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		Cuckquean Loves Humiliation

		

		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 focusing 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 of her heels,” Paul 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 erection’s strength. Lisa was moaning as it was evident that my wife’s mouth and nose were in some way 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.

		

		Lisa: I can’t believe she just did that

		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 of, 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 inevitably 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.

		

		Lanna: Craving more humiliation

		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 unphased 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 sorts 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 bitch, 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.

		

		Paul: Be careful what you wish for

		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.

		

		Lanna: I want her to stay the night

		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 sweeter, 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 a while 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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		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!

		

		Harem Hierarchy

		Cassie:

		The men that I was finding myself with were starting to appear weak in my eyes. It became an obsession of mine to find a dominant alpha male that was worthy of my respect and submission.

		My search led me to a BDSM dating website where I could search for the type of man that I was looking for. That's how Jason entered my life. Everything about his profile jumped out at me, and for the first time in my life, I paid to be a member for the sole purpose of getting to know him.

		After meeting him a couple of times I realized that he was in high demand and that he was the sole leader of a harem of females. I wanted more than anything else in the world to be apart of his harem, and I was willing to do whatever it took to move up the ranks.

		Every woman that submitted to him wore a collar. The collar indicated where that woman stood in the harem's hierarchy.

		I never would have thought that such a thing would turn me on. It was the scariest part about it all.

		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.

		Can Cassie move up the ranks in Jason's harem, or is she forever destined to be a cuckquean?

		

		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.
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