and even jacked it to weird porn. It didn’t mean I actually wanted to insert myself into those scenarios. Fantasy was often very different than reality for me, and I wondered if she had a similar view. I imagined the regret and shame she would feel as I fucked a woman while she watched. 

“But I’m craving the humiliation of becoming a cuckquean.” That last part really stuck with me. 

Alice was craving to be humiliated. She wants to experience what it is like to have another woman steal me away from her. I imagined that the power the other woman would feel over my wife would be what turned her on. It was possible that she was also interested in seeing me, her husband, represented as a highly desirable alpha male. I wasn’t sure that I had all the answers, so I headed to the internet to find more. 

Cuckquean Forums

In the modern era there is a new way to understand the wonders of the world, and that is the internet. Naturally, I googled the term cuckquean and after sifting through all kinds of weird stuff, I found an internet forum where men, and some women, discussed their lifestyles. 

After browsing the titles, I found a very interesting thread by a guy that was soon to be married. His fiancé had actually come out to him, and practically begged for him to turn her into a cuckquean. He shared a lot of the same feelings that I was having about the morality of the situation. He had been updating the post with progress reports, and at the very end, he had a detailed recount of the experience. 

“We found a local woman on a dating app to come over. My wife took care of talking to all of our matches, and we didn’t try to trick or deceive anyone. By being upfront, we found, that we were able to weed out a lot of people that would never go for this type of arrangement. 

My fiancé found a woman that used to work professionally as a dominatrix, and that woman agreed to meet us for a coffee date. Again, my wife did all of the talking while I patiently waited and smiled when it seemed appropriate. The woman was beautiful and confident, and I was very pleased with my woman’s decision and tastes. Her experience as a dominatrix proved to be useful and made it so that she didn’t cast judgement. I think we lucked out.” 

His posts were very interesting. Later in the thread, he announced that he would be writing a short description of the actual sex that they had. The community on these forums were very supportive, and it made me feel at ease to know that the people that are into this lifestyle are not weird, sick, and depressed. They seemed happy and fulfilled, so I continued to read hoping to find his erotic recollection. 

“My fiancé was begging to have her face between the dominatrix’s ass. Her desire to be humiliated empowered me to a level that I had never thought was popular. For a moment, I felt as if I was a billionaire that had the power to influence the world! Seeing her face between her ass while I had my way with another, superior woman was enlightening. I am officially a convert. 

I shoved the other woman’s thong into my wife’s mouth and gagged her while she was completely immobilized by the dominatrix’s rope work. Seeing the look on her face while I mercilessly fucked another woman that was insulting my wife to her face made my erection godlike. If your wife/girlfriend ever shows ANY interest in this I recommend you act as soon as possible. You will be happier and your relationship will strengthen. It may seem counterproductive, but remember if it is your wife’s fantasy, depriving her of it can actually be the nail in the coffin!” 

I was inspired by the poster’s report. There were some similarities that he and I shared, but the glaringly obvious difference was the fact that his woman approached him with the fantasy. Mine was just confessing it to herself in a private journal. This made things complicated and I had no idea how to go about fulfilling this desire of hers. I could have just brought it up to her, but then I would be admitting that I had invaded her privacy. It was quite the dilemma. His woman was directly involved in the search for finding a woman to complete the three-way. It seemed easier for him because of this, and I would have to find a woman on my own. For one, she’d have to want to sleep with me. Secondly, she would also have to be okay with the fact that I was married. Thirdly, there would have to be some desire inside of her to physically humiliate my wife. It seemed

like an impossible task, so I continued to browse the internet for ideas. 

I don’t even know how I ended up spending hours reading about Thailand, but I was glad that it happened. I was looking for ways to finding women that would agree to be a part of our fantasy, and the topic of Thai women came up. The general idea was that because I was a wealthy foreigner, there would be quite a few options for me to find a woman over there. Nobody was talking about the specific act of turning their wife into a cuckquean, but I figured I could modify their strategies to forge my own path. 

Browsing through gallery after gallery of photos of Thailand made me get the feeling to want to pick up shop and move there. It became my new obsession as the goal of cuckqueaning my wife was firmly in the backseat. As Thailand became my own fantasy it appeared obvious that I need to blend the two together for the sake of my marriage. 

It had been a long time since the two of us had taken a vacation. When we did go on vacation we always went somewhere within the United States. Getting her to agree to Thailand didn’t seem all that difficult. After all, I had been saving money for a long time without any purpose for it. Thailand seemed like the perfect place to spend that money. 

The country was cheap too. Once you paid for the expensive plane ticket, you could find accommodation for less than $30 a night. The places looked really fancy too at that price point, and if you wanted to pay the prices you would normally pay in America, you could find yourself in a five star hotel with all of the amenities. The further I went down the rabbit hole of Thailand, the more I craved the adventure of it. I even found myself regretting my own marriage based on some of the accounts from single expats that were living there. Some of these guys claimed to have had sex with hundreds of different women. 

Masturbation, something I found myself doing frequently, seemed like an unnecessary thing to do if you were lucky enough to live there. 

The rest of the time up to my wife’s arrival from work was spent researching Thailand. She usually got home from work at around six, so I closed everything up and deleted my browsing history fifteen minutes before then. I wasn’t ready to bring this up to her, I wanted to plant the seed in her mind first to see how she reacted. It seemed likely that she would grow suspicious of me if I had purchased plane tickets to Thailand and told her that she needed to use her

vacation days. 

Thailand would become my secret hobby for a long time after that night. If my wife was sleeping, I was on the internet watching travel videos or reading blogs about the land of smiles. Reading the adventures of foreign men abroad rejuvenated my soul and provided me with a new purpose and outlook on life. 

I wanted to gift my wife the pleasure of having a beautiful, skinny Thai woman best her sexually while I gave my love to another woman. The thought of empowering a random Thai woman by allowing her to humiliate a white female brought me great excitement. Though I would never be able to understand or know what she said, I imagined how the Thai woman would brag to her friends about stealing a man away from a white woman. How the white woman was pathetically begging to kiss her ass while the handsome white man showered her with gifts and compliments. The plan I had concocted in such a short time would surely thrill my wife and satisfy her needs while bringing me great joy and reestablishing my forgotten masculinity. 

So I’ve been thinking…

Weeks had gone by before I finally decided to talk about the idea of taking a vacation to Thailand with my wife. The idea of how to do it came to me suddenly when I was looking at the scheduled television programming and saw that they had a travel show where the host was covering Thailand. I devised the plan to make sure that we watched that episode together, and I would initiate a conversation about how cool of an idea it was. There was also the small possibility that she would say something first. 

“Alice, check this out!” I called to her while she was in the bathroom. 

“What is it?” She asked. 

“Look, this guy is in Thailand. Check out that food!” 

I had her attention immediately. She moved her nail polish set up into the living room and watched the program with me. Her interest was higher than projected. 

At one point in the show the host was at the beach. I decided to subtly throw out a comment about how pretty some of the women were. Alice’s reaction told me a lot. It was as if she was suddenly paranoid that I had known her dirty, little secret. Normally, a woman would speak up and say something, but mine grew quiet. Her silence was not an angry one. I’ve been with her long enough to know when she is upset. 

“We should go.” I turned down the volume of the television, “I have the money.” 

“Yeah, whatever Brian.” She dismissed me. 

“I’m dead serious,” I cozied up next to her, “let’s do it!” 

“Really?” 

“Hell yeah! Let’s do it!” I did my best to get her excited, and I did everything I could do to get her excited about the idea. 

Not wanting to come across as having it preplanned, I told her that I would do a little bit of research to see how we could manage it. All I really needed to do was give it a few days and buy the tickets. I already knew about visas, local customs, prices, and some basic dos and don’ts. She and I both had a few weeks of paid vacation time to burn. 

“I’ll schedule an appointment tomorrow for us to go to the post office.” I said to her. 

“For what?” She asked. 

“We have to have our passports if we want to leave the country. We’ve never taken the time to get them, and I’m glad we’re doing this.” 

She matched my excitement level and appeared okay with deferring all of the decision making and planning to me. That’s exactly what I wanted. To be in control of our trip would allow me to steer us away from some of the local tourist sights and into the nitty gritty parts of the country where the local women would take interest in a man. I wasn’t looking for a prostitute, I wanted a real woman that truly had the desire to fuck me. Seeing my wife’s face as I pleased a woman with more enthusiasm than I was willing to offer her was my number one priority. Fuck, even my morality started to bend. Part of me was considering

filing for a divorce already, so that I could run away to be with these beauties, but I wanted to turn her fantasy into reality first. Her transformation into a pathetic cuckquean was underway, and I was feeling progressively more free as the thought cemented itself into my mind. 

Two months later: Arrival in Bangkok

The time had finally arrived for us to embark on our great journey into the land that would haunt my wife’s dreams for eternity. Thailand will be the place where she lost control of her husband, and it would become the place where her darkest fantasy was brought into fruition. 

Alice was completely out of her element. She was lost without me as the entire process had been planned by me, and she willingly followed behind as we navigated the airports. 

“This is so crazy! What if we get lost?” She asked. 

“Don’t worry, we’ll be fine.” I confidently grabbed her by the arm and pulled her towards our connecting flight. 

We hadn’t even landed yet, let alone turned Alice into a cuckquean, and I was already feeling more powerful. It felt good again to reclaim my power in the relationship, and I knew that it was what she wanted all the time. It made me wonder about all of the little battles she had with me during our marriage. It was all a test. It was ingrained in her to constantly challenge my status as an alpha male, and I nearly lost sight of that part of me. This trip was a new chapter for me. Never again would I allow myself to be anything but the dominant one. 

The final plane into Bangkok was uncomfortably long. Knowing that we would be fighting jet lag, we did everything in our power to sleep so that we would wake up as we arrived in the morning time. It was hard for me to sit still on the plane, and that is why I took the aisle seat. I would go into the bathroom so that I could see myself in the mirror. It was like a little inside joke that I had with myself knowing that my wife was on the path to willing humiliation. 

When we arrived in Bangkok the humidity was felt instantaneously. It was the

hot season, which was good because I knew there would be fewer tourists to bother us. The last thing I was interested in was getting linked up with another couple, and have Alice lock on to them because of the familiarity she would feel. 

We took a taxi ride to our hotel where we would stay for the first night. It was my plan to do a little bit of sightseeing with her the first two days. Once that was out of the way, I would get her towards the real Thailand up north. Once we would get to the lesser traveled roads of Thailand, I would reveal to her that I had been in contact with a Thai woman. I would admit to her that I had seen her journal, and that I intended on bringing over this Thai woman for my pleasure. If she decided to not be okay with me taking this other woman, I was prepared to leave her for good. Thailand had me before I even got on the plane. She had lost her husband’s loyalty the moment I discovered the possibilities that were out there in the world. Alice’s position of being my wife would ultimately boil down to her becoming a footnote in my life. 

Future cuckcake Prang

I met Prang over the internet while I was back in the United States and formulated my plan. She was one of many females that I had been in contact with, but she was the most enthusiastic about becoming a cuckcake. The idea of dominating my wife and stealing me away from her was a major point of her interest. She had all kinds of ideas in which to humiliate my wife. 

“I want white lady lick my pussy!” She sent to me one day. “She can lick feet too???” 

Prang’s ability to be so outright in what she wanted was even more amazing than knowing that this is the type of stuff my wife truly wanted on the inside. 

Prang lived in a poorer part of the country, and I intended to meet her and reveal to my wife the woman that would now become her master. My gut told me that Alice would act shy at first, but on the inside would suffer from a burning desire to become this woman’s bitch. 

When my wife was in the shower, I opened up the messaging app that I had been using to talk to Prang. I let her know that I was in the country and was having a

good time. 

“I can’t wait to finally meet you beautiful!” I sent to her. 

“Yes, honey I want see you so bad!” 

I was falling for the woman. The simplicity of our conversations was a constant reminder of how little you really needed to say to another human being. We would message one another for hours, and sometimes video call, and even though we couldn’t talk about the purpose of life or any other truly mundane philosophical drivel, our connection was powerful. 

One thing I learned about Thai women was their love for the camera and taking selfies. While most of the women that I had corresponded with were vehemently against sending nudes, Prang was open about it. She once sent me a photo of her in a thong and told me that my wife’s face would be like her underwear. My erection wouldn’t go down until I finally decided to jerk off while my wife was busy texting her friends. 

She was a suitable cuckcake. Despite her small size, she had the personality to put Alice in her place as a lesser woman. Prang was the alpha female, weighing in at 105 pounds, and standing a healthy five foot even. Alice would be on her knees before a tiny woman that she could easily overpower but would not because of her natural role as the beta female. The natural order of the world would be apparent when the three of us would join together for a hedonistic sex-a-thon. It would be a lovely time with two winners, and one loser. 

“Alice,” I said as we were on the bus headed north, “I read your journal.” 

My words seemed to have cut the world in two for a brief moment in time. It was as if we were the only people on the bus now. 

“And?” She was smart not to admit anything upfront. 

“I read about your fantasy,” I lowered my voice to a whisper even though I was sure that none of the people on the bus could understand me, “you want to be a cuckquean.” 

“Is that why we’re here?” She didn’t seem upset. 

“I’ve arranged something for us.” 

“You have a woman lined up already?” She asked still not showing any signs of betrayal or anger. 

“She’s sexy, and I already filled her in on what it is we’re looking for.” 

Alice grabbed my arm and kissed my shoulder. She squeezed me tightly and rubbed her face into my body. 

“Thank you, Brian.” She whispered to me before kissing me on the cheek. 

A lot of the built-up aggression that I had accumulated in the event of her denial of the session with Prang had disappeared. I didn’t have to worry about actually leaving Alice now that she was on board completely

“Her name is Prang, and she wants to have a white woman lick her pussy.” I said holding finger quotation marks. 

“Really?” There was excitement in her voice, “Did she say anything else?” 

“She wants you to worship her feet. You know, in Thailand, the feet are considered the lowest part of the body. This is more or less her attempt to humiliate you to fullest extent.” 

“Oh my god!” She shoved her face into my arm to muffle the sounds of her excitement. 

We got more comfortable speaking normally as we gradually realized that no one on the bus could understand us at all. We were the only white people on the bus, because most tourists would take a domestic flight as opposed to the bus. 

Alice explained to me why she was writing her fantasies in the journal. 

“I wanted you to find it. I was too embarrassed to come out and say it.” 

“For sure,” I said, “you put me in a weird spot though.” 

I asked her why she put it under the mattress, because she was aware that I never made the bed or anything like that. She told me that she was keeping it there while she thought of a place to put it. 

“I couldn’t just leave it out in the open. It would be obvious that I wanted you to find the thing.” She answered. 

“Look Alice, you can be honest with me. You’re going to have to be, but even more so now. This is a pretty big change of direction for the two of us.” 

She agreed with what I was saying. I never apologized for looking in her journal, because she revealed the intentions of it. The bus ride would be long, and my wife fell asleep on me while holding my hand. I smiled and pushed some of the hair from her face as we continued on our journey, staying up to ensure the safety of our belongings. 

Stay here: Finally meeting Prang

I wanted Alice to stay in the hotel room during the first meeting with Prang. I wanted to make sure that it wasn’t a set up, and if it was, I would be the only one in danger. Now that I had admitted everything to Alice, I felt more comfortable messaging Prang openly. I still kept the messages private, but I didn’t have to worry about timing the communication so that my wife was unaware. She knew who I was talking to, and I could tell that it was making her wet. 

“I’ll be back later. I’m going to go meet Prang and see what’s up.” I said as I gathered a few things and started for the door of the hotel. 

“I can’t wait! Oh my god!” She was jogging in place. 

“Stay here.” 

I headed out and hailed a taxi. Prang had sent me the address of a local store that we could meet at, and from there we could get something to eat. 

After arguing with the taxi driver about turning the meter on as opposed to him trying to cheat me with a ridiculous flat rate, I was happy that I would be introducing a local into my life. With a Thai woman at my side, it would be nearly impossible for me to get scammed as she would basically be able to them to fuck off. 

I paid the taxi driver and he said something in Thai, probably cursing my existence. I just let the issue go and scanned the area in search for my beautiful Asian princess. 

“Hello Brian.” I heard a woman’s voice behind me. 

I turned around, and nearly fell over by the beauty of the woman. 

“Prang?” 

“Yes. Nice to meet you!” She pulled me in for a hug. 

Her English wasn’t terrible. A bit choppy at times, and the accent took some getting used to even though I had already talked to her in video calls. There was some initial shyness on my behalf, because it was the first time that I had met anyone from the internet. 

Remembering everything I had learned about Thai women, I did my best to be the leader. It was a hard thing to do when you didn’t really know where you were going, or what to do. I took the position of ordering her to make some of the decisions and it seemed to be an effective strategy. By telling her to pick a place to eat, she recognized that I was telling her to do what I wanted even though she was ultimately making the decision. 

“We go this restaurant. I eat here often.” She said as she started walking into a place with plastic tables and chairs set up. 

I took a seat, and when the menus came everything was in Thai. I told her a few of the things that I liked, and she ordered everything. All I could tell was that the place wasn’t expensive at all, so even if she ordered half of the menu it would’ve been cheaper than some of the tourist meals that Alice and I had eaten in Bangkok. 

“White lady lick my feet?” Prang asked. 

“I think she will.” I watched Prang eat her food, so I could learn how to do it right. “It makes her feel horny.” 

“You know in Thailand the feet are very bad. I think it is funny if I have white lady lick my feet.” She laughed. 

Her whole intention of humiliating my wife to the maximum made her even more sexy to me. I was already drawn in by her long, black hair and dark complexion, but her personality was what really set her apart from all of the other Thai beauties. 

“You not take other Thai lady!” She seemed adamant about it. 

“Okay, why?” 

“I only want you fuck me or wife. Two is good for you already.” She looked at me with her fierce dark eyes. 

“Fair enough.” I pushed aside a dish I wasn’t too fond of, “Only you and my wife.” 

It really wasn’t the worst compromise to make in the world. 

After we ate, Prang suggested that we go back to our hotel room so that she could meet my wife. Her eagerness surprised me, so I told her that I would call my wife to make sure that she was ready. 

“Hello.” My wife said on the phone. 

“Are you ready?” I cut straight to the point. 

“I’m more than ready.” I could hear the desperation in her voice. 

“We’ll be over soon. Make sure you’re ready.” I hung up before she could even reply. 

We hailed a cab, and when we got back to my hotel, I noticed that it was significantly cheaper than when I came on my own. I cursed the previous cab driver under my breath. 

You no talk. You lick feet now. 

When the two of them first met I had to hold back my laughter. Alice greeted us at the door, and Prang just looked at her like she was scum. 

“Take shoes off!” Prang ordered. 

“What?” Alice was confused. 

“In Thailand it’s not uncommon for the woman to help the man with his shoes when they have to take them off. I think she’s putting you in your place.” 

Alice looked a little confused, but she seemed to understand my explanation. She got to her knees and took our shoes off. I started to kick mine off. 

“No Brian. Lady take your shoes off!” Prang was not allowing Alice to get out of her “duty.” 

The dynamic between the two of them was interesting. Alice was slightly frustrated, but also getting turned on by the dominance that was being displayed. 

Prang was strutting around the hotel as if she owned the place and Alice was her butler. It worked out for me too considering Alice was now being ordered to service me as per Prang’s instruction. 

“This is duty of all Thai lady. I not do. She do.” Prang sat down in a chair. “You clean feet now.” 

Alice was flabbergasted by all of the tasks that she was being assigned. She thought it was going to finally be her time to become a cuckquean, but instead she was being used like a house maid. 

“We don’t have a bucket. Will you come into the shower Prang?” She asked. 

“No.” Prang began to wiggle her dirty toes, “You lick feet now!” 

The look on Alice’s face was priceless. She realized that her fate was to be on her knees and licking the day’s dirt from a tiny Asian woman’s toes. To make matters worse, I reinforced what I had learned about Thai people and feet. 

“If you were a Thai woman and were caught licking another person’s feet you would lose face. People would make fun of you for the rest of your life.” I tried to drill the point into her mind. 

Alice slowly dropped to her knees and stared at Prang’s toes. She grabbed one of her feet and brought it to her mouth. Prang parted her lips with her big toe and

smiled as she expressed her dominance over my wife. Sucking on her toe, Alice’s face was transforming as she realized her position. The concept of craving humiliation must be a hard thing to understand. Especially when the event finally happens, and you find yourself licking the feet of another person while they insult your honor to your face. 

“She so dirty lady.” Prang was laughing. 

I knelt down to get a better look of my wife while she worked her tongue between Prang’s dirty toes. 

“Look at you. You’re a little foot slut.” I spanked her ass and it the feeling caused her to whimper slightly. “When you’re done with her, I’m next.” 

Alice dutifully cleaned Prang’s feet. I almost felt like she was spending more time than she had to, because she knew that she would be servicing me next. It was only fair, that I got some of the benefits of my wife having the ability to worship another woman’s body. After all, I wasn’t the only one cheating. In a way, she was just as guilty as I was. The only difference was that she wanted to be the submissive one, and so it would appear as if I had been given a gift. I recognized that “gift” but also realized that I deserved to be treated like the king that I was supposed to represent in this type of relationship dynamic. 

“Look good. You clean Brian’s feet now.” Prang stuck the bottoms of her foot on Alice’s face as a final display of her power. 

“Yes ma’am.” Alice looked down and crawled to my feet. 

I grabbed her by the hair and held her still before she began. I wanted her to see the look in my eyes, and for her to know that I was serious. 

“I want them spotless slut!” I pushed her head down to my feet, and she began to lick. 

Alice had given me foot massages before in the past, but this was a whole new experience. I used to always joke about foot fetishes, but once I experienced the sensation of having a woman suck on my toes, I would see myself as an advocate for the fetish from here on out. In the event that a woman ever said anything weird to man about him wanting to perform the act on her, I would put her in her place and explain to her the pleasure that she will experience. It all

started to make sense to me then. 

“Kiss the bottoms. Show your king some respect.” I said to further degrade her. 

“Yes sir.” Her soft lips pressed against the bottom of my feet. 

I sat back and enjoyed the sensation. I would never be able to look at my wife the same way. 

Both Prang, and I now had clean feet. I wanted to initiate sex with Prang’s beautiful, tight body, but I opted to wait and see what she would order my wife to do next. It was becoming a hobby of sorts for me. 

“This chair so hard.” Prang was squirming in her seat. “You come here. I sit on face.” 

The chair wasn’t hard at all. I had spent a lot of time sitting on it, and I realized that Prang was just enjoying the power. 

Alice had crawled over and seemed unsure where to put her head for Prang to sit down on. She asked and was told to lay on the floor. Prang had a huge smile on her face as she squatted down on her face. I watched my wife’s nose disappear between her ass. As she attempted to get comfortable, Prang was basically smearing her ass all over her face before she finally settled on what she felt was a comfortable position. She kicked her feet out and rested them on top of Alice’s legs. Her full weight was on her, and she began to play with her cell phone as if there wasn’t anything peculiar about sitting on a woman’s face. 

“I tell my friend I sit on white lady face. So funny!” She was laughing as she put her phone away. “Brian you want I suck now?” 

The sight of my wife’s face being sat on had brought me a powerful erection, and I was glad to finally be able to get off. I approached Prang and she put her legs back so that she was supporting her body with her knees, but her butt remained firmly on my wife’s face. 

My feet were on both sides of my wife’s body, and my pants fell down and rested on her. Prang grabbed my cock, and began to pump it with her hand while she kissed it. I had never seen such enthusiasm from a woman giving me a blow job before, and it added to the benefits of turning my wife into a cuckquean. 

I could hear my wife moaning and breathing heavily. With every breath that she took, I knew that she was inhaling the scent of Prang’s butt. 

“Smell that ass slut!” I ordered as my cock filled Prang’s mouth. 

Alice made sure that we could hear her sniffing the butt of another woman. 

As Prang continued to suck on my cock I was watching Alice under her ass. I could see tiny bits of Alice’s facial expressions that showed me the struggle that she was going through. She was going through an assortment of feelings and sensations that one would assume a woman would feel as she allows her face to be used like a chair while her husband receives pleasure from another woman. 

Prang’s technique caused my cock to empty hard into her mouth. She pulled her mouth from my cock and caught the remainder of the load from a distance, allowing some of it to splash on her face. No longer was I concerned with my wife. The only thing that mattered to me was the woman that sucked my cock and was gracefully taking my load. My attraction for Prang had grown once I saw what she was capable of. 

Once my cock was empty, Prang moved her ass from Alice’s face and turned around so that she was facing her. Using her hands, Prang opened Alice’s mouth and allowed the semen in her mouth to drip inside of Alice’s. I moved to get a better angle and watched my come slowly trickle from Prang’s mouth. 

“Eat it.” Prang ordered. 

As the semen spilled into her mouth, Alice continuously swallowed. When the come stopped flowing from her mouth, Prang bent down towards her and began to kiss her. I watched in awe as a Thai woman managed to dominate another woman despite having just taken a load of come to her face a minute prior. She was truly an impressive specimen. 

The sad eyes of the cuckquean

After everything had happened, Prang headed straight to the bathroom to clean herself up. That was one of the many great things I had read about Thai women--

they almost always had good hygiene habits. This left Alice, who appeared unsure if she was permitted to move, laying on the floor with come on her face and mouth. I stood over her and smiled. 

“You like that?” I asked wondering how a woman could enjoy something without receiving any stimulation. 

“Yes sir.” Her eyes had trouble meeting mine, and I could tell that she was in deep thought. 

“You know she’s more beautiful than you.” I wanted to instill this fact into her mind. 

“Yes sir, she’s very beautiful. May I go to the bathroom when she returns sir?” 

“You may. I’m going to ask Prang if she wants to stay the night. I think she really likes me.” 

“Yeah, I think she might love you.” Alice was aware that she had passed the point of no return with this type of arrangement. 

“What’s wrong with white lady?” Prang asked when she returned, “Go clean. 

You dirty!” She pointed at the bathroom until Alice got up and went in. 

I pulled Prang close to me, and I could smell that she had cleaned out her mouth with mouthwash. She grabbed my chest and began to kiss me as I allowed myself to fall backwards on the couch. I reached my hand around and squeezed her ass, the same ass that had been perched on my wife’s face, and it made me consider another round. Prang appeared to be interested, and it made sense considering that she had yet to have fucked me. 

Normally, the idea of having an erection shortly after having sex was an impossible expectation to have, but with Prang I felt like a new man. She pulled off her top, and I unsnapped her bra and began to suck on her tiny, firm tits. I started to nibble while licking at the same time, and Prang began to pull away. At first I thought I had done something wrong, but she was actually trying to get the rest of her clothes off. 

“Take clothes of Brian.” She said to me as I felt her body with my eyes. 

Not one to argue over the chance to have sex, I quickly freed my body from my clothing. 

Our kissing resumed, and it was then that Alice returned to the bathroom. My instinct was to look and see what was coming, but I resisted my brain and continued to kiss my Thai girlfriend. 

“I’m ready for fucking.” Prang pulled away from me and walked around the couch so that she could bend over the arm of it. 

“Sit here!” I ordered to Alice. 

She obeyed my command and took a seat and was now face to face with Prang. 

I spit in my hand to lubricate my cock, and it slipped into her tight pussy with ease. I always enjoyed the first few strokes inside a new woman, and it was here where I continued to internalize my dominance over my wife. 

“Your husband fuck me, okay?” Prang said as she took my cock hard. 

Alice seemed unsure how to react. Prang had just asked her a question, and she had been used to following her orders. 

“I ask you. You answer me.” Prang was annoyed at her silence. 

“You can fuck my husband.” Alice continued to be docile. 

I grabbed Prang’s hair and held her head back. She responded positively with her moans, and my cock continued to thrust in and out of her. 

“White man dick so big!” Prang exclaimed as I found the right spot to hit. 

Alice’s eyes met my own, and I looked at her as if she was social outcast. Her need to witness me with another woman continued to fuel my everlasting erection as I pummeled the tiny, brown Thai woman. 

“Fuck you!” I said to my wife, “you’re a cuck!” 

She couldn’t look at me anymore. 

“Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck you!” Prang said as she replaced her moans with

words, “Fuck you! Fuck you!” 

I could see my wife’s arousal grow. Her hands began to wonder towards her crotch, and Prang even called her out on it. Alice couldn’t resist the urge to touch herself. 

“Prang sit down on the couch.” I removed my cock from her. 

I walked over to Alice and pulled her off the couch. I tugged hard on her sweatpants, and when they fell down, I ordered her to get in the doggystyle position. 

“Finish Prang off for me cuck!” I moved her head towards Prang’s pussy that had just been filled by my cock. 

“You lick pussy now!” Prang demanded. 

As my wife began to lick Prang’s pussy, I circled around her and mounted her from behind. I wanted my wife to feel pleasure too, not just humiliation, and it was obvious by her response that I had made the right choice. She began to moan uncontrollably as her face was being used to pleasure her cuckcake. 

“I like you yell in my pussy. Feels good!” Prang was laughing at my wife. 

I was already familiar with my wife’s pussy. I worked the same angle that I always had to bring her to orgasm quickly, and it was working. Her orgasm happened faster than usual, but it was likely because of the fulfillment of her fantasy. 

I realized that I could fuck her forever because I had just orgasmed before, so I decided to focus on what was bringing me the greatest arousal so that I could nut soon. 

“Lick that pussy you fuckin’ bitch!” I pushed her head into Prang’s crotch more. 

“Why on Earth did I marry such a pathetic woman!” My own words were bringing about my orgasm. 

Following up my verbal displays of dominance with a swift smack across her ass sent her into a fit of pleasure. Her legs were shaking, and I had to hold her up as she nearly fell to the floor from the pleasure. I would let her fall to the floor, but

my first priority was filling her pussy with my adulterous come. 

“White lady lick pussy so good!” Prang said as she moved her hand to direct Alice’s tongue towards her clit. 

I held my come the best that I could as Prang began to shake from the tongue lashing she was receiving. As her orgasm became evident, I could not hold it any longer, and I released myself deep within my wife’s pussy. The three of us were making enough noise, that in hindsight, I’m surprised we didn’t have the police called on us for creating a disturbance. 

Conclusion

Immediately after we finished our session, Prang charged into the bathroom to clean herself first. Her commitment to staying clean was so impressive that even Alice complimented her behind her back. 

“That was so fucking hot!” My wife said when she saw that her dom had left the room. 

“Yeah, I know right.” I said brushing her hair with my hand, “I want to stay here with Prang. I think I can get a job here.” 

Alice froze for a moment. I was prepared to break off the entire marriage if she so much as attempted to fight me on this. She had opened the floodgates. 

“And I will go back to the States?” She asked. 

“Yeah, you go back to your old job. I’m not even going to call my boss, he can suck a dick. You can send me some money to help me out. Not too much, just a little.” 

“Can I think about it?” She asked. 

“No, not really. I’m doing it either way. Prang is much more enjoyable to fool around with, but don’t worry, you can still visit me. Hell, you can watch me and Prang fuck over video call.” 

“That doesn’t sound too bad.” I could tell that part of her was telling her not to agree to it, but the sexual deviant within her spoke out more, “okay.” 

Prang returned from the bathroom and ordered my wife to go clean herself. I sat Prang down and explained to her my plan of living here. 

“Yes! Yes! Yes! I will get to live with my love!” She was more excited than I was. 

“Yes Prang. Do you think you can help me get a job here in Thailand?” 

“Easy! Many white man teaching English in school. They make more money than Thai people.” She answered confidently. 

I had heard about people coming over here to teach English. My research had taken me to many of the pages, and it seemed like all you needed was a college degree, which I had. Her and I talked, and I listened to her try to articulate different things that I had to do in order to work in Thailand, but I figured all I needed from her was help getting to a place that would hire me. I would just use the internet to sure up the more technical details. 

When Alice returned, I put the television on and laid on the bed. Prang cozied up next to me, and Alice seemed unsure what to do. Before I could even offer her to come lay with me, Prang was already on her case. 

“You sleep on floor! You not sleep with me and my boyfriend!” Her words slapped Alice across the face, and she looked at me for confirmation. 

“Here,” I tossed her one of the throw pillows. “Get me a bottle of water and turn the lights off.” 

“Yes sir.” Alice did her duty without a complaint. She was just happy to have finally realized her position in our relationship. 

Prang and I cuddled as we watched a Thai program. I had no idea what was going on, but Prang thought it was funny. I occasionally kissed her on the cheek to show her how much I loved her, and eventually my eyes closed allowing me to leave one dream world and enter another. 
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