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		Cuckqueaned by the Dominatrix: Fixing Our Stale Marriage

		

		Jen

		After several years of marriage, John and I started to have problems in the bedroom. In retrospect, there were a lot of warning signs, but both of us were too wrapped up in our romantic brains to really understand what was really going on. Both of us were submissive in the bedroom, and it led to countless misunderstandings and tons of sex where it felt like we were just going through the motions.

		It was a Saturday afternoon when the two of us admitted that something was wrong. John kept trying to get me to sit on his face, but I wanted him to hold my head against the bed and take my mouth. It was an awkward session, and ultimately it ended with boring missionary sex and I could feel my husband’s cock losing its erection. 

		“John,” I said, “I think you need to see a doctor.” I was so frustrated and angry that I didn’t consider how my words would affect him.

		“What do you mean?” He asked as he slid under the sheets, hiding his flaccid cock from me. 

		“I think you have a problem,” I said. I watched his face grow red and it made me feel terrible. The truth was, I was concerned that I wasn’t sexy like I was when we first got married. My own need to feel value was prioritized over his need to feel like a man.

		“I don’t!” He protested, “I get hard all the freaking time!” His voice cracked and it made me feel awful.

		“I’m sorry,” I said quickly, “I didn’t mean to make it sound like that.” He wasn’t an old man that would naturally suffer from erectile dysfunction. “You’re only your thirties. I just, I guess I’m looking for an excuse.”

		“An excuse for what?” He asked. I realized that he was still in the process of digging his heels in. It wasn’t going to be easy, but I knew I had to get the truth out there.

		“Our sex,” I paused and took a deep breath. I knew that I was taking a huge risk, the type of risk that could end our marriage. “Is awful.”

		He was silent. Both of us looked at the wall for a few minutes before I turned my attention back to him. With as much cuteness as possible, I nuzzled my face against his hard chest and kissed around his nipples. It felt like he had all the energy sucked out of him, yet his heart was beating like a drum. 

		“Fuck!” I thought, “I should have kept my fucking mouth shut!” I had an image of the two of us sitting before a judge and arguing over our sex life while the lawyers argued over our net worth and possessions. 

		“It’s just,” John sighed and I knew I was about to hear the truth. “We don’t have the type of sex I want.” 

		“What?” I snapped but I quickly settled down. He was essentially just throwing the blame right back at me. It was the same tactic I used, but there was probably some truth to what he was about to say.

		“I’ve always wanted, like, you to boss me around and take charge.” He looked docile and nervous. “I want to be dominated.”

		“How am I supposed to dominate you?” I asked. I kept a straight face even though I wanted to pull my hair out. I wanted to be dominated too.

		“Have you ever seen a dominatrix?” He asked, “like on TV or on the internet?”

		“Yeah,” I said. “That’s what you want? Really?” I always thought those types of people were so fringe that you’d never meet a man like that in real life, but there I was, in bed with one.

		“That’s my dream,” he said, “I’ve tried so hard to get you to take charge. I guess I should have been open about it from the start.”

		“Yeah,” I said, “you should have told me the truth earlier!” I paused and watched his eyes drift back towards the wall. I realized that I was acting unfairly. “I get it. I should have been honest too.”

		“Honest about what?” He looked at me with the same eyes a partner would have if they suspected the other of cheating.

		“Whoa!” I said, “nothing like that. I mean, I’m a lot like you. I’ve always wanted you to, you know, tie me up and spank me. That sort of thing.”

		“I see,” he said. This time he went into deep thought as he stared at the wall. “I’ve got an idea,” John got out of bed and walked into the other room. 

		“Where are you going?” I asked.

		“Hold on!” He shouted. “This is the only way I know how to fix this.” He returned to the room with his laptop and he sat down on the bed. “Here,” he said, “show me a video of what you want.” 

		He opened a private browser and quickly pulled up an adult website. My jaw dropped when I saw the ridiculous ads plastered all over the screen. John was always complaining about how slow the internet was, and I was confident the reason it was so slow was because his computer was infected from him visiting those types of websites.

		“I don’t really know what to type in,” I said, “I don’t watch these kinds of videos.” I was telling the truth. I preferred to read my fantasies instead of watching them, besides, I’ve always found the porn industry to be too focused on men.

		“Alright,” he said, “well how can I know exactly what you want?” 

		“I can give you a story to read,” I said. 

		My face turned red and I grew nervous. All of my erotica was on an electronic device that John never asked about. I had just opened up the floodgates to him discovering hundreds, if not thousands, of erotica titles on my tablet. In addition to the pure volume, there were some somewhat questionable types of stories on there. Not everything I read was something I wanted acted out, so I tried to change the focus towards him. At least if I knew his sexual secrets too, I wouldn’t be the only one potentially feeling shame if it ended up not working.

		“Show me what you want,” I said.

		“Well,” he said as he looked around the room. I think he realized that his true nature was about to be exposed, so he was thinking similarly to me. “What about the story?”

		“You can’t just read it in like five minutes,” I said, realizing that I had a legitimate reason to put off my admissions. “I’ll give you my favorite one after you show me a video.”

		“Fine,” he said as he realized that my logic was impenetrable. “You have to watch the entire thing,” he said, “I’m serious.”

		“Okay,” I said, “fine.” He typed in what appeared to be the exact title of the video. Clearly, I was about to see something that my husband masturbated to frequently.

		“Don’t say anything until it’s over,” he said as he hit the spacebar. The video began playing the introduction and my husband gathered his clothes and went for the exit.

		“Hey!” I called out, “where are you going?”

		“I’m taking a shower,” he said, “I want you to watch this without feeling like I’m trying to read your mind. Now watch it!” He was adamant that I didn’t miss a scene and he scurried away to not have to deal with the potential humiliation of me laughing at his fantasies.

		The video started with an absolutely beautiful woman wearing sexy black lingerie and high heels. She towered over a skinny fat looking man that was on his hands and knees. My mouth opened when I saw the man had a collar around his neck and his “mistress” was holding the leash. John and I shared that fantasy, but I couldn’t imagine getting turned on by doing it to him. 

		The mistress pulled on the leash and had the man crawl behind her while his face was in her ass. I didn’t really realize the implication until I remembered that John had specifically chosen the video to best represent his fantasy. Not once had he asked to lick my ass or do anything, but I started to understand some of his behavior. When he would go down on me, his tongue was always finding its way lower and lower. I used to think that he just wasn’t very good at licking pussy, but I realized that he was hoping to taste my ass and was praying that I would order him to try it. As I watched the video, more and more things made sense, and I wasn’t sure how to feel about it all.

		“Don’t,” the mistress said in a powerful tone, “make a fucking sound!” 

		She had led him over a bench that was perpendicular to his body. His ass was bare and pointed straight up as she chained him down. I started to get wet when I saw her grab a thin object that looked like a firm leather whip. She smirked as she walked around him in circles, and the submissive was shaking as he waited for the first strike. 

		It wasn’t the idea of whipping my husband’s ass that turned me on. I was imagining myself in his position, being bent over, while a confident mistress dominated me. I wasn’t sure if I could do any of the things to John, and if anything, I was starting to wonder if I was open to women so long as they were of the dominant variety.

		The crack of the whip on his ass was loud. I watched as the man struggled to remain silent. He knew that if he cried out, he would be punished somehow, and I was cheering her on, hoping that she would get him to break his silence.

		“Fuck!” The man said after receiving his tenth lash. His ass was red and sore. It was the state I wish mine was in after John and I had sex.

		“What did I tell you?” She said as she crouched down to his level. She grabbed his hair roughly and pulled his face so that he was looking at her. She then did the unthinkable, and spat right on his face, the saliva began to slowly drip down his face and he had the look of a defeated man. “Well,” she said, “we’re just going to have to shut you up!”

		The video focused on the shaking submissive man as the mistress disappeared from the frame. After a moment, she reappeared but with a red ball gag in her hand. She smiled and laughed as she put it in his mouth, his ability to speak was muffled.

		“Now,” she said, “the leather was too soft. I’m going to use the cane!” I gasped when I saw her grab a thin cane that appeared to be made of bamboo. She swung it through the air and the sound it made was enough to startle me. “One, two, three!” After finishing the count she proceeded to spank his ass as hard as she could. 

		The sounds he made were loud despite the gag, and my pussy was burning with desire. It was a video made my a legitimate company, so the man knew what the scene was going to entail. Still, he had to have felt completely humiliated and that feeling was something I had always wanted. I don’t know why but feeling like someone owns you has always turned me on, and the vast majority of my erotica focuses on that exact sentiment. 

		I was amazed at how much pain he took. My thoughts started to drift to how it was my husband’s fantasy, and how I could never see myself doing it. When she was finished punishing him, she removed the ball gag and used his face as a sex toy. She got off while he struggled to do anything, and when she was satisfied, she finally unchained him.

		“Jerk that tiny dick of yours,” she said as he kneeled before her. “But,” she paused, “if you come, I want you to lick it up! My dungeon has standards for cleanliness!” 

		She laughed and mocked him as he furiously masturbated. It only took him a minute before his cock burst and shot come all over the floor. You could see his sexual desire vanish, but he had made an agreement, so he put his face to the floor and began licking and sucking up his own semen. It was cruel how she humiliated him, and with a few tweaks, I could see myself happy to be him.

		“Is it over?” John asked as he came into the room with only a towel around his body.

		“Yeah,” I said, trying to conceal my excitement. I didn’t want him to think that I was getting hot as a result of wanting to be like the dominatrix. The only thing I could think of was to grab my electronic reader and pull up a story for John to read, so that I could sneak out of the room and have time to think. “Here,” I said, “read this, and then we’ll compare!” I smiled as I handed it over, and just like him, I scurried out of the room to avoid embarrassment.

		

		John

		Jen is always so passive in the bedroom, and I have a hard time getting her to do anything that I want. She never told me about her fantasies, and I just assumed that she would freak out if I tried to have extremely rough sex with her. However, I’ve never had the urge to be dominant in the bedroom. I’m the type of guy that gets hard going down on a woman. I had tried for so many years to subtly hint to Jen that she should dominate me. I figured it would be hot, from her point of view, to take charge and punish me.

		When I was in the shower, I really spent most of the time pacing back and forth in the bathroom while the water was running. The level of anxiety I felt was so damn overwhelming, and I was afraid that she was going to up and leave me on the spot. The thing is, I showed her one of the tamest videos that I’m into. I figured it was the least fucked up one, but also one that demonstrated the levels of humiliation I was after. 

		Jen’s response when I came into the room was hard to read. She gave off the vibe of being turned on, but only a little, and that was mixed with something else I couldn’t quite figure out. She shot a look at me that I had never seen before, and before we could talk about it, she thrust her tablet in my hands and told me to read the story that she had up.

		“What did you think about it?” I asked. She escaped the room as if she was on a mission, and I was left dumbfounded as I watched her tight little ass leave the room.

		When she left the room, I realized that in all the years that she had spent alone reading the tablet, I had never once asked her about the books she read. When I was sure I wouldn’t be caught, I backed out of the book to look at the titles she had downloaded.

		“What. The. Actual. Fuck.” I said quietly to myself when I discovered a ton of erotic stories with muscular men on the covers. I kept scrolling down the page and it never seemed to end. The only time it stopped showing books was when it paused to load more.

		Some of the titles sounded worse than the videos I watched, but it was from the opposite perspective. Confused and slightly worried that I would be unable to meet her standards, I opened the book that she had selected and began to read.

		Initially, I thought the book was boring, but then I realized that the first few chapters were character development. Our main character, a young woman in her twenties, had just gotten out of a relationship with a man she wasn’t attracted too. I couldn’t help but think that the book was some sort of representation of my wife’s thoughts about our marriage, and when the relationship ended, the female character went in search for a powerful alpha male.

		She struggled on dates as she tried to figure out what the men were into. None of the first batch of men were showing the signs that she was looking for. Desperate, she signed up for a BDSM dating website and she went on to list her deepest and darkest fantasies. 

		I stopped reading for a moment and thought about the ways in which I related to the main character. We were opposite genders, but both of us craved a dominant partner that would lead us on a journey to discover ourselves as we submitted to another being. The desire to be vulnerable, and treated harshly were strong in both of us. 

		Sometimes porn wasn’t enough for me. I’d find myself browsing the most shady websites that were set up by local and even foreign dominatrixes. It was always a rush to land on the home page, and click the enter button. The websites always had a dark, almost gothic, theme and the dominatrix would always include sexy photos. The pictures were never as revealing as the videos you could find, but it wasn’t about the visual component when I searched these websites.

		Nearly every single one of these websites had a page where the woman wrote about the various services she offered. Some of them would list prices, and I would often fantasize about visiting one of these women without telling my wife. Just reading that a woman would do those things to you in exchange for payment made my cock hard when the porn wouldn’t, and I masturbated frequently to the thought of it. 

		There were situations in which I would even email the women from a dummy account just to get some interaction with them. As time went on, I got closer and closer to actually hiring one, but I kept stalling in the hopes of my wife accepting my submissive needs and dominating me with an iron fist. Being a submissive man, I felt that it would be counter intuitive to cheat on my wife. 

		The main character went through something very similar. The book described how she would bring her laptop into the bathtub and touch herself as she browsed the men’s profiles. She took a long time before finally setting her profile to be visible to the members of the site, and even then, her involvement went in phases. I identified with her so much. I never set up an online profile, but as time passed, I found myself slowly inching closer to jumping into the BDSM scene with everything. It was like an addiction.

		She would talk to some of the guys, but she was often too scared to meet up with them. She started to evolve at some point, and she would exchange nude pictures with the men. It kept escalating until one day she was sent a message by a man in his forties. Something about the man’s eyes told her that he was a passionate and experienced master.

		“I’m nothing like this guy,” I thought to myself as I read how the two interacted before finally meeting. I wondered how Jen related to the video I showed her. Did she find herself unable to relate to the dominatrix? 

		It was hard to accept, but I was much more like the woman than him. My wife, however, was putting herself in the mind of the main character as she went on her journey. There was clearly a huge discrepancy between the two of us in terms of our sexual preferences. We were essentially the same.

		“Well,” I thought, “if I can just fake my way through it, maybe she’ll return the favor.” I was thinking about how I could do the physical acts that she desired, and secretly in my head, I would imagine myself with a dominatrix in order to maintain arousal. 

		When the two of them finally met, she was brought into his home where he had his entire room decked out in a BDSM theme. The first thing she noticed was the old fashioned stockade that connected to the foot of the bed. I’ve never really fantasized about being penetrated before, but the scene when he locked her in and took her ass for the first time made my cock stand. His savage nature came out and she did nothing but praise him for it. 

		“I could try it,” I thought as I continued reading. I didn’t even own a pair of handcuffs, and I couldn’t imagine what it would be like to fuck my wife’s ass. I always thought that I was more likely to lick her ass, and when she squirmed away from my tongue, I just assumed I wouldn’t even be able to suggest using my cock instead. 

		I figured the best thing I could do was make an effort. That would ensure that my wife would at least feel guilty about not trying to please me. In an ideal world, the two of us could at least work out some sort of agreement where we take turns dominating one another.

		Having subpar sex was pretty much what I was used to already. The whole process, for me, involved fantasizing and thinking about being on my knees while a woman physically and verbally humiliated me. I had gotten used to using this mental trick to keep my cock standing for when we had sex, but sometimes the method failed. That night, when Jen called me out for going soft, it was because I attempted to put her in a dominant role and got rejected. Something about being rejected as a submissive makes me go soft. 

		“Okay,” I said softly as I put down the tablet. I had read enough of it to know what Jen wanted, and I was ready to give it to her. I stood up and took a huge breath, checking myself in the mirror. “You can do this,” I said to myself before opening the door. “Jen!” I shouted, “get your ass in here!” I stroked my cock as I waited for her to come to the room.

		

		Jen

		The story I had my husband read was chosen for a reason. I knew that it would be a little extreme for him, and I figured it would be highly unlikely to recreate it, but I wanted to show him just how far he could go. My goal was to get him to just increase his dominance in the bedroom by a small amount. 

		“Jen!” I heard from the bedroom. Something about John’s tone made my nipples get hard. It was obvious that he was getting ready to do something; something that my body instinctively knew I would enjoy.

		My feelings were accurate. Instead of being grilled about my opinion on the video he showed me, John grabbed me by the hair as soon as I was close enough to him. As if he was a new man, he dragged me to the bed, my body slightly brushed against his cock. Even though I felt pain, I was smiling. The book I had showed him was apparently enough to bring out his inner alpha male.

		“Don’t,” he said as he stood by the edge of the bed. My elbows were planted in the mattress and my ass was sticking straight up to him, “make a fucking sound.”

		I peeked over my shoulder and watched him as he rummaged through his drawer. Quickly, I turned around to avoid him noticing that I was watching him. He had a leather belt in his hands.

		“It’s happening!” I thought, “he’s really going to do it!” 

		Gently, he ran the belt down my back and rested it on my ass. I was breathing hard, waiting for him to strike.

		“Pineapple,” he said. I patiently remained in position as I waited for him to continue, “that’s the safe word. Do you understand?”

		“Yes,” I said. I could feel his eyes on my naked skin. I was nearly at the point of begging him to hit my ass with the belt, but then it happened. “Fuck!” I cried out.

		“Shut up!” He hit me again, but this time harder. “I told you to be quiet!” He continued serving my ass lashes with his leather belt, and the only thing I could do was put my fist in my mouth. 

		It was a pleasurable pain. A pain that I had never experienced, but knew that I would like. My pussy was starting to ooze for his cock, and mentally, I felt like I had finally been successful in finding a worthy partner. John was doing what I wanted, and it only happened because I insulted his ego when I confronted him about losing his erection. 

		I heard the sound of the belt hitting the floor. That sound was even more terrifying than the feeling I had when I was waiting for him to spank my ass again. I had no clue what he was going to do, and the book I had him read had several cruel suggestions. 

		“Remember,” he said as both of his hands roughly slapped my ass at the same time. “Don’t make a fucking sound!” 

		I struggled to be quiet as he started poking me with his hard cock. The inability to moan or praise him was driving me wild. His cock entered me and I began to shake, my ass tightened. With his cock deep inside, he reached down and grabbed a bunch of my hair. 

		“You like it,” he said, “I know you now.” He pulled my head towards him and then pushed it back into the bed. My cheek smashed against the mattress.

		John was pushing my head to the left. I could see him out of the corner of my eye as he roughly moved my face towards him. I had no idea what his intentions were until he lifted his leg over my body and put his bare foot inches from my face.

		“Suck on my toes,” he said calmly as he began to thrust in and out of me. 

		I obeyed his command, but I wasn’t too fond of the act, and I was confused as to why he was demanding it. The story he read said nothing about it, but as I continued sucking on his toes, I realized what he was doing. 

		“He’s doing to me what he wants me to do to him,” I thought as I did my best to remain silent. The video he showed me didn’t have a man sucking on a woman’s toes, but the suggested videos had images of it happening. It didn’t take a genius to understand that the two things went together. 

		Once I had that realization, it was obvious that John was faking everything. I was able to see his face, and he wasn’t looking at me at all. His eyes were staring off into the distance, and they looked lifeless. It was just like me when we had sex. His soft fucking was never enough for me, and I always closed my eyes as I imagined myself being led around the room on a leash while numerous men lined up to penetrate me.

		His cock started to twitch inside of me. I began to moan while his foot was stuck in my mouth. For the first time, John brought me to orgasm without me imagining myself with another man or in a different situation. Due to the sounds I made, I expected to be punished in some way, but he didn’t do anything. The only thing he did was continue pumping me until his cock began shooting its load inside of me.

		“Wow!” I said when he finally took his foot from my face and pulled his cock from me. “That,” I said, “was phenomenal!” There were a ton of things I wanted to suggest, but I knew criticism was not viable in that sort of situation. John needed to be told how wonderful he was.

		 “So,” John said when we settled down. The two of us were laying in bed and his arms were wrapped around my shoulders. “What do you think?”

		“That was amazing,” I answered, “a huge improvement!” I playfully nuzzled my face in his chest.

		“No,” he said, “not that. The video. What do you think?” I could hear his heartbeat picking up. My suspicions about him just trying to satiate me, and not actually getting off by dominating me, were proven to be true.

		“John,” I said as I lifted my head from his chest. I sat up and crossed my legs like a pretzel. “I don’t know,” I said, “I, uhh, I just can’t see myself doing that.”

		“Is that so?” He seemed so sad and disappointed. I felt terrible considering the effort he had just put in towards understanding my sexual needs. 

		“Hey!” I said when he rolled to his side and presented me with his back. “We’re not done talking!”

		“What’s there to talk about?” He asked, “I tried and you won’t. It’s not fair!” 

		“Well,” I said. I paused for a long time. I couldn’t believe what I was going to say. “I’ll allow you to visit a dominatrix.”

		“Yeah,” he said, “right.” He didn’t take my statement seriously at all.

		“I’m serious.” I said plainly. I was well aware of how the burden was on me to prove that I was serious. What I was suggesting was something that sounded like a trap from his perspective. 

		“You’re fucking with me,” he continued to not believe me, but I knew I had his attention.

		“You can try it,” I said, “one time for now.” I paused and closed my eyes, “I don’t know how it’s going to make me feel, but I owe it to you. I can’t do what you want. I just don’t have it in me.”

		“And you won’t hold it against me?” He asked.

		“I won’t,” I said, “but I have one condition.”

		“What is it?” He asked quickly. 

		“I don’t want you to finish,” I said, “I want you to come back home to me, and do what you just did.”

		“Hmm,” he said as he slipped into deep thought, “interesting.”

		We talked a bit longer and he agreed to my terms. Strangely, I wasn’t upset with myself for suggesting such a thing. I had essentially given my husband permission to cheat on me with another woman, but it didn’t make me feel angry. The jealousy and thoughts of him giving another woman his passion oddly turned me on, and I knew I had to investigate those feelings. Unfortunately, there was nothing I could do but wait and see the effects. My hope was that John would come home to me with a furious rage that needed to be unloaded, and I wanted to be the receptacle to his heighted lust. 

		“I love you, John.” I said, “I really do. I’m sorry that I can’t do that for you.”

		“I love you too,” he said. His mind was clearly working behind the scenes. I could see his thoughts as he tried to figure out the logistics of finding a professional dominatrix.

		“And thank you,” I said, “you did such a good job. I really appreciate you being able to do what I can’t. Just remember,” I said, “I don’t want you to come. Save it for when you come home to me.” I leaned over and kissed him, and we cuddled for a while until John excused himself from the room. He brought his laptop with him, and I knew exactly what he was using it for.

		

		John

		Mistress Tina was a local dominatrix that I had my eye on for quite some time. She was in her late twenties, a few years younger than my wife and I, and she had beautiful long blonde hair. She seemed to really enjoy wearing skimpy leather clothing paired with bright cherry colored lipstick. She offered nearly anything that a man, or woman, with a femdom fantasy could ever desire. 

		I had prepared an email to send to Tina whenever Jen and I were finished having that sex that night, but I didn’t click send. For as much as Jen seemed to encourage me, I felt that she would later come to regret the decision. I waited a few days to see if she would have a change of heart, and I finally sent the email whenever Jen confronted me on the issue.

		“So,” Jen said, “when are you going to see a dominatrix?”

		“Umm,” I was shocked that she brought it up first. I was fully prepared to be the one that had to ask about it first. “I was actually going to try to contact one tonight.”

		“Good,” Jen said, turning around and showing me her precious butt. I wished that she could get over her problem with being dominant and push me down on the ground, and sit on my face.

		Mistress Tina answered my email very quickly. She required a lot of information that she said was for our personal safety. She informed me that she only did sessions in her own personal dungeon, and that only her and the submissive would be present. I filled out all the information and I was met with another form where I could select my fantasies. 

		“Check all that apply: foot worship, ass worship, verbal humiliation, leash and collar, bondage, spanking, face spitting, caning,” the list seemed to go on forever. Some of the items never even occurred to me and I struggled with an erection while checking the boxes. 

		Unsure of the line between my fantasies and what I’d actually enjoy, I went for the sure things like foot and ass worship, and I checked a lot of the other boxes and included a note at the bottom to let her know that it was my first time, and that I wasn’t entirely sure. At the end, I was told that I needed to pay a fifty-percent deposit, and then the other half would be paid in person. I followed the instructions and nervously waited for her to get back to me.

		“John, I have an open slot for you tomorrow at noon. If this time works with your schedule, please confirm. I look forward to humiliating you!” She replied via email.

		“That time works. Thank you, Mistress.” I replied. I felt so nervous about including the Mistress part. It was such a rush to finally refer to a woman by that title. The whole process turned me on so much that I made myself take an ice cold shower to help lower my libido until the following day. 

		I was a nervous wreck as I pulled into Mistress Tina’s parking lot. My life was forever going to be changed. I knew that I would be experiencing my darkest fantasies for the very first time, and additionally I was technically cheating on my wife. I knocked on the front door and looked around to see if anyone was watching me. The place looked like a normal office building, and I imagined that the average person had no idea what really happened.

		“Hello,” she said when she opened the door. “And your name is?”

		“J-john,” I said nervously as I looked her up and down. She was using the door to conceal her tight leather outfit, but I could see enough of it to realize that it was really happening.

		“Nice to meet you,” she said as she let me come inside.

		She led me into a regular looking room that had couches and refreshments. I was offered something to drink but I declined. I produced the other half of the payment and she thanked me and walked off to stash it. I watched her ass as she walked and I thought about how it was going to be on my face very soon. My cock started to stand.

		“Is there anything that I need to know before we begin?”

		“I, uhh, I’m m-married.” I confessed. I was looking at my feet but when I looked up I saw a smile on her face. Something about dominating a married man excited her. 

		“Okay,” she said, “does your wife know?”

		“Y-yes,” I answered, “she gave me one rule. I’m not allowed to come.”

		“I see,” she said.

		She asked me several more questions and I just opened up to her and told her everything. She really listened to me and it surprised me. I honestly thought she was going to treat me like dirt and not care about me, but she seemed to have the right attitude when it came to femdom. She understood that people, no matter how submissive they are, have thoughts and feelings and they often need to be heard and emphasized.

		“Very well,” she said when we were finished talking about my marriage. “Do you have a safe word, or do you need me to assign you one?”

		“Pineapple,” I said with a silent laugh. It was funny to me to use the exact same word as my wife.

		“Excellent,” she said, “go inside the changing room,” she pointed at a closet. “I want you to remove all of your clothing and then meet me inside.” Tina pointed to another door that apparently led to the dungeon.

		“Yes, Mistress!” I answered. She smiled at me and walked away. I got out of my clothes as fast as I could and met her in the dungeon. She told me to lock the door behind me.

		The space was so different from everything one could see on the outside. The floor was padded lightly and it reminded me of a wrestling mat. The room smelled sterile and I the temperature was neither hot nor cold. The decor was gothic, yet modern, and I was amazed at the various items and contraptions set up in the room. I recognized a bench in the center of the room, and it reminded me of the same thing the dominatrix used in the video that I showed my wife. I thought about how it was very likely that I would find myself bending over it and being spanked mercilessly by the beautiful woman in front of me.

		“Get on your knees!” She said, “crawl to me!” She turned her back to me and started digging through a large black box. 

		It was finally happening. I was already not feeling super confident standing naked in front of such a beautiful queen, but getting on my knees was the point of no return. I felt stupid as I crawled over to her, stopping when I was close enough to lean down and kiss her pretty toes.

		“Sit,” she said as she snapped her fingers. “Good job!” She patted me on the head when I obeyed. It was so hot to have a younger woman talk down to me in such a way, and even hotter when she strapped a leather collar around my neck. “Walk,” she said.

		My face was blushing as Mistress Tina slowly led me around the room. We did several laps in silence as I crawled a foot behind her. I kept looking at her butt and thinking about how it smelled, and how she would view me knowing that she would my face as a chair.

		“Tell me something,” Tina said as she took a seat on what appeared to be a throne. “Why are you here?”

		“To serve you,” I answered.

		“Yes, I know that. But why me, why not your wife?” She looked down at me as if she was searching for a specific answer. 

		“Because she is not like you,” I said.

		“Okay,” she said in an annoyed tone. “I’ll make it easy. Am I more beautiful than your wife?”

		“Y-yes,” I answered. It felt so wrong to admit it, but it was the truth. My cock grew even stronger as she looked down at me with a satisfied look.

		“And you want to worship me?” She asked.

		“Yes, Mistress.” I answered, “I want to worship you.”

		“Then bow,” she said, “I am your goddess, and you exist to do as I say.”

		My body began to tremble as I lowered my head to the ground. I could see nothing but the floor, but I could hear her laughter. I thought about how Jen would feel if she was able to witness my submission to another, more beautiful woman. Would she still want me?

		“Up and down,” she said, “I am your new religion. You’ve paid your tribute,” she said, “and this is your reward. You get to show me how much you are thankful for being able to worship me!”

		I continued to bow her and I never stopped. With every subsequent bow, I felt more and more ridiculous. Even though she was a professional, Tina was just a regular woman. She was witnessing me do the most humiliating things and getting paid for it. 

		“Open,” she said when I lifted my body up. I opened my mouth and she pressed her bare foot to my lips, “wider!” As soon as I made more room, she tugged on the leash and shoved half of her foot in my mouth. She proceeded to laugh at me as I gagged on her foot. “I can see why you’re into this,” she said as she tapped my cock with her other foot, “it’s not very big. No wonder your wife isn’t happy with how you fuck her. She wants a real man!”

		I was looking in her eyes, feeling low and massively insecure. She was giving me what I wanted, to be verbally humiliated, and she was using the truth to conquer me. Never in my life had I felt so weak, so pathetic, so much like a man that deserved to be locked away from all the women in the world. She was using my own words to make me feel small, but my cock was hard and begging me to touch it.

		The act of sucking on a strange woman’s toes was not as humiliating as it was to look her in the eyes while she ridiculed me. My heart was pumping, my body shaking, and my cock felt like the slightest breeze could trigger it to come. 

		“Why do you think you have a foot fetish?” She asked as she removed her foot from my mouth.

		“I don’t know,” I answered truthfully. It wasn’t my main interest, but I always found it to be a major source of arousal.

		“Wrong!” She said as she slapped me with her foot, “I’ll tell you why.” She put her foot down on the floor and leaned towards me, her mouth only inches from my face. “You. Are. A. Beta. Male.” She reached around my head and grabbed a clump of my hair. I let out a cry and she spat in my mouth. Some of her saliva landed on my chin and it slowly dripped to the floor. “Clean my floor!” 

		“Yes, Mistress.” I said, putting my tongue to the floor to lick up her saliva. She put her foot on the back of my head and pinned me to the floor. She didn’t let me up until she was satisfied. 

		“I should have charged you more!” She said, “I didn’t think that you were this pathetic!” She stood up and slowly turned around while putting her knees on the seat of her throne. “Kiss my ass!”

		I lifted my head and I could feel my eyes go wide as I approached her leather covered ass with my lips. Right as I was about to kiss her ass, she tugged on the leash and it caused my face to slam against her ass. She laughed and continued pulling on the leash while bending over more. I felt like I was going to lose my head between her wonderful ass.

		“Yeah!” She said, “I bet your wife thinks your a freak for wanting to put your face in someone’s ass!”

		My cock was throbbing as I kissed and sniffed her ass. The endorphins shot into my brain hard and fast. My knees were shaking and I couldn’t help the drool that was leaking out of my mouth and making her leather shiny. Somehow she knew that I was slobbering on her and she reached behind to touch her own butt.

		“Fucking disgusting!” She said, “when did I give you permission to lick?”

		“I d-didn’t lick it, Mistress,” I said as she turned around and faced me. I saw her eyes look down to my cock and I knew to shut my mouth. I just sensed that she was going to physically punish me.

		“Get up!” She shouted as she tugged hard on the leash. I stood up and she walked me over to the bench. “Bend over,” she paused, “do it now!” 

		Nervously, I bent over the bench, my cock swung freely. Mistress Tina connected my wrists to the bench with straps and I found myself unable to move. 

		“Choices, choices, choices,” she said as she walked over to the wall. She had an assortment of paddles, whips, and canes at her disposal, and my ass was going to be the target. “Ah!” She said when she grabbed the cane, “did you know they use this in Singapore to publicly humiliate criminals?”

		“No, Mistress.” I said when I realized that she was treating my slobber as a crime that needed to be punished.

		“Well,” she said with a smile as she walked towards me, “now you know. The safe word is pineapple.” As soon as she finished her sentence she cracked my ass with the cane. I let out a scream. “Oh, my poor little beta male. Does it hurt?” Before I could answer she cracked my ass again, but this time much harder.

		Tina continued beating my ass with the cane. It was nothing like I thought it would be. It hurt a lot, and it turned me on, but for different reasons. I found myself secretly wishing to get out of bondage and to bend her over. I wanted to be the boss. I wanted to get revenge on the evil dominatrix that had taken my money and humiliated me. I felt this primal need inside of me to release my semen inside of her and then leave her.

		“That,” she said after I no longer made sounds from the caning, “concludes our session. Are you sure you don’t want to come?” 

		“I want to come,” I said, “but I can’t. I made a promise.” 

		“Very well,” she laughed as she started to undo the restraints. “That makes my job easy!” She led me to the door and demanded that I bow her one more time and kiss her feet before she removed the collar. I obeyed her and I felt so foolish standing back up and looking her in the eyes as she removed the collar. “Good job!” 

		We exited the room and I went to put my clothes back on. I turned around to check out my ass, and I could see the markings. It stung horribly, and I was sure that I would have difficulty sitting for quite some time. 

		“Everything okay?” She asked when I came out.

		“Yes, Mistress.” I said while trying to hide my desire to dominate her.

		“Good,” she sat down next to me and gently hugged me. “Remember,” she said, “it’s just role play.”

		She assured me that she still respected me and she praised me for how well I took the cane. She said a lot of her clients say they want to be hit with it, but quickly change their minds when it actually happens.

		“Before you go,” she said, “your wife wants to be dominated right?”

		“Yes,” I said, “that’s where I’m headed now.” I looked down and laughed at my cock visibly erect through my pants.

		“I offer couples sessions,” she said, “I might be able to help the two of you out.” She paused and then shot me a smile, “if she’s really submissive, maybe she’ll want to be a cuckquean.”

		“Cuckquean?” I asked.

		“When you go home, type that word into a search engine.” She said, “I think you’d like it even more than what we did today.” She politely ushered me out and we said our goodbyes. I got to my car as fast as I could so that nobody would see my pulsing cock.

		

		Jen

		The fact that John was with another woman didn’t really hit me for about an hour after he left the house. If I had been asked a decade ago how I would feel, I certainly wouldn’t use any positive emotions, yet I was feeling positive. Part of that was because it felt good knowing that John was finally able to live out a fantasy of his, but also because I had this strange thing happen inside of me. The idea of another woman fooling around with my husband turned me on, and I wasn’t exactly sure why.

		While he was out being dominated, I was in the bed, wearing only my bra and panties, and researching on my phone. “Getting turned on by husband cheating on you,” I searched on the internet. After clicking through some pointless pages, I stumbled across a website that kept using the same word. 

		“Cuckquean?” I said to myself. That became my new search term, and the pictures that came up had me touching myself without even realizing it.

		I jumped and immediately turned off my phone when I heard the front door open. John never made much noise when he entered, but this time I could just tell he had a purpose. 

		“Jen!” I heard him yell.

		“I’m in the room!” I called back. My heart rate picked up and I was biting down on my lips. My freshly humiliated husband was home, and his built up lust had only one place to go. “H-how was it?” I asked feeling curious about the details but the look in his eyes made me nervous.

		Saying nothing, John walked towards me and ripped the blankets off. He smiled when he saw me in my underwear and he reached down and grabbed my arm. He pulled me towards his torso, and I started to kiss and lick his body. I brushed up against his cock and it turned me on; it was harder than I had ever felt.

		“Oh my,” I said as I got on all fours and put my face towards his crotch, “I want to taste it!”

		“Do it,” he said as he pulled down his pants. His cock was tucked in the elastic waistband of his underwear and when he pulled them down it caused his cock to spring up. “Kiss it!” He said aggressively as he pulled his shirt off from over his head.

		I had no idea if he was being so dominant because he had been denied an orgasm after getting worked up, or if he had some change of heart and was attempting to reclaim his masculinity. It was hard to tell, but I didn’t have much time to think as he began fucking my face as if it was a pussy that was designed to endure a powerful pounding.

		“Is this what you want?!” He said with a certain darkness in his voice that I had never experienced before. “Yeah!” He answered his own question, “this. Is. What. You. Want!” He kept fucking my face, his balls swinging freely and hitting my chin. 

		It was the first time that I really felt beneath my husband. Him being on his knees and submitting to another woman only a bit prior was irrelevant. In the moment, he was the king and I was the servant, and it was my duty to pleasure him.

		My pussy was burning with a need to be pummeled. John, however, was clearly not in the mood to give me anything. His intentions were so obvious. His cock began to get even harder as it pressed against my flat tongue. He pushed it in as far as he could and began thrusting with very fast and short strokes, hitting the back of my throat. 

		I looked him in the eyes and he smirked. His cock began to rumble, and then he surprised me as he pulled his cock from my mouth and pointed it directly at me.

		“That’s right,” he said with a laugh, his cock shooting hot come all over my face. He was Picasso and my face was his canvas as he covered me with his pent up manhood. 

		“I love it!” I cried out. I snuck a hand down my body and began to touch myself. His cock ran dry, but I was moaning and putting on a show for him as he looked at me with curiosity. “I want to be a cuckquean!” I confessed as I rubbed my clit furiously. I was gasping and my eyes were twitching as I climaxed. I was sure he had no idea what a cuckquean was, but the idea of admitting such an embarrassing thing in front of him after he humiliated me was the extra push my body needed for me to receive my reward.

		John looked shocked when he heard what I said. He sat down in the chair beside the bed, which was uncommon for him to do after sex. Usually he would cuddle with me.

		“Cuckquean?” He asked, “that’s really fucking weird you said that just now.” He was looking at me but it felt like his eyes were looking past me.

		“S-sorry,” I said, thinking that he took offense. His semen was slowly dripping down my face and I motioned for him to hand me the box of tissues sitting on the table. 

		“No,” he said, “don’t be sorry. It’s just,” he paused and scratched his head, “Mistress Tina said that word today.”

		“Why?” I asked.

		“She said that she does couples sessions, and she said you would probably enjoy being a cuckquean. I don’t even know what that word means.”

		I took a deep breath. I was nervous and excited. On the one hand, it sounded like I could indulge myself in my new fantasy, but on the other hand, it actually meant that I was getting closer to my ultimate demise. 

		“Basically,” I said, “a cuckquean watches her husband have sex with another woman.”

		“Okay,” he said as if he didn’t understand the appeal.

		“And then,” I paused and my hands began to shake like a brand new surgeon with imposter’s syndrome. “The cuckquean licks up the mess.”

		“The mess?” He asked.

		“The come,” I answered, “but she really said that?”

		“Yeah,” he answered, “she told me to look it up. I almost forgot about it until you mentioned it.”

		I had just orgasmed, but the excitement crept back in. I closed my eyes for a few seconds to try and gain control of myself. John and I discussed the possibilities, and I encouraged him to contact her to set it up. The thought of being dominated by a woman never entered my mind before, but after everything that happened, I was starting to gain an interest. The video my husband showed me was evidence that I did find it hot. I was, after all, imagining myself in the submissive man’s role and thinking about what it would be like to submit to a powerful goddess. 

		John went on to explain that he enjoyed the session with Mistress Tina, but said that something felt off. It sounded like the fantasy was not quite what he thought it would be, and the ridicule and verbal humiliation he endured encouraged him to reclaim his manhood with me. It was everything that I wanted to hear. 

		“Please don’t get at me,” he said as he was describing everything, “but she is really fucking hot!”

		“Really?” I began to squirm. Not only was another woman toying with my man, but he talked about her as if she was significantly more beautiful than me. 

		“She’s a bit younger than us too,” he added. 

		“That’s kind of hot,” I said.

		“You’re serious about this, aren’t you?” He was looking at me for signs of a lie, but I was confident that I was telling him the truth.

		“Yeah,” I said, “are you okay with it?”

		“She’s pretty fucking mean when she’s in character,” he said, “I mean, I want to do it just to say I actually fucked her, but she’s going to leave you feeling like the lowest of the low.”

		“Oh god,” I said, “please John. Email her right now!”

		That night was one of the most memorable that I ever had with John. The two of us were so excited about our sex life, and he told me all about what happened with the dominatrix. Most women would get upset or freak out if they found another woman had put her man on a leash and demanded that he licked her feet or smelled her butt. I loved hearing about the cane, and John turned around to show me the red marks on his ass. I wanted to be like him, and I sensed that he was losing his submissive traits. He wanted to experience it, and after he did, he could go on the journey of becoming an alpha male with a pathetic cuckquean under his thumb.

		

		John

		Once again, Mistress Tina was quick to respond to my email. I wanted to ask her how she knew that my wife was going to want to be a cuckquean without even meeting her. I never asked her that question, but I did start to dig around for more of her online presence. I discovered something huge and it made everything make sense. 

		She had another website that was marketed towards men looking to lose their femdom desires. Tina offered sessions that were so humiliating that a man would never want to be in that situation again. That wasn’t what I requested during our session, but it matched the way I felt about it after I got home to my wife. On the website, she discussed sessions where she would be a cuckcake as well, and then I realized the connection to what she said about cuckqueans.

		It was the following weekend when Jen and I were scheduled to see Mistress Tina. Jen was a nervous wreck, trying everything in her power to get herself as beautiful as she could. I teased her and told her that there was nothing she could do to make herself as beautiful as Tina. Other married men couldn’t even suggest that their wife was getting a little chubby, but I was learning that I could outright disrespect my wife and she would love me even more. I was starting to love life.

		“Is she going to dominate you again?” Jen asked as we got in the car.

		“No,” I answered, “she said that you’re the only one that’s going to be dominated.” I laughed a bit, “it feels weird.”

		“Why?” She asked. Her eyes were big and I noticed that she couldn’t sit still.

		“It’s weird because this is the same woman that did all those things to me, and now she wants me to act like I’m above her.” I paused, “I honestly can’t wait. After everything she said and did to me, I just want to fuck her silly. It’s like revenge.”

		“Yeah,” she said as she was breathing heavily. “This is it?” She was just as confused as I was when I first pulled in. I nodded my head and parked the car.

		I knocked on the front door and Jen stood behind me. She was so nervous, and I knew exactly why.

		“John!” Mistress Tina said as she opened the door, “come on in!”

		I noticed the difference between our first interaction and this one immediately. She was treating me like we were dating, however, she treated my wife rudely. She sat us down and explained everything like she had before our first session, and she made sure that my wife understood the concept of a safe word. Everything was agreed upon, and she told my wife to strip down while her and I went into the dungeon.

		“I told you,” Tina whispered into my ear, “she looks like a cuckquean too!” 

		Prior to our arrival, I had been instructed to not refer to her as Mistress Tina throughout the session, but my wife was not allowed to use her regular name. It was by design and its importance was displaying the difference between Jen and I.

		Images of me being led around on a leash and humiliated flashed into my mind for a moment, but were quickly extinguished when Tina put her arms around my waist and started to pull my shirt up. 

		“You know,” she said, “it’s not often I get handsome guys like you. You don’t belong on your knees!” She said as she dropped down to hers.

		I looked down at her young and beautiful face as she nuzzled it in my crotch. She sniffed my cock and playfully laughed as she started to pull down my pants. It felt awkward, but I put my hand on her head and pushed her face into my cock. She stuck her tongue out and licked my balls, putting them partially in her mouth and sucking on them. 

		Suddenly, the door opened and my naked wife stood in the entrance looking at her Mistress worshiping my cock. She looked shy and unsure of what to do, but Tina stood up and walked towards her slowly.

		“You!” She said, “get on your knees!” She walked past my wife and slammed the door shut, locking it in the process. She circled around and faced my wife. “Look at me!” She grabbed her hair and pulled her face so that she was looking up at our leather bound cuckcake. “Why are you here?”

		“Uhh,” Jen had no idea what to say, “I d-don’t know!” 

		“You’re here because you don’t deserve your husband,” Tina said with authority, “do you think you’re enough of a woman to please a man like him?”

		“N-no,” Jen answered. I looked at her and we made eye contact for a split second.

		“No, Mistress!” Tina corrected her. She pulled her hair more, causing my wife’s breasts to stick out. She slapped her tits hard and then slapped her across the face. “Are you unable to follow instructions?”

		“No, Mistress.” My wife said shyly. Her whole body was trembling and I could see her holding in the pain from being slapped.

		Mistress Tina made an exaggerated sound as she gathered saliva in her mouth. She looked at my wife for a second or two that felt like an eternity before spitting in Jen’s face. My wife closed her eyes as the saliva slowly dripped down her face. Tina laughed at her and mocked her for her pathetic nature. 

		“Look at this!” Tina said as she brought attention to my wife’s chest. “Her nipples are uneven!” She was telling the truth and I could see the horror in my wife’s eyes. I noticed that when I first saw her naked, but I never mentioned it. Jen’s eyes grew sad but she was breathing the same way she does when she’s desperate for cock.

		Tina walked away from my humiliated wife and I watched her grab the same leash and collar that I had worn. She winked at me as she walked past me, my cock standing strong, and she put it around Jen’s neck. Without saying a word, she pulled on the leash and demanded that Jen kissed her heels. Every step that was taken, she waited for my wife to put her head to the ground and kiss the heel of her bare foot. 

		“Now,” Tina said, “let’s see if she has any talent!” She slung my wife over the bench and fastened her wrists just as she had done to me. 

		This time, however, Tina took off her leather pants. My wife watched her as she showed off her perfect body. Her skin looked flawless and smooth, and I was in awe of her beauty as she looked down on my wife. Her top followed and she made a point of displaying the perfect symmetry of her large breasts. I could see my wife’s toes curling as she moved closer to officially becoming a cuckquean.

		“John,” she said, “I need your help.”

		“Okay?” I responded as she turned around. “Grab the cane, and punish her if she doesn’t do a good job!” 

		I turned around and looked at the assortment of whips and floggers. I reached for the exact cane that had been used on me, and had made my ass red and scarred. Smiling, I took it in my hand and turned around to discover my wife’s face buried between Tina’s beautiful ass. 

		“Lick it!” Tina demanded as she wiggled her ass on my wife’s face. I could hear the sounds of Jen as she tried to breath and lick at the same time. It was a sight that would embarrass anyone if they could see themselves on tape.

		Without guilt, I took the cane and cracked my wife’s ass hard. The sound she made shot into Tina’s ass and caused her to moan. There was no way for me to judge if my wife was doing a good job or not, so I continued spanking her hard, and I found myself gently stroking my cock in between each strike.

		“Put your fucking tongue in my butt!” Tina’s expert use of words were amazing. She did everything in a tone to appear almost playful, thus making the situation more humiliating for my wife. “Deeper!” She screamed.

		I punished my wife for not obeying her goddess. Tina started to thrust her ass backwards, impaling her asshole on my wife’s tongue. Jen’s ass was extremely red, and I began teasing her with the cane. Carefully, I tapped her ass with it to let her know that it was still in play, and when she least expected it, I came down as hard as I could. 

		There was a fire inside of me that I never knew existed. The night I face fucked my wife was just a spark compared to how I felt. I was done allowing Tina to dictate what happened, and I was ready to thrust my bare cock inside of her and deliver my semen. To let my presence be known, I tossed the cane to the floor. It made a sound and both women looked in my direction, my wife only seeing me with one eye over her shoulder.

		Confidently, I walked towards Tina and reached for her hair. She whined as I pulled it hard and moved her towards my wife.

		“Bend over!” I shouted as I pushed her on my wife. The back of my head was in between Tina’s legs, and Tina’s head was rested on Jen’s lower back.

		Tina was breathing hard and I began running my hands from her shoulders towards her ass. I spread her cheeks opened and smiled at how glossy it was from being covered with Jen’s spit. My cock was hard and ready, and I began rubbing it against Tina’s pussy. Her juices were spreading all over my cock and I never felt so powerful before. The same woman that had ridiculed the size of my cock was begging me for it, and my wife was silently trying to overcome the fact that she couldn’t touch herself while I had sex with another woman.

		I found myself briefly thinking about the erotica Jen had me read. No longer did I relate to the woman as she was placed in the stockade. I identified with the man that conquered her, and I smiled as I heard Tina’s pleasure.

		“Oh my god!” She cried out, “fuck me John!” I slapped her ass and pushed down on her back. I knew that my wife would be able to feel our every move.

		I reached down and grabbed her hair. I used it as a handle as I tried to punish her with my cock. The room was filled with sounds of skin slapping together, and two women moaning over the sound of me grunting like a caveman. I felt like I had broken out of my submissive chains and entered a new stage of my life. I was now the king, the god, the most powerful man in the universe and my wife was my toy.

		“Oh yes!” Tina cried, “come inside me!”

		That was the final straw. Realizing that I was going to shoot my load in another woman was enough for me to lose the ability to control my cock. I hadn’t fucked or masturbated since the night I came on Jen’s face, and I could feel the pure volume of come being shot inside Tina.

		“Clean her up!” I shouted as I pulled Tina off my wife’s back. Jen lifted her head and we made eye contact for a moment before Tina squatted down.

		“You heard him!” Tina said, “lick your husband’s come out of my pussy you pathetic cuckquean!”

		The part of me that thought my wife wasn’t going to do it no longer was relevant. She enthusiastically began licking Tina’s pussy.

		“Aww,” Tina said, “I think she likes it.” She pointed and laughed at my wife who was shaking all around.

		Five long minutes passed and Tina was satisfied with my wife’s work. Jen had semen all over her face, and her smeared makeup made her look even less beautiful compared to Tina. I began to feel pity for Jen. Not because she had been humiliated, but because she was silently begging us to be able to get off. I took it upon myself to give her what she wanted, but in a way that would make her feel like a fool.

		“Are you horny?” I asked Jen as I began removing the restraints.

		“Yes,” She answered, her voice quivering.

		“Go ahead,” I said as I removed her from the bench. I pushed down on her shoulders. “Play with yourself.” I beckoned for Tina to come by my side and I pulled her tightly into my body. The two of us ignored Jen as we passionately kissed.

		Her orgasm was louder than Tina’s but neither of us paid any attention to it. We acted as if it never happened and my wife was silent as we left the room.

		“So what’s the total?” I asked Tina when we were dressed and out of the dungeon. She hadn’t made me pay a deposit for the session, but I figured it was because we had already had a business relationship.

		“No charge,” Tina said. “That was fun.” I sat down first and she made a point of sitting in the opposite chair so that Jen could join me.

		I grabbed my wife and kissed her on the cheek. I could see that she was utterly humiliated to be sitting there with Mistress Tina. 

		“Jen,” Tina said.

		“Yes, M-mistress.” Jen’s face grew red.

		“Tina,” she said, “remember. It’s only role play.” Tina went on to comfort her and tell her how much fun she had with her. Jen grew increasingly more confident and eventually the two of them started to chat as if I wasn’t in the room.

		Tina walked us to our car and let us know that we could see her again so long as we gave her notice and her slots were empty.

		“I can’t believe it,” Jen said as I started up the car. “I don’t even want to think too much about it. I shouldn’t like it, but I do.”

		“Like Tina said, it’s only role play.” I took a turn that was in the opposite direction from our house and Jen looked at me curiously.

		“Home is that way!” She pointed behind us.

		“Yes, but the store that sells sex toys is this way.” I winked at her and I saw the excitement reappear in her face. She squirmed the entire time.
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		Other books by Lacy Ciccone

		

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

		

		Wedding Night Cuckquean

		Lauren and I had just been married, but my focus after the ceremony was on one of her bridesmaids. Her name was Jenny, and even though Lauren had done everything she could have to make it so that she was the most beautiful woman there, Jenny still managed to stick out and make my wife look inferior.

		All it took was for my wife to leave me alone for a moment, and Jenny made her move and did everything that she could to seduce me. I had just gotten married, but I could not resist the temptation and I followed the bridesmaid back to her hotel room.

		" I felt something strange about the way they were interacting. Right off the bat, I got the impression that they were in cahoots with one another, and that this seduction was staged.

		I was surprised to find out what my wife was really into that night!

		

		Happy Birthday Cuckquean

		It all started because of a book that became popular with all of my friends about BDSM.

		Being dominated and humiliated by your husband suddenly became the cool thing to do, and I was just as eager as everyone else to try it out. The difference, however, was that I kept pushing. My fantasies and desires continued to get progressively darker and wilder.

		I confessed to my husband, Jack, that I wanted him to find another woman to sleep with. I didn't want him to just sleep behind my back; I wanted him and his new girlfriend to actively dominate and humiliate me in the bedroom. 

		Luckily, my birthday was on the horizon, and that gave Jack a wonderful idea of what he could give me.

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

		I felt sadness, jealousy, and lust when he broke the news to me.

		"As soon as I made my way to Jack he put the collar around my neck and connected the leash."

		

		

		

		Check Out Lacy Ciccone

		

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