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		Cuckqueaned by the Maid

		

		Needing help around the house

		I always wondered if I made the right decision in life to be a career driven woman. Success ruled me, and it even dictated the type of mate that I chose. My husband Jim was even more career driven, and his commitment to improving our economic situation was good for us in many ways, however, there was a severe imbalance in our lives. Our crazy work hours led to us not spending nearly enough time together, and it often made me wonder what the point of life was if all you do is work while praying that the stock market doesn’t crash and steal away your one shot at retirement.

		Jim was well known in the city as one of the most fearsome defense attorneys to go up against. The prosecution was constantly trying to wine and dine him in order to win his favor, but he was ruthless. Jim seemingly didn’t care if criminals committed the crimes they were accused of or not. He was known for getting people who likely deserve to be in prison for the rest of their lives off and back on the street.

		“At one point in our human history, people could elect a trial by combat. They could fight the governments champion fighter to the death, or they could pay their own to fight for them. I see myself as the modern-day champion, that if paid well, will fight tooth and nail to defend my clients!” He would give variations of this speech whenever people asked him about his work.

		I didn’t care if what Jim was doing was right or wrong. When he gave that speech, I could always feel a tingling sensation in my pants, and that made it easy to place the ethics of his philosophy to the side. The way he spoke caused even prominent members of society to listen up, and I often wondered how many great men went home with a piece of Jim’s philosophy, and saw themselves being influenced by my husband. Jim, though not an enormous giant capable of fighting ten men at once, is a modern-day alpha male.

		I was also aware of the effect he had on women. At social gatherings people swarmed him, and it was always fun to watch the women attempt to get his full attention. In an uncivilized world these women would be pulling each other’s hair, but at these gatherings they had to do the same thing under the guise of class. It was verbal hair pulling, and I always enjoyed sipping on wine while they attempted to outdo one another. Some of them didn’t have the intention of sleeping with him, though I’m sure that they would, they just wanted to use their bodies to score points and hopefully get an internship or a job. I couldn’t blame, and if I was in their shoes, it would definitely be an option to consider.

		Though Jim stole the show at the gatherings, I wasn’t just a trophy wife. Having a master’s degree in accounting and over a decade of experience placed me above most people when it came to income and status. I worked my ass off, and got into the biggest firm the city had, and worked my way up to senior partner. I didn’t make as much as Jim or have the same notoriety, but I was most definitely one of the most respected professionals in my field. I had my fair share of groupies too, but they were typically men in their fifties or sixties. Powerful men, but too many wrinkles for me.

		As we aged and accumulated more wealth, our lives actually got harder. One would think it would be the other way around, but that just didn’t end up being the case. Our massive home that we bought to show off to everybody ended up being the bane of my existence. Keeping it clean was a full-time job, and I easily fell behind because I already work twelve hours a day. I couldn’t take it anymore, so I asked my husband about the possibility of us getting a maid. We didn’t get one for the longest time because we used to have more time, but as our reputations grew, so did our responsibilities. There wasn’t a moment where we jumped from working regular hours to the insane amount that we did now. It just sort of gradually happened over time, and we didn’t even the notice the difference.

		“Honey,” I said one night to husband over a take-out meal, “I think we need a maid.”

		“It has reached that point?” Jim said as he stuffed his mouth with Chinese food, “I guess you’re right. Things have been pretty hectic.”

		“I’ll take care of finding one,” I said, “I’ll ask around for a recommendation. You don’t have worry about it at all, okay?” 

		“Sounds good to me,” he said before we started talking about something else.

		The key to getting my husband on board with anything is to absolve him of responsibility. If he gets the impression that it is going to interfere with his work, he’ll dig his heels into the earth and become the most stubborn human being on the planet. If, however, you promise to take care of everything he tends to just nod his head and let it happen. It felt like a burden at times, but it was also a tiny slice of power that I had in our relationship. I could pretty much do whatever I wanted so long as I didn’t bother my husband.

		With his blessing I decided that I would ask around my social circle for some recommendations. I also had to figure out a way to address the issue of having a stranger in our home without supervision. I didn’t want the maid to be around while we home, because I didn’t want distractions with what little time I was able to get with Jim. That basically meant I needed to find a method of surveillance that would be undetectable, so that I could observe the maid’s behavior at any given time throughout the day. The maid would become a problem if Jim started to notice his things missing. He would have no shame in suing a poor made into economic oblivion. As I said, Jim is ruthless.

		

		Finding a maid

		When I was thinking about who to ask about a possible recommendation for a maid, I realized that I had to be careful. Hiring a maid was often seen as a thing reserved for the upper echelon of society, which we apart of, but I didn’t want to make any of my middle-class friends feel alienated and assume that I was more or less flaunting my wealth. It limited the amount of possible recommendations though, because I was positive that my middle-class friends associated with people that likely worked as a maid. It was a bit of a conundrum, but I think I made the right decision to protect people’s feelings.

		Everyone I talked to kept telling me about this woman named Rosita. At first, I have to admit I brushed her off because of her name. It wasn’t because I had any problems with Latinas, but I was concerned about her being in the country legally. On a personal level I don’t care, but because of our high ranking in society we couldn’t risk our reputation by breaking the law. It wasn’t until the fourth person that mentioned Rosita did I finally ask if she was in the country legally.

		“I know this sounds awful, but is she in this country legally?” I asked my friend Katherine. 

		“Oh yea, she was born here. She has herself setup with a legal business entity and she’s insured. You don’t have anything to worry about.” Katherine informed me.

		“Thank god,” I said feeling relieved, “I didn’t want to sound like one of those people, but I was worried that we could get in trouble for getting involved in something that wasn’t considered legitimate.”

		“Don’t worry about it. I totally understand.” She said, “here, you can have her business card. I don’t need it anymore, but it has all of her information.”

		“Thank you,” I said looking at the card, “I really appreciate it. I hope she is as good as everybody claims!” 

		With Rosita’s business card tucked away in my wallet, I decided that I would give her a call to set up a meeting. For the first time in years, I decided to take a lunch break. Usually, I would eat at my desk, but I wanted to schedule a meeting with Rosita as soon as possible.

		“Hello, is this Rosita?” I said when she answered the phone.

		“Yes, how can I help you?” Her voice was very professional.

		“My name is Abigail Stevens, and my friend Katherine gave me your business card. She spoke very highly of your business, and she told me that I should give you a call.”

		“That’s wonderful!” She seemed pleased, “I love Katherine.”

		“Yeah, she’s a nice woman,” I said, “so I was wondering if it would be possible for us to meet today for lunch. For quick little meet and greet type thing. What time is good for you?”

		“Can we meet for a late lunch?” She asked kindly, “I’m currently at a clients house. If you’re not too far I can meet with you around four. Will that work?”

		“Yeah, I was hoping you could come to the office building. We’re downtown. You can give me a call when you’re ready. I’ll be here for awhile.”

		“Sounds great. I’ll send you a text message when I arrive. Can you text me the address of your office?

		I was impressed with how professional she sounded over the phone, and although she wasn’t able to meet me right away, I learned that she took care of the job at hand in favor of acquiring new customers. That made me feel good to know that the work would be done while her other pursuits were placed on the back burner. It was still early in the day, so I had plenty of time to work before my late lunch with Rosita.

		After several hours of my mind being preoccupied with corporate tax forms, my phone alerted me of a message. It was from Rosita.

		“I just pulled in, and I’m looking for parking.” 

		“I’ll meet you outside. There’s a nice cafe nearby.” I replied.

		I put all of my work on hold and gathered my things. I told the other partner that I was taking a late lunch to meet a potential maid, and he had no issue with it. One of the advantages of working harder than everybody else is that when you want to slack off people are almost happy to see that you’re human too.

		Rosita scared the hell out of me when she first spoke. I was the only person that was obviously waiting outside for somebody, so she came right up to me and asked if I was who she was looking for. The reason I was terrified was because I was looking at everybody but her. She was far too beautiful and young to be a successful house maid in my mind. Her beauty was intimidating at first, but I tried to act as if it didn’t phase me.

		“I’m Rosita,” she said with a bright smile, “and you must be Abigail. So nice to meet you?” She put her hand out for me to shake.

		“Likewise,” I said.

		Her hair was black, long, and wavy. Her skin was flawless and caramel colored. She looked as if she wasn’t a blue-collar worker at all. Her makeup was perfect, her clothes fit tight around her hourglass body, and she was taller than me even though we both had on high heels. I nearly got lost looking into her eyes for the first time. 

		“Is this place you were talking about?” She asked as she pointed at the cafe I planned to sit down with her at.

		“Yeah, that’s the one. Shall we go?”

		“Yeah, I am starving!” She said before turning around and leading me into the cafe.

		My eyes were fixated on her ass. I fought the urge to touch it to see if it was even real, or if she used some sort of padding to make it pop out so elegantly. 

		When we got to the counter, Rosita took the lead and asked me what I wanted. I told her, and she ordered everything for the two of us and even paid. I was shocked. I didn’t expect a maid to pay for my meal, but she did it anyways. It made me feel like I didn’t have as much power as I originally thought. This was confirmed when the conversation started to feel like I was the one being interviewed. Normally, this type of stuff wouldn’t sit well with me, but Rosita seemed to dominate me without any effort at all. I had rehearsed and studied how to appear powerful, because I was used to working with powerful men. She seemed to be born with what took me years to perfect, and she was clearly better at it than I.

		Rosita had binder and a fancy fountain pen that had to have cost a small fortune. She asked me various questions as she checked boxes and made notations in her book. Having all of the information that I gave her about our home she was able to give me a quote.

		“This is the rate I will be charging you per visit,” she underlined a dollar amount on a piece of paper, “all that you need to tell me is how many cleanings you would like per month and list your preferred schedule. Now I can’t guarantee you get the schedule that you prefer, but I always do my best to meet my client’s specifications if possible.”

		She was good. Instead of me asking her questions to try and gauge whether she was trustworthy to be in our home alone, I found myself committing to her coming to our house once a week and giving her the right to dictate which days she came over to clean. I was presented with a contract, and I signed it with no problem. Even though my husband is more qualified to go over legal documents, I had enough experience to see that the contract was reasonable. I didn’t want to pester my husband with such a low-level commitment. 

		After I signed my name Rosita shifted away from business and seemed to give me a chance to ask her more personal questions. 

		“What made a woman like you get into being a maid?” I asked.

		“I was in college,” she didn’t appear offended by my question as she spoke, “and I realized that it was giant waste of time. I mean I could have graduated and then got a masters, but for what? I didn’t want to waste my life away working at some corporation, so I went the entrepreneur route. Turns out I made the right call. Believe it or not, you can make as much as CEO’s if you know what you’re doing in this business.”

		“Wow,” I couldn’t think of much else to say.

		I felt like she was attacking the decisions I made in life with her answer. It was then that I found myself being more observant of her appearance. The jewelry, which I had originally written off as cheap replicas, was real. It was nicer than anything that I owned, and she was at least ten years younger than me. When I was her age, I didn’t have anything besides crippling student loans, and I only recently was able to get out from underneath them.

		As we talked a bit more so I could get to know her, I had trouble focusing on how beautiful and successful she was. She may have been a maid, but it seemed like her life was infinitely more enjoyable due to her beauty and the freedom her job provided. I was worried that my husband would see her, and that he wouldn’t be able to ignore the fact that she was much better than me. My husband, a self proclaimed “ass man,” was going to have a field if he ever got to stay home and watch her work. 

		Thoughts of her bending over to pick something up entered my mind. I imagined the look on Jim’s face as he tried to conceal his erection while staring lustfully at her round, Latina ass. When I came back to reality, I was sure to make a mental note about finding a decent method of keeping tabs on her while she was in my home. My concerns were no longer about her stealing things from us, but more so about her stealing my husband’s love and affection. 

		Rosita and I parted ways after lunch, and I stood outside watching her hips sway before going back to my office. Focussing on my work was near impossible after the meeting, but I slogged through it all to the best of my ability. Corporate taxes don’t care if you’re feeling a confused attraction to another woman. They don’t care if you are concerned if you had just signed away your husband over lunch with a younger, more beautiful Latina.

		

		Our first cleaning

		Rosita texted me later to let me know that she was going to come over for our first cleaning on Monday. She asked me what time we left for work, so that she could get there before one of us left. Since she was going to be coming to our home once a week, she had to be given a house key, so that she wouldn’t have to disturb us when she made her rounds. This meant that I had to get a surveillance system set up right away, and that ended up being how I spent my only day off on Sunday.

		Jim had already decided to golf with his friends on Sunday, and then later out for drinks to watch the football game. I didn’t even get a chance to tell him about the cameras I was putting up. It seemed dishonest not to let him know, but I started to consider the power of being the only one aware of the camera’s presence. I could watch my husband, and the maid, in their natural state uninfluenced by their knowledge of being potentially watched. It made me feel like I was doing something wrong, and that feeling brought me excitement. Peeping Tom’s always disgusted me, but I could now understand the appeal. 

		In case my cameras were found I didn’t want to have them in any intimate areas like the bedroom or bathroom. There wasn’t any way that I could explain that away if Jim discovered them. I decided to go with only two cameras, and I would set them up in the largest common areas. If Jim found them, I could tell him I set them up to keep an eye on the maid in case she things started to go missing. He might get weird about it at first, but his mind is so busy with work that he wouldn’t have the energy to fight me over a minor white lie such as that. 

		The cameras came built inside of regular household items. I was surprised when I saw the quality footage a tiny camera inside of a clock could produce. The guy that sold me the clocks told me that I would have to change the batteries every so often, and that I could see the live footage on an app for my phone. He helped me set up everything, and the only thing that I had to do was find a place to hang the clocks. It wasn’t a hard thing to do while my husband was out golfing, and I even made a bet to myself that he probably wouldn’t notice them immediately if even at all.

		As I suspected, Jim stumbled through the door without even looking at the clocks once. I gave him an hour to sober up before I let him know what was happening the next day.

		“The maid will be here early in the morning tomorrow,” I said, “I just wanted to let you know what was going on. It’s not going to affect you in anyway.”

		“That’s just the way I like it,” he said.

		“She’s really pretty,” I casually mentioned, “I’m afraid you might leave me for her.”

		“You know, I never was one for maids,” he started to laugh, “they’re a bit homely don’t you think?”

		I let the conversation die after that. I didn’t want him to be thinking about the maid too much, but I felt that I had done the right thing by letting him know in advanced. Hopefully, he wouldn’t embarrass me.

		Rosita texted me the following morning while I was having my coffee. I hadn’t even begun to think about taking a shower yet, and I knew I looked like a hot mess. Jim usually goes to work a bit earlier than I and was wearing his nicest suit. It felt as if he was trying to impress the “homely” maid. I greeted her at the door, and my draw dropped when I saw what she was wearing. French maid outfits were something I had only seen in movies and Halloween parties. I never thought an actual maid would be wearing one, and I never thought that I would find myself mildly aroused at the sight of a woman wearing one.

		“Good morning!” She was awfully cheerful for this early in the morning, “rise and shine!”

		“Hi Rosita,” I started to feel insecure about myself as I stood next to her, “this is my husband Jim. Jim, this is our maid Rosita.”

		“Pleasure to meet you.” Jim held out his hand, “thank you for doing this. My dear wife here has been complaining about all the housework piling up.”

		“Nice to meet you!” Her energy level was off the charts, “I’m happy to be of service. Busy lives are the reason I have a job!”

		I watched Jim and tried to look for signs of him being interested in her sexually, but I wasn’t able to pick anything out. He was polite when they met, but he quickly vanished into the other room to focus on getting ready for work. Anything at all that he did to even remotely indicate attraction could easily be me trying to see something that wasn’t there. His lack of obvious attraction made me wonder if he knew that I would be watching, and he was overly compensating by appearing disinterested. 

		“Alright honey, I’m off to the coal mines.” Jim said after kissing me on the cheek on his way out, “nice to meet you Rosita. Thanks again.”

		I gave Rosita the house key and made my way upstairs so that I could take a shower. She went outside to her van and came back pushing a cart full of cleaning supplies. One of the things I liked about the contract was that she provided her own materials which made it feel like a weight had been lifted from my shoulders. Rosita got straight to work, and I began to feel stupid for thinking she was going to do anything other than what I was paying her for.

		“Relax Abigail,” I whispered to myself, “you hired her to make your life easier.”

		I took a deep breath and tried to enjoy the fact that I was no longer going to have to worry about doing mindless chores. That was the maid’s job.

		As the water was beating down on my chest, I realized that I had foolishly overlooked something. Not once did I look at Rosita to try and gauge whether she was attracted to my husband or not. I had pinned it all on Jim, and that might have been a huge mistake. 

		“Get it together,” I said out loud, “don’t let this bitch drive you crazy!”

		I went about my typical morning routine as normally as I could. I wasn’t able to push my worries completely out of my mind, but I had made progress. 

		“I’m going to work. I’ll talk to you later Rosita.” I said, “please don’t forget to lock up when you’re done.”

		“Alright Abby, have a good day!” Rosita said while she was dusting some shelves.

		“Abby?” I thought to myself, “who the fuck does she think think she is?”

		

		Why is he home so early?

		I promised myself on the drive to work that I wouldn’t look at the camera feed too often, but that proved to be an unreasonable thing to ask of myself. In between tasks I’d find myself looking at the footage hoping to catch a glimpse of Rosita bending over or something. My fascination with her physique was confusing, and it made me question my sexuality. Why was I so interested in this woman?

		As I watched the cameras, part of me was angry at myself for not buying more of them. There were so many blind spots and as Rosita cleaned my home she would constantly go out of view. The cameras easily fulfilled the job they were intended to do, but I found myself viewing them for a different reason. Watching her perfect body walk around in her maid outfit and hoping that she would bend over at the right time and place so that I could get a look under her skirt.

		I thought I was hallucinating when I saw my husband walk by on the screen. He disappeared out of frame for a moment, but then the two of them were in the living room. They were talking, and I started to pick up on Rosita’s body language. She was playing with her hair, and her legs were crossed. It became clear to me that she was interested in my husband, and I wondered what they were saying. 

		“I should have bought cameras that came with audio,” I said quietly to myself at my desk.

		He was holding something in his hand, and I could quite make it out, but I assumed that he had left behind. His body language told me that he was trying to leave, but Rosita continued to talk and play with her hair. She was trying to seduce him. My gut told me to call Jim, and to start yelling at him, but that wasn’t the right thing to do. I couldn’t reveal the fact that I had them on camera, and then get angry because the two of them were talking. Suddenly, Rosita walked towards Jim and she grabbed his tie. She pulled him close to her body, and Jim didn’t seem to make any attempt at resisting.

		As this all happened, I nearly spit out a mouthful of coffee. I looked around the office, and I began to feel uncomfortable watching my husband and the maid while surrounded by other people. With my phone in my hand, I got up and headed for the women’s room to seek sanctuary in one of the stalls. Thankfully, nobody else was in the bathroom when I arrived, and I locked myself inside my favorite stall. I reloaded the app so that I could see what was going on in my home.

		They were standing in the center of the room kissing. My heart began to beat hard, and it continued to beat faster when I saw my husband’s hands explore her body and eventually settle on her bubble butt. He lowered his hands so that they were between her legs, and he picked her up. Her legs wrapped around my husband’s body, and he carried her to the living room couch. Jim set her down and proceeded to bend her over the arm of the couch as he approached her from behind. His body was out of frame, and the only thing I could get a look at was the top half of her body and the expression on her face. Aside from part of his leg, I could not see my husband, but I knew what was happening. Rosita’s body was being being pushed forward in bursts, and it became clear that he was penetrating her from behind. A tear formed in my eye, and I wiped it away. I wasn’t able to take my eyes from the screen, and I found my free hand resting on my crotch. I was wet from watching my husband’s affair with the sexy maid, and it confused me. 

		I tried to fight the urge to touch myself, but I failed miserably. I worked my hand under my pants and began to finger my wet pussy while I watched Rosita receive Jim’s cock. I couldn’t hear anything, but I could see her mouth wide open. She was enjoying him in my own home while I watched from afar. My whimpers were held in when I heard somebody else enter the bathroom. It felt like I was playing a sick masturbation game. I was at work while my husband was fucking our Latina maid, and I was watching and touching myself while one of my coworkers was only a few feet away from me. The whole situation felt wrong, and that fact only made my pussy more sensitive and wet.

		As soon as my coworker left, I was able to moan slightly. I didn’t want to let myself go too far, because somebody else could easily come in and expose me for my deviant behavior. I found myself fingering my pussy as fast as I could while my thumb played with my clit. I began to come at the same point that Rosita’s body appeared to stop moving. I had finished with them at the same time. I had no idea why I thought the whole experience was so hot, and the idea of calling out either of them was no longer in my mind. 

		I zoned out as I was looking at the camera. Once I snapped out of my post orgasm daze, I put my phone away. I had to wash my hands and get out of their before somebody noticed the smell of pussy and associated it to me. It would be even more embarrassing to have everyone in the office know that I was touching myself, than it was to know that my husband was fucking the maid. She was sexier than me, younger, and exotic looking. I couldn’t match up to a woman like her no matter how hard I tried, but masturbating at work was something I could control, and I wasn’t about to be exposed as a creepy sex fiend.

		After scrubbing my hands clean, I exited the bathroom and as I found my desk I felt as if everybody was watching me. I knew they weren’t, and that they were too busy number crunching, but the paranoia I felt was one of the consequences of masturbating at work while your husbands fucks the maid. I looked down at my phone and shook my head. 

		“I’ve got work to do!” I said to myself.

		I opened one of my drawers and put the phone inside. I locked the drawer, so that it wouldn’t be as easy to check up on the situation.

		“She comes once a week.” I thought, “there will be plenty of time to see how this plays out.”

		I looked over the work that I was doing before I started watching the camera, and I started to notice a couple of mistakes. It was uncharacteristic for me to make errors, and that was one of the reasons why I was such a successful accountant. Attention to detail was my most valuable skill, and I saw that this whole experience had started to decrease my abilities. I couldn’t allow this to impact my performance, so I cleared my mind of everything and began fixing my spreadsheets.

		

		Improving my ability to watch

		Rosita informed that Monday was going to be the day she came to our home for our cleaning. This made me want to have the house to myself again on Sunday, so that I could make some adjustments to the setup that I had. I wanted to have audio. I needed to know if they were talking about me when they made love, and I wanted to know what kind of things my husband was telling her. 

		To get Jim out of the house, I splurged on three tickets to a football game. I gave them to him during the week, and he was elated.

		“Thank you so much!” He said while looking at the tickets, “wow! These are really good seats too.”

		“You can take your friends.” I said, “I know you’ve been working hard, and I figured you needed a day out with the guys.”

		He didn’t fight me at all about me not wanting to go. Jim knew that I didn’t care about sports, and me going was essentially robbing somebody else of the experience. His smile was wide, and I couldn’t even sense a tiny bit of guilt from him. I thought that giving him the tickets would make him feel bad for cheating on me, but he took them with an obviously clean conscience. 

		With the house all to myself on Sunday, I left early to go back to the shop where I bought the cameras. I told the same salesman that I was looking to add an audio component to my setup, and he knew exactly what to do. 

		“This mic right here,” he said while showing me the tiniest looking thing, “can pick up everything, and the best part about it is you can put it inside of things. It will still pick up all of the sound in the room.”

		I was amazed with the technology. I already knew where it was going to go. Right by the couch we had a cactus. I could wedge the microphone into the soil. Jim never went near the cactus after he tried touching it the one time. It was the perfect place to hear what was going on if they chose to use the couch again for their love making. 

		With the house to myself I was easily able to install the mic and run a few tests. I was impressed with what it could do. I debated for a while as I sat on the couch and enjoyed a cup of hot tea about what I was going to do tomorrow.

		“I have a ton of vacation,” I said to myself, “I could just use a day and rent a nice hotel room.” 

		I couldn’t believe where my mind was taking this. Not only was I hoping that they would fuck again, I was actually thinking about taking a day off from work during the busy season to go sit alone in a hotel room. My obsession was growing, and I only had a few ways that I could handle it. For one, I could confront the two of them, but then I would likely never get to witness them go at it again, and it could be the catalyst for a divorce. On the other hand, I could just indulge my sick desires, and just be happy that they’re getting fulfilled. I chose to ignore the injustice of my husband’s cheating, and instead go down the path of discovering who I really was when it came to my sexual needs. Many women would think that I was crazy, but I didn’t care because they didn’t know what was going on in my home. 

		I sent an email to the other partners at my firm to inform them of me taking the following day off. It felt good to know that I wouldn’t have to work the next day, but I’d still have to pretend as if I was to not make my husband suspicious. I booked a hotel room online that was in the opposite direction of my work place, so that there wasn’t even the slightest chance that somebody would see me checking into the place. It all felt so naughty as if I was the one having an affair, and I was meeting a man behind my husband’s back. It was strange doing all of the same things that somebody cheating would do, but instead of finding a new cock to ride, I wanted to watch my husband ride another woman. It was sick, and it was turning me on.

		After I booked the hotel, I checked the score of the football game. It was only half time, and that meant I had a few hours before Jim and his friends would even consider leaving the stadium. I wanted my day off to be as good as possible, so I came up with the idea of going to an adult store to buy a toy for myself. I didn’t own one, and I’d feel ashamed if Jim ever found that I had a toy hidden away, but I figured I could by something and simply throw it away when I was ready to leave the hotel. I looked for an adult store that was at least thirty minutes away from where I lived. The shame I would feel if somebody that I knew saw me going inside of one of these places encouraged me to go a bit out of my way. After I found the place I was going to, I cleared my internet history in case my husband was to randomly get access to my laptop. On my way to the store, I stopped at a gas station to take out cash at an ATM. I was going to buy my toy in cash.

		Going to the sex store alone was a new experience. It felt like a right of passage that I had passed on when I was younger, but now as a middle-aged woman I was able to give myself that experience. The woman at the counter had an interesting style. She looked like an old burned out hippy that never gave up on the movement. I was thankful that it was a woman, and not a man that would be seeing what I was purchasing. She didn’t seem like the type of woman that would judge me unlike the types that I typically associated with. The thing is, I bet most of the women I know keep a vibrater or a dildo hidden away, but they would be the first to hurl out insulting comments in an effort to shame you if they caught wind of you owning one. It was hypocritical, but that is the way the people in the top percentile of the world act.

		I found a cute vibrator that didn’t look too intimidating, and it wasn’t very expensive, which was important because I was basically buying it for a one-time use. It was about half of the size of my husband’s cock, but that wasn’t what was appealing about it. The package said that it used some sort of patented vibrating mechanism that promised to provide a unique experience. Even if the package was over exaggerating, it would still be a massive improvement from my frail little fingers. 

		“You picked out a good one,” the lady at the counter said, “it’s good for a newbie.”

		“Y-yeah?” I was nervous about her making a comment about it, “h-how much is it?”

		She got the point and didn’t take the conversation further. I paid her the total due, and I quickly left the store. I wasn’t angry at her for her trying to start a conversation. She was probably bored because there was no one else in the store. I was just thankful that she was socially aware enough to not continue pushing me into a conversation I didn’t want to have.

		

		Indulging myself and loving it

		Rosita was not going to be at our home as early as she was the last time now that she had our house key. I was banking on the idea that her and my husband managed to exchange some form of contact information for him to be able to meet her at our house sometime during the day. There was a possibility that all of this was for nothing, and that I would be alone in a hotel room watching a sexy maid clean our home. The only thing I could do was cross my fingers and hope that she had seduced my husband to the point of him having to come back to her for sex. 

		Jim played it cool in the morning and did his regular routine without indicating anything about his day at all. I did the same. Making him feel even slightly suspicious would be counter intuitive and could possibly jeopardize my little scheme.

		“When did you get a new clock?” He asked as he set his coffee cup on the table, “it looks good.”

		“Yeah, you know me.” I tried to play it off, “if I ever see something cute, I just have to have it.”

		“Well it’s not quite as cute as you,” he put his hands on my hips and pulled me in for a kiss, “I’ll see you tonight. I love you.”

		“I love you too,” I said.

		He walked out of the house with his head held high. Years of lying on behalf of his clients had made him an expert at showing no emotion as he lied right in front of people’s faces.

		“You lying son of a bitch!” I said when I saw him drive off. “I can’t believe you have the audacity to cheat on me with such confidence!”

		Before leaving to check into the hotel, I tested my surveillance system to make sure that there weren’t any issues with it, and I left the house the same time I would if I were working. The vibrator had been hidden inside of my trunk, and I couldn’t wait to remove it from the packaging. I told myself that even if they ended up not meeting one another today, I was going to have a good time with my new toy regardless. I planned on indulging myself in one way or another even if all that meant was a lazy day ordering room service while catching up on some of my favorite television.

		It was the first time in my life that I stayed in hotel in the same city that I lived in. It felt kind of awkward doing it, but it was a necessary thing to do if I wanted to properly see what was going on in my home. I put the “do not disturb” sign on the door and set up the room to be as comfortable as possible. I turned on the television and cranked up the volume to drown out the sounds the vibrator would cause me to make. I connected earbuds to my phone so that I could hear the audio clearly and unboxed the vibrator. It didn’t even occur to me to see if it came with batteries when I was in the store. Luckily, it came with some, but it was more proof that this obsession of mine was taking over my mind and causing me to make mistakes that I would never make. I wondered if there was a way for me to get this out of my system, so that I could get my analytical and methodical brain to work the way it normally did again.

		Rosita appeared on screen wearing the same sexy outfit she had the last time. She had her supplies in and began working around the house. Nobody was around to see how she looked, yet everything she did appeared to be done as if she was trying to seduce somebody. Even when she bent over to pick something up, she did it in a way as to prevent anybody seeing up her skirt. I was impressed with her ability to do everything with class even though she was under the assumption that nobody was watching her. 

		For nearly an hour I watched as she appeared on screen off and on doing various household chores. I was beginning to wonder if their affair was just a one-time deal, but things looked a bit more optimistic when she sat down on the couch and started texted somebody on her phone. I crossed my fingers and hoped that it was Jim letting her know that he was on his way to see her.

		Growing bored of the lack of action, I pulled out the room service menu and decided to order a beverage. I went with the mimosa. Drinking during the day was something that I hardly ever did, but I was technically using a vacation day, so I treated it as such. The hotel staff brought it up, and I sipped it while I looked at myself in the mirror.

		“You pathetic bitch,” I said to myself as I looked into my own eyes, “you rented a hotel room so that you could watch your husband cheat on you. What’s wrong with you?”

		With a mimosa in hand I put on my earbuds, and I could hear talking before I even got a chance to look at the screen.

		“I’ve been thinking about you all week,” I could hear Jim’s voice, but not see him,, “it’s been tough to focus at work. I’m thinking about taking some time.”

		“That’s good to hear,” she said, “why don’t you come over here and show me what you were thinking about.”

		I saw Rosita walk towards the couch, and her head did a double take. She was looking towards the cactus.

		“I see what you’re doing Abby.” She whispered.

		“What?” Jim asked.

		“Nothing, come here.”

		My eyes nearly popped out of my face and landed on the floor. She knew that I was listening, and I wondered if she assumed that I was watching as well. My heart was racing, and I wondered if she was going to tell my husband that she had discovered the microphone in the cactus. I thought I had buried, but maybe part of it was sticking out.

		“FUCK!” I yelled as I started to breathe fast and hard, “god damnit!”

		There was nothing I could do but watch and see what Rosita decided to do. She was kneeling on the couch and facing the cactus. Jim was behind her, and he spanked her ass to hear her moan. Every sound that she made was loud and clear to me, and she knew that it was possible that she was being heard.

		“Jim,” she said, “I want you to lick my ass.”

		He got behind her and lifted her skirt. I watched as he pulled down her panties and began kissing her tan butt cheeks.

		“Do you like kissing my ass?” She asked.

		“Yes.” Jim said briefly before resuming.

		“I want your tongue inside of my ass.” She said, “I wish your wife could see you licking my ass!”

		Rosita was blatantly taunting me, and it was making my pussy become wet. Jim was eating his ass with a level of enthusiasm that I had never seen before. Even though he considered himself an ass man, he never made an attempt to lick mine. I was quivering as I watched my husband pleasing her. She was enjoying a feeling that I had secretly always wanted but could never have. I didn’t have the courage to ask, whereas she simply commanded him to do it. She moaned as he drove his tongue deep inside of her. My mouth became dry from it being open and my heavy breathing. Every time she spoke I let out a small cry.

		“How does it taste?” She asked.

		“It tastes like candy,” Jim said, “I love it so much!”

		“Would you rather lick my ass or have sex with your wife? Choose wisely.” She said.

		“I would rather lick your ass,” Jim confessed as he drove his tongue back inside of her.

		She made humiliating me into an art form. Whether she knew it or not, I was touching myself as she got my husband to say awful things about me. I began inserting the vibrator into my pussy without using the vibration. I wanted to save it, so that I could get off as the same time as her.

		Jim appeared to be unable to contain himself any longer. He stood up and got rid of his pants and underwear while Rosita helped him remove his shirt and tie. He turned slightly, and I could see his hard cock. His erection was fueled by him licking her ass, and I could tell that he was ready to release his built-up tension inside of her. I slowly fucked myself with my toy as I squeezed my left breast. I imagined myself being in the room with them while they took turns humiliating me. I wanted the two of them to laugh at me for being a pathetic woman.

		I watched as Jim bent her back over arm of the couch, so that he could slip his cock inside of her. They both exhaled deeply when he penetrated her, and he started pumping his cock into her slowly. She moaned loudly into the microphone, and I could hear her taunting me with the pleasure Jim was giving her. He slowly built up to a faster rate of thrusting, and my ears were filled with the sounds of their skin slapping against one another. Jim was usually quiet in bed but was grunting openly as he drove himself deep inside of her.

		I pressed the button to turn on the vibrator, and immediately my world had been changed for good. I never experienced that sort of stimulation before. I filled the hotel room with the sounds of my pleasure as I watched my husband fuck the maid with more vigor than I had ever experienced. I wanted to be the maid. She was everything that I was not, beautiful, free, and naturally confident. I was inferior, and that is why she was getting real dick while I played alone in a room with a toy. 

		Rosita’s loud moaning made me feel like I was in a competition. I moaned as loud as could but toned down the volume when I began to be able to hear myself. I didn’t want to cause the hotel staff to bang on my door to see if I was okay. Jim howled as he began to burst, and my body began to convulse as they came together. 

		“Come inside of me!” Rosita said loudly.

		The thought of Jim’s come dripping inside of her pussy set me on the path to another orgasm. I imagined what it would feel like to have his warm come shoot inside of me as I watched him give his gift to the maid.

		I pushed the vibrator as deep as I could into my pussy as I watched the maid get filled with my husband’s love. He leaned over her body when he was finished, and I could hear his breathing. 

		“You’re so sexy,” he whispered into her ear, “I wish I wasn’t married.”

		Right as he confessed his feelings I was taken over by the wave of my second orgasm. My toes curled and I closed my jaw tight and mashed my teeth together. My juices were flowing out of me and onto the bed sheets.

		“I need to get back to the office,” Jim said as he dismounted her, “I’m sorry to leave you so soon, I hope you can understand.”

		“Go,” she whispered, “I’m okay. I understand how important you are. Just promise me one thing.”

		“What is it?” He asked.

		“I want you to kiss your wife tonight with the same amount of passion you had when you licked my ass.” She was laughing, “I think it would be a fun little game to play.”

		“That’s fucked up,” he said, “I promise.” He got all of his clothes on, “you’re twisted.”

		“I’ll see you soon. Hopefully.” She was looking at him affectionately.

		

		She knows that I’m listening

		I watched as Jim leave the house, and Rosita disappeared. I figured that she was going into the bathroom to clean herself, and I watched hoping to see her come back into the shot. With the effects of the orgasm fading away, I realized the implications of her knowing of the microphones existence. 

		“She knew about it, but instead of trying to move him to another location, she embraced the possibility of me listening and chose to taunt me.” I said as I tried to think through the situation that had just occurred.

		“I know you can hear me Abby!” Rosita was talking directly into the microphone, “Did you enjoy the show?”

		I felt a surge of adrenaline in my body. I wasn’t able to sit still for any longer. I found myself pacing as I watched and listened in on what she was going to say next. She appeared on camera, but didn’t seem to know where the cameras were hidden. She was holding one of our decorative vases that had cost us a fortune to buy.

		“You better call me Abby!” She held the vase up high, “I know you can hear me. I drop this in ten, nine, eight, seven.”

		She was going to smash my vase if I didn’t call her. I suspended the app, and called her cellphone. I managed to put her on speaker, so that I could continue watching her on the camera.

		“H-hello.” I said when she picked up.

		“Abby, Abby, Abby.” She said.

		The sound was distorted at first because I was hearing from both the app and the phone. Before saying anything else I turned the audio off on the app.

		“Y-yes.” I felt like I was the one that was caught cheating.

		“I thought you were supposed to be working. How do you find the time to watch what is going on here?” She laughed when she was done speaking.

		I didn’t know that she was aware of the cameras! Not once did I see her act in any way to indicate that she knew that the clocks were actually recording her every move. The only explanation I could think of for her being aware was simply assuming that with audio would come video.

		“I took the day off.” I confessed.

		“So, you have been watching us!” She sat down in the coch and threw her feet up on the coffee table, “you know, I wasn’t even sure that the microphone was working, but your dumbass fell for it. If you would have just ignored me I wouldn’t have broken your vase. To top it all off, your dumbass just told me you were watching us. Where are the cameras Abby?”

		She was good. If I had just ignored her she wouldn’t have known that I had been watching and listening live. I basically revealed my hand to her for no reason other than me feeling as if I should obey her for some reason. 

		“In the clocks.” I answered her, “the clocks have a camera inside.”

		“Clever lady!” She walked up to one of the clocks and put her face near the lense, “how do I look?”

		“F-fine.” I answered, “you look fine.”

		She grinned mischievously and her laugh made my body tingle. The logical thing to do would be to fire the maid, but I couldn’t do it if I tried. I was beginning to feel a physical attraction towards her, and a willingness to obey her every command. I was tired of being the one at work to make the decisions, something about letting go was appealing.

		“Where are you now?” Rosita asked, “I know you’re not doing all of this at work.”

		“I’m in a hotel.” I answered honestly.

		“Makes sense. You planned the whole thing out, and you got a room so that you could enjoy the show. You see, if you were actually angry you would have called us, or came home to stop what was happening. Instead, it looks like your playing with that nasty little pussy of yours.”

		Her intuition was spot on. I couldn’t imagine that this was her first time fucking one of her client’s husbands. She seemed like an expert. 

		“You’re right.” I said.

		“Come home Abby.” She giggled, “come home and play with me.”

		I had to cover my mouth so she couldn’t hear me squeal. I knew that I had to put aside my pride, and just go along with her if I wanted to explore my sexuality. I realized that she already had me figured out, and there was no use trying to play it in a way to avoid blemishing my reputation with her.

		“I’m on my way.” I said.

		“Good,” She looked comfortable on the couch, “I’ll call my afternoon appointment and tell them I can’t make it. I’m waiting.” She hung before I could even get in another word.

		 Taking a moment, I sat down and tried to pull it together. I was excited to see what was going to happen, and terrified at the same time. Confronting who I was sexually was never a critical component of my life, and the thought of exploring things out of my comfort zone was alluring. Rosita was obviously able to see who I was based on my actions, and it made me wonder if it was because she had embraced her own sexuality long ago. It made me feel ignorant not knowing as much as her, but there was hope in learning more about myself by going home to meet with her. I gathered my things and checked out of the hotel early.

		Rosita was still on the couch when I walked through the door. She didn’t say anything at all, and she just looked at me as if she was studying my body language. It felt like her eyes were taking off my clothes and bending me over. 

		“Rosita.” I said.

		“Come her Abby.” She patted the cushion next to her on the couch, “take a seat.”

		My legs began to feel wobbly, so I hurried up to sit down next to her. I didn’t want to make fool of myself by falling in front of her. She already had enough reasons to look down on me.

		“Tell me,” she said after I took a seat, “how should I punish you for watching me?”

		“I don’t know. You already got to fuck my husband.” I replied.

		“Wrong answer,” she grabbed me by the hair and pulled me over her lap, “I have the right to any man I want. Marriage is just something you’ve tried to use to keep him contained, but he was not created for you.”

		She began pulling down my pants. I could have fought against her, but I chose not to. I wanted to be humiliated. 

		“Why do old women continue to wear such ugly underwear?” She said as she pulled them down to expose my bare ass, “no wonder your husband has no interest in you. You have let yourself go!”

		Her hand came down on my ass. I had assumed that she was setting me up for a spanking, but I was still surprised when it actually happened. To be spanked by a woman significantly younger than me was not something I ever thought would happen. She continued to spank me, with her strength increasing after every strike.

		“Are you a good little bitch?” She asked as her hand gently rubbed my butt.

		“Yes.” I answered hoping for some mercy.

		“Are you going to lick my ass like your husband did?” She asked.

		I didn’t answer her right away, and suffered a spanking as a consequence.

		“Yes, I’ll lick your ass!” I said feeling good to finally confess my secret desire.

		“Good little bitch,” she helped me get up from her lap, “at least you and your husband will have something in common.”

		She got into the same position she had when my husband had done it. As I prepared myself for the new experience I realized that I would have everything on camera to watch later. The idea of seeing myself humiliated started to turn me on even more than the thought of ramming my tongue inside of her ass. 

		Rosita shook her ass as she lifted up her skirt. Her caramel skin looked flawless, and I was happy to be up close to it. I brushed my cheek against her ass while reveling in the smoothness and warmth. I planted kisses right where my husband’s lips were earlier, and then I brought my hands to her ass and slowly spread her cheeks apart. Eye to eye with her ass, I pressed my lips together and kissed it. She moaned, and brought her hand to the back of my head and pulled me in tighter.

		“Lick it,” she whispered sexily. 

		I closed my eyes and stuck out my tongue, and tasted her for the first time. I confirmed my interest in the female body with that first taste, and I shoved my firm tongue inside of her.

		“That’s a good bitch.” She said when my tongue massaged her ass, “you’re even better at this than your husband!”

		She continued to remind that my husband had licked her ass. I knew that she was saying it to reinforce her dominance over me, and as time went on with my face so intimate with her ass, I became more comfortable with her. Her and I were building a strange rapport, and trust was being earned. I was accepting my role in the situation as a submissive. The humiliation caused by worshiping a homewrecker was fulfilling my deepest and darkest desires. I had spent so much time watching her from afar that I began to develop a relationship with her before we even got into this position. I made it my duty to give her pleasure with my tongue, and I was rewarded by the sounds that she made. 

		“When does your husband get home?” She pulled my hair so that my face came out from between her ass.

		“Probably a few more hours. I don’t know.” I answered trying to lunge back between her ass.

		“I think we should give him a nice surprise when he gets home. What do you think?” She asked.

		“I’m n-not sure.” I said feeling confused by what she was trying to say. “What did you have in mind?”

		“You may not know it, but you’re what they call a “cuckquean.” It’s like a cuckold, but the female version.” She turned around so that she could talk to me, “I think he’d get a kick out of fucking me while you watched.”

		It was hard to say anything after she said that. I felt my pussy react to her words, and I began craving what she suggested. I had only watched from afar, but she was offering me the opportunity to indulge myself up close and personal. My husband would be made aware of the situation, and it would be life changing. It was a scary thing to do, but it seemed like the right thing to do. If I was open about what I desired, I would be able to get those itches scratched, and my husband wouldn’t have to feel any sort of guilt or need to sneak around when he chose to fuck other women. It could be exactly what our marriage needed contrary to what most would think.

		“Okay.” I said letting go of all of my defensive instincts, “let’s do it.”

		“Well, we need to sort a few things out before he gets home.” She stood up and looked down at me, “I think this outfit suits you a little more than me.”

		I couldn’t see my face, but I knew that I had turned red. Her body was much thinner and sexier than mine. It would be an obvious contrast to how inferior I was to wear her sexy outfit while making it look less sexy. 

		“Come on, I already helped you halfway with your pants. Just a few more tugs and everything comes off!” She grabbed my shirt and began pulling it over my head, “don’t be shy!”

		Once I was completely naked she began taking off her outfit. I was impressed with her body, and wondered how she made herself look so good. When I was her age I wasn’t nearly as beautiful as her, and it hurt to admit that to myself. It would be easy to just write off her beauty because of her age, but I’m too analytical to leave it at that. She was also looking at my body, and I could feel her confidence soar. She was self aware enough to know that I looked awful compared to her, and my husband was obviously more interested in having sex with her than me. I wondered what it would feel like to be in her position of beauty and sexual power.

		Rosita handed me the maid outfit, and I began to put it on. She helped me by pulling at the clothes to get them over my unfit body. It was very tight, and even if I sucked in my stomach it still probably looked liked the seams were ready to tear. Rosita was so cheerful as she examined me, and she told me to spin around so that she could see it from the back.

		“Now that is adorable,” she said, “maybe your husband is going to wanna fuck you instead of me!”

		“I doubt that.” I admitted, “it’s a bit snug.”

		“Don’t worry too much about that. The wonderful thing about being a woman like you is that nobody has any expectations for you to look beautiful. That means even the slightest attempt is going to be well received, whereas somebody like me has set the bar so high. I often stay up late at night worrying about how I’m going to continue to impress people.”

		She was verbally humiliating me with a smile on her face. It was amazing how she was using self deprecation to embarrass me. I looked at the ground and felt great shame.

		“One more thing,” she put her finger on my chin and pushed my face up, “I didn’t get to the bedroom today. I’m going to need you to clean that up for me.”

		“Okay.” I couldn’t help but laugh as the hired maid pushed her job off on me.

		“You’re just going to say “okay?” That doesn’t seem very polite. How about a “yes ma’am!” I think that sounds a bit more respectful.” She bit down on her lower lip.

		“Yes ma’am.” I said before retrieving her cleaning supplies.

		

		Cuckquean clean up

		Rosita bossed me around while we waited for Jim to come home from work. She remained naked as she pranced around our home and did as she pleased. She raided our refrigerator and laughed as she sat her bare ass down our furniture. I felt ridiculous wearing her clothes and doing her job while she was being paid to fuck my husband and eat our food. I didn’t fight it, but I did wonder why the whole situation turned me on so much. Did other women secretly crave the same treatment?

		I was in the bedroom when Jim came home. I could hear Rosita flirting with him while he sounded worried that she was in our home at such a late time.

		“Why are you here?” He said sounding worried, “you have to get out of here before my wife gets home!”

		“I wouldn’t worry too much about that.” She said smartly, “oh maid! Come here little bitch!”

		I closed my eyes for a moment as I mentally prepared for my humiliation to now involve my husband. I could hear him responding to her in a confused tone. My arrival into the living room made my husband burst out into laughter.

		“What the fuck?” He exclaimed, “is this a dream?”

		“Watch this!” Rosita said, “come here little bitch. Come and kiss my ass!”

		She stood up and gently spanked her own ass. I got behind he and dropped to my knees and began placing multiple kisses on her pristine ass. 

		“Sniff it!” She commanded.

		I wedged my face between her cheeks and began breathing in through my nose. I did it loud enough so that they could hear me as I took in her heavenly scent.

		“Now lick it!” She laughed.

		I could see the astonishment on my husband’s face when I spread her cheeks apart as I proceeded to lick her ass. Out of the corner of my eyes I could see his hand move to his crotch. He was enjoying the show.

		“Wow,” Jim said in disbelief, “she’s okay with this?”

		“She’s not only okay with it, she wants to watch us.” She turned around and put her hands around my head. My face was pulled in close to her pussy, “isn’t that right?”

		“Yes ma’am.” I said.

		I wasn’t explicitly ordered to worship her pussy, but my natural response was to begin kissing and licking her pussy. I was making Rosita moan, and Jim seemed to approve of what I was doing. She looked down at me as she began to grind her pussy all over my face. She had a sinister grin on her face as she increased the aggressiveness of her grinding. I felt my body being pushed backwards towards the floor. She was working me slowly on my back as she supported my head with her hands. Soon she was pinning me to the floor with her pussy pressed against my lips and her full weight keeping me locked in position.

		Her eyes were fixed on mine as I swirled my tongue around and tasted her. I could feel her ego being fed as she dominated me in front of my husband. I couldn’t see him, but I could hear him taking his clothes off. 

		“Turn around,” he said to Rosita, “I can’t just sit this one out.” 

		Jim was on his knees, and his stiff cock was in my line of sight. Rosita turned around with her legs on either side of me, and she leaned forward so that Jim could have her hole.

		I didn’t think that I would be this close when I witnessed their love, but it was happening and I did nothing to stop it. I licked my lips and swallowed the Rosita’s flavor as I watched my husband’s cock penetrate her glistening pussy. Jim grunted as the head of his cock disappeared into the warmth of her pussy. I could see her juices clinging to his cock as he pulled out. My heart was racing, and it increased as Jim picked up the pace. I lifted my head slightly from the floor so that I could be just a tiny bit closer to the action. 

		Rosita was touching my pussy with her hand. At first she was gentle, but she started to be cruel. She pinched my lips and squeezed until I cried out in pain. My pain only made her laugh, and it seemed to add to Jim’s virility. 

		“Your fucking pathetic!” Jim said to me as he continued to pound his cock deep inside of her, “you’re a fucking disgrace!” 

		Hearing my husband insult me while he fucked our maid was only making me want him to push further. He probably thought he was pushing the limit, but I secretly wished he would humiliate me more. Rosita seemed to be the only one who knew what it was that I secretly wanted. She continued to tease my pussy, and then inflict pain to steal away my pleasure. As a separate activity it was demeaning, but when combined with her receiving my husband’s cock it was a recipe for utter humiliation. 

		My toes began to curl from the pain Rosita was inflicting on me, and it only encouraged her more. She seemed to love seeing me squirm and look like a fool.

		“I want you to come inside of me Jim!” Rosita said in a broken rhythm as my husband slammed against her, “your wife is going to clean my pussy!”

		My knees began to tremble, and she changed from inflicting pain to pleasure. I felt as if she was conditioning me for what she had just said. I licked my lips at the thought of licking my husband’s come from her pussy as she sat on my face triumphantly. I began to moan, and I could tell that I had set off a chain reaction. My husband’s grunts indicated that he was close to climaxing and his thrusts evolved into a jackhammer. Rosita was unable to hold back the volume of her moans, and the three of us made enough noise to possibly concern the neighbors. 

		Jim stopped thrusting and held his cock deep inside of Rosita. He exhaled loudly, and I grew jealous of Rosita as his come shot inside of her pussy. She stopped playing with my pussy and I could feel her body relaxing on top of me. Jim sat back and pulled her hips with him as his cock slipped out from her pussy. Come was slung from the tip of his cock and it sprayed across my face. I watched as her pussy approached my face and then suddenly I could see nothing but part of her ass as she pressed down on me. I opened my mouth and come began pouring into me. 

		I only closed my mouth to swallow, but I quickly opened it back up and used my tongue to try and scoop out his seed. The essence of their love affair was being pushed down my throat and inside of me. I felt like I was apart of their relationship in a more meaningful way. As I enjoyed the humiliation the two of them laughed as they caught their breath. 

		“Just think,” Rosita said as she applied more pressure to my face, “if you never called me this would never have happened.”

		She was right. If I had never felt overburdened by the filth accumulating in our home I would have never set out to look for a maid. Jim and I would continue on in our marriage as if nothing was wrong, and he would likely be cheating on me without my knowledge. This event opened my eyes to what I really was, a cuckquean. I craved humiliation, and that was something I had never knew about myself. As middle-aged woman, I felt empowered with this self awareness that was previously unknown. I could embrace my dark side, and satisfy my husband’s needs simultaneously.  

		Rosita stood up after I was done cleaning her pussy. She stood beside my husband and put her arm around him. The two of them looked at me as I remained on the floor with come dripping on my face. I looked at both of them as I began to play with myself. They watched me as I brought myself to orgasm, and their laughter only encouraged me.

		“If only I knew she was into this type of stuff.” Jim said, “I wouldn’t have had to spend so much time sneaking around. Is this the kind of life you want?” 

		“Y-yes,” I said as my body began to quiver from the stimulation I was giving myself, “t-thank you.”

		

		

		

		About the Author

		

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

		

		

		

		Other books by Lacy Ciccone

		

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

		

		Evil Cuckcake

		Something about Kayla always irked me, but I let it go until she started talking badly about me in front of people. 

		She was married to an amazing man, Dave. He was way out of her league, and I often wondered how she managed to land such a good guy. I couldn't allow her insults go unchecked. I had to get revenge.

		Sleeping with her husband was, in my eyes, the most sinister, evil thing that a "friend" could do to another "friend."

		I wanted to dominate and humiliate her while I turned her life upside down.

		I just didn't know that was her thing...

		This novelette is 14,900 words long. All characters in this story are fictional, and are above the age of 18. This book contains elements of BDSM, and everything is consensual between the characters.

		

		My Husband's Black Secretary: My Cuckquean Fantasy Becomes Reality

		My husband, Paul, is a successful accountant. Over the years I had witnessed countless women throw themselves at him, but he always resisted. That is until he hired a new secretary, Jada.

		She was black, and beautiful. Every time I saw her butt, I couldn't help but stare at it. 

		When she came into the picture, everything changed. His behavior changed, and my fantasies of becoming a cuckquean rose to the surface. 

		This short story is 4,000 words long. All characters in this story are fictional, and are above the age of 18. This book contains elements of BDSM, and everything is consensual between the characters.

		

		

		

		Check Out Lacy Ciccone

		

	
		You can find Lacy Ciccone by searching for her at your favorite retailer.
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