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A Cuckquean’s Vigil

Kate Granger


Chapter One

◆◆◆

It was only 7 pm, and my hallway smelled faintly of lavender time-release freshener mixed with the citrusy ghost of his lover’s perfume. The decadent mix clung to the air, determined to deter me from advancing to my bedroom or left as proof she had already been here, and maybe still was.

The diffuser plugged into the wall clicked once behind me, a neat little timer breath that pushed lavender forward and dragged her citrus back over it like a second skin.

Her scent was faint but insolent, like a stranger coming into my home, daring me to notice that she had fucked my husband tonight, instead of me. I was halfway up the stairs when I heard Nathan’s deep voice drift from the bedroom.

I paused mid-step and controlled my breathing, praying my heart wouldn’t break a rib, such was its intense pulse against a swelling cage. I couldn’t hear them well, so, to advance and get what I needed, I slipped off my Christian Louboutin heels and padded up the remaining stairs silently.

I stopped inches from my bedroom door, holding my breath until it stung in my chest and I had to let go, then inhale deeply but silently. My cheek pressed to the wall. Its paint held the day’s clean but gave back her perfume in a thin, stubborn line. My fingertips trembled against the grain as I listened.

“Are you sure your wife won’t mind me fucking you, Nathan?”

“It’s our lifestyle. My wife loves it, and she loves me. Stop worrying.”

“I have read about cuckqueans but never met one.”

“Rebecca is a wife to exceed all others.”

“I never come between a wife and her husband, so… I worry about this, about her. I don’t wish to upset another woman… girl code and all that.”

Fuck the girl code.

“Tonight, my wife is our cuckquean.”

The word cuckquean clamped around my chest and slid lower, heavy as a chain. I staggered back, glad I chose carpet over wooden boards, and my hand gripped the banister until my palm ached. Three breaths in silence, three back out. Then I leaned closer.

Her voice followed, carried on her fragrance through my bedroom door, low, smooth, and seductive, new to these walls, my walls, now hers, as was my husband. Her tone conveyed the calm arrogance of a woman already certain she could take what was mine.

“I’m going to ruin you tonight, Nathan.”

“You’d better do it thoroughly.”

“Or what? Will your wife complain if I don’t fuck you hard enough?”

“No… she won’t… but, well, my wife will be disappointed because she is sacrificing a lot.”

“When does Rebecca get home?”

“Around midnight.”

He knows that’s a lie.

I heard her pacing around my bedroom, probably checking my perfumes, seeing where I kept my panties, and the long, thick black dildo I load with artificial semen and have Nathan pump into my back passage while he fucks my pussy.

“Can I ask you to do me a favor, please, Nathan?”

“Of course.”

“Don’t shower after we fuck, especially don’t clean off the sticky hormones from inside me that will coat your cock. Make your wife suck that mess off your cock before she does anything. I want Rebecca to taste me… I mean, really taste me, on her tongue, across her taste buds, and in her throat. I want to burn her tonsils.”

“I thought you never came between a husband and his wife.”

“Your wife is a cuck. That changes everything. I think she would want to enjoy tasting and cleaning me from your cock since she can’t enjoy you from my cunt. I’ll be gone by midnight.”

Don’t be so sure about that!

“Wow. Okay, I’ll have Rebecca suck my cock, Jess.”

Jess? Nah… Jessica. Nathan shortens everything… even me, even though he knows I hate Becks.

Their kiss broke for air. His voice went lower, almost a hum through the door.

“Leave my scent on your throat for her.”

“Becks will love it.”

Wanker!

“I am sure she despises being called Becks as much as I hate Jess.”

“Point taken… sorry.”

“It’s okay… You weren’t to know, but please, don’t call your wife Becks. I am sure she hates it. She deserves your respect. Cuckqueans are a treasure, for you and me.”

I like her.

“I love being married to Rebecca… I like fucking Jessica.”

“Good boy! As it should be.”

Jessica’s laugh was a soft encouragement to my husband, which curled down the hall to me. I would take it.

I didn’t breathe for three counts. My fingers, with a vise-like grip around the banister, wouldn’t let me leave. I was drawn to the sliver of light spilling from a half-open bedroom door, my bedroom door.

A shadow crossed the hall, and I caught the curve of her back with my husband’s arm circling her waist, their bodies shifting together with the easy confidence of lovers. They were kissing. It hit me like a gut-punch and an intense pulse between my legs all at once.

I needed it. I needed more.

I edged past the master suite door carefully while they were engrossed in each other, slipping silently into our spare bedroom. I stripped without thinking, standing in the chilly, unwelcoming air, my nipples rock solid. The sheets in our spare bed were ice cold, devoid of love, worse, they smelled faintly of detergent, sterile, empty of him, the man I loved.

I set a heel on the duvet, slipped a finger along my slit, shuddering gleefully, enjoying the honey already dripping from my hive. I withdrew two glossy fingers from my sticky hole and brought them up beneath my nose, sniffing before I rolled them inside my nostrils, pretending it was her. The slick climbed behind my nose and bloomed warm across my soft palate. I swallowed, and it stayed. Every breath fed me the proof I wanted.

I lay in the dark, my skin prickling, every nerve pulled tight, straining my ears for their sound.

Jessica’s laugh came first, deep and feminine, rich with promise, and my belly clenched, knotted delightfully, a warm chemical bloom loosening deep inside my womb. The creak of our bed followed as I slid my hands down my stomach, dipping a finger in my soaking wet slit. I gasped, then moaned, found my throbbing clitoris, and circled it with an index fingertip, crushing the nub to the edge between pleasure and pain.

Then I heard the slow, unmistakable sound of my husband’s first thrust as he slid his cock deep inside Jessica. She exhaled in a long, deep moan that curled and echoed inside my pussy.

I pictured Jessica’s legs wrapped around my husband’s waist, her heels spurring into his taut ass cheeks, urging him to fuck her harder and deeper, while his mouth kissed her throat. His voice dropped as it always did when he’d sunk his cock balls deep inside a tight cunt. I needed those details, needed to know exactly how she sounded when she came on the end of my husband’s cock. I needed to store every tone, every gasp she uttered, for later, memorized for those moments when I needed to escape his stubborn fidelity.

My husband didn’t cuck me often enough to satisfy my appetite.

Nathan fucked her slowly at first, his hips punching the mattress underneath her in a steady rhythm. The bedframe screws ticked beneath the groan, a tiny metallic metronome under the music of their lust. A floorboard pinged as he shifted weight to drive his cock deeper and harder as she screamed, enjoying my husband’s big cock. A headboard nail squealed once in protest, and then settled, as if deciding to hold

The bed’s groan was my pacing as I slid two fingers up and down my creamy crease, holding my swollen, sticky pussy lips wide with my spare hand to get a hair-free stroke.

I must shave my pussy soon.

One of his women might want to lick my hole while he fucks her.

Their voices were low and indistinct, leaving my imagination to fill in the blanks. A hum from her, a hitch in his breathing, and I gasped, my nail scraping gently over my sticky, solid clitoris.

Their pace built, and the mattress springs quickened, each squeak a reminder of what her body was giving him and how deep his cock reached inside her. The headboard thudded against the wall, steady, like the slow pump of his hips. I matched their timing, strumming my cunt up and down my wet slit like I played a guitar with four fingers, each one softly brushing my proud, pink nub on the way past, up and down.

Her laugh came again, sharper now, then a soft, pleading sound raked my ears that I recognized instantly. She was begging my husband to drive more of his cock into her hole and reach deeper. I could picture Nathan’s face, a cocky half-smile with a little nod before he drove his shaft deeper, harder inside her, hopefully stretching her pussy wider.

Their primal sounds blurred into patterns I knew too well. The wet slap of skin on skin. The deeper groan from my husband must have been when his lover squeezed her cunt tighter around his cock, milking it. Her muffled, breathless exhale and joyous sobbing meant his hand was between them, working her clit as I dragged mine to every point of the compass.

I stopped. My palm hovered and pulled back. I kept my trembling hand away because I wanted this ache stored whole. The wanting was the wick. I lit it and let it burn.

I rolled onto my front, my eyes wide, letting their sex pour over me as I immersed myself in my kink, indulging an ache deep inside me that had lasted for too long. He should have fucked another woman weeks ago, so I could enjoy not touching myself then, not easing the ache while he got what he deserved.

The denial made me sharper and kept me alive, helping me function among civility.

Time warped. I dropped off to sleep, then woke to new cadences. Jessica growled. It sounded like my husband fucked her slower, perhaps while she was on her knees, reaching his cock deeper inside. Her sighs melted into the sound of slick flesh as my husband’s balls slapped against her thighs. He definitely had her doggy style, deep for sure; maybe relentless, I hoped, as her cries went ragged and desperate.

Once, my husband’s voice dropped into a whisper too soft to hear; her answer was a tortuously long, lascivious, broken moan that made my toes curl. I felt an orgasm light inside my womb, but there it would stay, feeding my kink, denying me deliciously.

There came a moment of silence from the master bedroom, not rest, but coiled tension, then a loud slap and Jessica’s startled gasp. I knew my husband had spanked her, the way he sometimes did to me, angling my ass high, impaling me on his cock, then thrashing my ass cheek with an open palm on every stroke, taking every bit of me he wanted.

I catalogued everything in my deepest memory: her pitch, the timing of his thrusts, the wet pop as he slid his cock back inside her, the little bursts of laughter when she couldn’t stop herself as she was regally fucked until she lost control. Every sound she made was proof. Proof I’d use later, in the dark, to satisfy myself while I sucked her sticky nectar and his cum off his cock, until I was empty again.

The house breathed them through the vents. The paint held her perfume. The stair carpet remembered the heat where they had walked. I let the place feed me.

When dawn softened the edges of the spare bedroom, I rose. The house was quiet now, its silence thick with their scent. They clung to the banister, seeped into the carpet, drifted down the walls. I smelled their fucking everywhere, even in the kitchen.

I made toast and coffee, the rich crushed bean and caramelized bread flavors mingling with the faint musk of their constant fucking that had leaked through the floorboards overnight. My hands shook as I carried their breakfast tray upstairs, my knees quivering, not from tiredness or jealousy, but from excitement, knowing I was about to see exactly what I had been craving all night.

I opened the master suite door and stared in joyful disbelief.

My husband’s cock was still balls-deep inside her pussy, his urethra pumping seed deep. She knelt like a hound, pointing her ass so steeply, her torso dropped like a cliff. The air above the bed was warm and used, the sheets holding the shape of their night were as disturbed as the ripples of joy flooding my mind.

Nathan stared at me and smiled.

“Eight times, baby. Jessica fucked me so hard, my cock aches.”

“Good… I’m so glad.”

“Did you hear us?”

“Yes.”

“She stayed overnight once we knew you were home, safely tucked up in the spare room.”

“It’s worked out well for her, you, and me. I wanted Jessica to stay with you, in our bed.”

“You’re welcome, darling. I fucked her for you.”

Nathan said it like a trophy presentation while I handed out breakfast, smiling at his gorgeous lover. Jessica sipped coffee, then set the cup aside and leaned back, eyeing me. Her thighs were spread without shame, marked with faint bruises from my husband’s powerful grip. Her pussy lips were swollen, the slit between wider than it should be, well fucked, and gleaming with a bead of Nathan’s cum swelling at the entrance to her succulent pink, well-fucked hole.

I watched that semen teardrop flow down her crack, falling to the cotton bedsheet like snow.

Their smell hit me, hot, ripe, thick with him, sweet with her, both dribbling from her gaping pink hole that looked so succulent and delicious I imagined it must be good enough to eat.

I stared at her, a cuckquean question only a woman would see hidden in my face.

She nodded, and my knees sank into the mattress.

I cupped her knees and pressed her legs wider apart, felt the tremor of sex in her muscles, the heat of her skin still damp from their sweat. I lowered my face and licked from her sticky entrance hole to the clitoris that bulged out of its hood, tasting and enjoying the thick blend of them that seeped from her, salty, musky, with a faint metallic tang that told me he’d been deep inside and that her period ended recently, perhaps shortly before they met in a bar.

The first taste was bright salt. The second was ripe and warm. The third had that penny-metal whisper that said my husband had been all the way inside her. A grain of dried cum caught on my tongue and melted. Her taste clung instantly to my taste buds, burning my tonsils, bitter-sweet and raw, searing into my mouth like a brand.

When my tongue circled her creamy, engorged clitoris, she moaned and turned to kiss my husband, her breath catching in his mouth. I flicked her swollen pearl with my tongue tip, and she pressed her cunt harder into my face, squashing her lips apart on mine, smearing Nathan deeper into me with every grind of her hips.

A hand tangled in my hair. Bigger and more powerful than mine, knitting into my strands. Heavier, determined to force-feed me.

I stared at my husband while plowing his lover’s dripping wet slit. He smiled and nodded.

“Clean her for me. All of her.”

I knelt between her thighs while my husband stood over me, watching.

His cock was still thick and glossy from her honeyed nectar. I could smell her on him, hot, rich, alive, the scent of their sex rising with the heat of his skin.

“You want it, Rebecca?”

I nodded too quickly, the answer pulled from me without thought.

My husband guided the sticky, messy head to my lips. Her taste was heavier now, coming from him, richer, sweeter, clinging to the thick, tasty crown I married. I licked his ruddy, aching glans, my mind replaying the night’s catalogue, Jessica’s rich, self-indulgent laugh, her cries of passion and joy, the deep groan from him when she milked my husband’s cock, taking his seed, denying me while I denied myself.

Nathan slid his cock past my lips slowly, and she held my head between both palms, forcing me down his shaft until my lips met the wiry pubic hair at his base.

“That’s it, Rebecca. You’ll do this every time I fuck her.”

Her nails grazed my scalp as she stroked my hair.

“She’s learning, baby. Good girl!”

That hit my kink squarely, and I leaked as I came hard.

I swallowed my husband to the root of his cock, gagging and drooling through my chin’s dimple onto the bed, taking the bitter-salt of their night deep into my throat. His hips flexed once, twice, before he pulled free.

Nathan wagged a finger in my face, smiling lovingly.

“Next time, you’ll start the night with us, not finish it in the morning. You’ll watch from your reading chair and help me fuck her, but you won’t be pleasured until you scream out your safe word and beg my lover to help you.”

“Oh god… yes, Nathan, yes please.”

My husband showered with Jessica, and they left themselves on our bed for me.

The sheets were heavy with their smell. Their musk was sharp and ripe, soaked into the cotton weave, a tangible presence.

I pressed my face into them, inhaling deep and vigorously until the ache in my chest turned liquid and hot as I breathed in their fucking until I was dizzy. My thighs clenched tightly as I rubbed myself against the cum soaked cotton, my nose buried deep, my tongue flicking at damp patches dark and stained by their night. The sheets were sour-sweet, acrid with sweat, ripe with sex, and the perfume of their bodies fused until I couldn’t tell them apart.

I licked more cotton again and again, spreading the burning taste of raw fucking over my lips, moaning into the fabric as I ground my tongue harder until it felt raw. Their smell filled me, thick as fog, the tang of him and her sweet coating searing into my tongue until I couldn’t breathe without swallowing them.

I stayed there until my body gave way, wanking my slit, rubbing my clitoris hard while Jessica watched from the bathroom door, smiling encouragingly. A shuddering orgasm soaking my thighs, the sheets were smeared with more than their cum now as I squirted in powerful jets, soaking my fingers that worked my throbbing hole vigorously. My cunt throbbed, my mouth wet, my nose buried, refusing to lift away.

I pressed two fingers to the damp sheet, touched them to my pulse, throat, then wrist. The bed was mine now. Ours.

I lay panting into the musk of them, every nerve raw, already aching for the next time.

“Are you okay now, Rebecca?”

“Yes… fucking finally my aching is quenched.”

“Good… well, mine is too, courtesy of your husband. Incidentally, he and I are popping out for an hour. Nathan is having a key to the front door cut for me. Be a good girl and change our bed because I’m coming back to fuck your husband all day.”

“Thank you.”

“When we get back, I’ll start the night in your bed with your husband. You can watch us fuck, and if you’re a good girl, I’ll straddle your mouth and feed his cum while my pussy is still shuddering from his cock.”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

I waited in the kitchen with two crystal flutes of Brut, a bowl of strawberries, and a clean hand towel still warm from the radiator. Jessica would want to wash her hands, and Nathan might too. Our hallway table became my altar. I smoothed the wood with my palm until it felt ready to receive my husband and his lover, the offerings laid out like sacraments.

Then I undressed, hung up my clothes, and kneeled on the carpet, my head slightly bowed, as I waited with my knees spread wide, my pussy throbbing for cock

In perfect silence, my house breathed around me, paint fumes faint in the hall, Jessica’s perfume exhaled from the walls, thinner than last night but still insolent, daring me to admit she belonged here as much as I did.

The clock ticked above me. My pulse beat with it, hard in my throat.

The front door clicked. Steps entered, his heavy, hers lighter, the two tangled like their low voices.

“Tonight I start the night with you, Jessica.”

“I want Rebecca to join us. Your wife may be a cuckquean, but she feeds us all. She deserves your love, and she deserves to enjoy our lust. Don’t you dare deprive her of that, Nathan.”

“You know my wife?”

“Better than you do. Women know women. Cuckqueans or otherwise. Rebecca’s hunger makes this possible.”

“How so?”

“Without her, you don’t get me. Without her, I don’t get you.”

“Do you prefer married men, Jess?”

“I told you not to call me that.”

“Sorry.”

I kneeled in the hallway, naked, my nipples aching, skin burning, watching them arrive together. They knew I was there, but Nathan ignored me as I had begged him to. My husband looked uneasy, guilty even, but Jessica’s eyes burned hard, pinning him, stripping him of excuses. I loved her for it. He might fuck her, but he couldn’t fuck her around.

Her glance caught me. Brief, sharp, deliberate. The look said she was on my team even as she slid her hand into my husband’s, taking what was mine. Jessica was owning him, but she was defending me. The contradiction made my clit throb.

“Call me Jess again, and I’ll walk out that door. Call your wife, Becks, again, and I’ll take her with me.”

Nathan’s mouth opened. His breath stuttered.

“Wh-What?”

“There are plenty of men who would fuck me and still treasure their cuckquean. Men who would fuck me harder because they knew their wife was kneeling and waiting to taste it after. You’ve got a wife on her knees with champagne and strawberries waiting on the altar. Fucking treasure her, Nathan. Or you don’t deserve either of us.”

I shivered on the carpet, my thighs slick already, my lips parted around shallow breaths. Jessica’s words branded me. She considered me a treasure, a cuckquean, deserved by both of them, to be revered. Each tribute seared deeper inside my cunt than any cock ever had.

Nathan swallowed, the sound thick in his throat. His cock pressed visibly against his trousers, pulsing hard with guilt and hunger. Jessica’s hand brushed it once through the fabric, not tender, not teasing, just a blunt reminder she held him.

“Do you understand me, Nathan?”

“Yes.”

“You don’t get me unless you honor Rebecca.”

“I will honor and love my wife forever. I swear.”

“Good. Then let her watch me ruin you.”

Her hand slipped from his cock to my chin. She tilted my face up from the carpet. Her eyes glowed like she’d stepped straight out of some ritual chamber.

“You’re not his Becks. You’re Rebecca. And you are the reason he gets to fuck me tonight. Never forget that.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

Her thumb smeared the corner of my mouth where saliva had gathered. She slid it in between my lips. I sucked it because it was her, because it tasted faintly of the Brut she must have sampled on her tongue before stepping inside.

“On your knees, you are holy. And tonight, you start the night.”

“Start it how?”

“With your head between my legs. I want you to warm me up before I fuck your husband.”

Nathan’s cock was already out, hard, ruddy, bulging blue veins raised, pulsing visibly, the crown fat, swollen, and glossy with the pre-cum Jessica had already coaxed from him. Her hand gripped the base of my husband’s cock while her eyes fixed on me, sharp and unreadable.

She wanked my husband’s cock slowly, a steady glide from his balls to the sticky crown, not tender, not playful, but firm and certain, like she was showing me the handle of a weapon that belonged to her now.

She was showing me my place, too.

“Crawl closer to us, Rebecca. I want you to experience the moment I take your husband away.”

“Oh my.”

“Do you see… his cock leaks for me, not you.”

“Yes.”

I moved closer on my knees until my lips hovered an inch from his crown, so near I could feel the humid breath of his cock and smell the musk that had already risen from him, salt-sour and thick. Jessica’s fist pumped slowly. A bead of fluid welled and stretched from the slit until it fell toward me. My whole body jolted as though I had been slapped, desperate to catch it, desperate to prove myself.

Jessica turned her hand, the one she was using to stroke my husband, and held the palm out flat to me, her skin shiny with the residue of his pre-cum and the sweat from his shaft.

“Lick. Nathan needs lube.”

I cringed at my sluttiness even as my mouth watered. I bent low, tongue extended, and dragged it across her palm, gathering up every trace, every salt-slick smear. I worked over the heel of her hand, the webbing between her fingers, the lines of her skin. I sucked her thumb into my mouth and laved it wet, spitting more into her hand when my saliva thinned.

She sighed above me and let her spare hand stroke slowly through my hair, grooming me like a prize bitch at Crufts, rewarding me for my obedience. I licked harder, slobbering into her palm until my chin shone, then I pressed my lips to her skin in small kisses to prove I was done, emptied of moisture.

Jessica clamped her fist around Nathan’s cock again, slick now with my spit, and I pumped him in long, slow strokes from his balls to the crown.

Nathan groaned, his chest lifting, one arm braced against the wall as his eyes rolled back, the tendons in his neck sharp with tension.

Jessica dropped gracefully to her knees and hitched up her dress. She revealed her freshly waxed pussy, her lips plump and red where his cock had swollen them.

“Your husband took me to a beautician. She waxed my pussy smooth, for you, Rebecca. I paid using your credit card. Is that okay?”

“Oh fuck yes!”

Her skin gleamed under the light, tiny empty pores dotted across her mound where hairs had been pulled hours ago. It was soft, swollen, sticky with the faint sheen of arousal and the remnants of their earlier use. The smell drifted over me, thick, ripe, and intoxicating.

“Come closer. Lie down. Wriggle underneath me, and I will feed you while I suck your husband’s cock.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

I crawled forward, flattening myself onto the carpet until my head rested on the floor. My lips hovered directly beneath Jessica’s pussy, and her scent intoxicated me. She spread her knees wider, silk dress bunching around her waist, leaving nothing hidden. No panties, no hair, just those swollen lips gleaming with nectar and a pink diamond begging for my mouth.

The heat rolling from her body steamed my face. Her scent filled me before I touched her, rich musk layered over faint Brut, then deeper, meatier, salty-sweet, the smell of a well fucked cunt that had already swallowed my husband whole.

“Open my pussy wide and devour me, sweetheart. Use your fingers.”

“May I?”

“Yes, you may.”

I raised my hands and pried her swollen lips apart, sticky warmth clinging to my fingers as they eased open. Her folds glistened and pouted, still stretched, the inner walls raw and gleaming from use.

Nathan stepped forward, his cock so hard the veins ridged like cords. He pressed the glossy crown against her parted lips. The blunt head kissed her once, spreading her lips wider as he pushed forward.

I slid my tongue up into her hole, plunging deep inside, tasting Jessica and Nathan’s salt-heavy semen and honeyed nectar already flowing back down from the night before. The heat seared my tongue, sharp and bitter, layered over her ripe sweetness.

Jessica’s sigh trembled above me.

At the same time, she opened her lips wider and wrapped her mouth around my husband’s cock, sealing around the rim of his crown, sucking hard. Her throat bulged as he slid his cock deeper inside her, as she choked and drooled onto my forehead. Nathan’s moan spilled down over us, his body shuddering, his long, thick, glistening cock vanishing down her gullet until her lips pressed against his wiry pubic hair.

It felt like a cuckquean’s circle.

My husband was fed to his lover’s throat, and she fed me the waste of their pleasure, my tongue pressed deep into her cunt to drink the runoff of their night.

I clawed her hole wider with my fingers and jammed my tongue inside as far as I could go, holding it there while her muscles fluttered and squeezed, feeding me. She pulsed, draining the thick remnants of semen still clinging inside her. The salt hit my tonsils hard, gagging me. My tongue burned, and the taste told me it was Nathan, not her.

Above me, Jessica worked my husband’s cock with obscene focus, slurping, sucking, slobbering, tongue-tip stabbing at his slit to pry it open, to coax out the flood. She flattened her tongue to the underside and dragged it across the banjo string until his knees quivered and his quadriceps locked tight.

I rewarded her devotion to my husband by peeling back the hood from her clitoris with my thumbs, baring the swollen, sticky, throbbing pearl. I clamped my lips around it, sucked hard, hummed into her nerves, my tongue flicking, pressing, tormenting, while she writhed in ecstasy.

Jessica cried out, her voice sharp and guttural. A jet of hot nectar spurted into my mouth, salty, metallic, golden, filling my throat. She squirted over my tongue in violent pulses, soaking my chin, flooding me with the filth of her climax.

It was a moment she and I shared.

“You’ll have to fuck me, Nathan… your wife…”

“What is Rebecca doing?”

“She’s eating me, she’s licking me open while I suck you. I can’t take it.”

“Okay. How shall I fuck you?”

“Doggy style, the way I am now, with your wife’s mouth directly underneath my hole.”

“Fuck.”

“I want Rebecca to watch you fuck me. I want her to see you ruin me.”

“My god. This is unbelievable.”

“Rebecca… turn around and lick me from the front, honey, so your husband can kneel and fuck my hole while you watch.”

My husband nestled his cock at her sticky entrance. With the help of my fingers, Jessica’s lips parted easily, swollen, wet, gleaming in the lamplight, glistening with my spit and her own nectar. She pressed back, eager to take Nathan’s cock deep. She was greedy, and, as I gripped around the thick, solid base and pulled him forward, the first inch of my husband’s cock slid into her with a wet sound so raw it made my nipples pinch harder into the carpet.

“Hold me open, Rebecca. Watch me swallow your husband’s cock.”

“Does he stretch you?”

“Yes, does he stretch you, honey?”

“Every time.”

“Do you like that he stretched my pussy?”

“I do… I am glad we share that secret.”

“It’s ours.”

I used both hands to spread Jessica wider, prying her swollen folds open, my thumbs slick with her juices as Nathan’s cock pushed deeper inside. Her cunt muscles flexed, sucking against his shaft, like a hydraulic seal, clinging as though her pinkness and his gnarly shaft were one, her tissues pulling, sucking, hugging, greedy, unwilling to let him go, taking him with a low groan that vibrated through her body.

“It looks amazing.”

“Your husband is stretching inside me now, molding his shape to my soft tissue walls.”

“That’s yours and his secret.”

“You understand me, Rebecca.”

“You understand me. We need each other.”

“And we need Nathan.”

“Yes, I love him so much.”

“Good girl. Keep my pussy lips stretched wide open for him. Make sure you watch how I take him. If you can, suck my clit.”

“I will, Mistress.”

Drool spilled down my chin as my mouth hovered inches from her clit, and I watched my husband’s shaft vanish into his lover’s body inch by inch until his belly pressed against her ass and his balls scraped across my forehead, the wiry hair brushing my skin, damp with his sweat. Rebecca’s clit bulged above his cock, fat, throbbing, begging for my lips.

“Lick me while he fucks me… please, cuck.”

“I needed that.”

I pressed my tongue flat to her clit as Nathan rocked forward, driving his hips. His rhythm was heavy and slow, each thrust grinding his crown into her cervix, like he was combining their DNA. My husband split his lover deeper, pushing her body open to him. Every stroke of his cock inside smeared her slick across my tongue when he withdrew. Her taste was sharp and sweet, ripe and musky, with the faint metallic tang of blood just gone, his cock already working it loose from her walls.

“Again, cuck. Match him. Your tongue and his cock in time.”

I circled her clit in hard strokes, pressing and flattening my tongue, as Nathan drove his cock balls deep inside her. The air filled with the wet slap of flesh, the smell of them, and the sticky pull when he withdrew. Jessica’s cries broke into ragged moans, and her body quivered, like she had become an earthquake. My face was drenched in her honey, my spit, and the remnant of semen my husband pumped out from inside her.

Jessica’s cunt juice soaked me, my jaw cramped as I licked energetically, but I kept going, faster, grinding my mouth over her thick, slick pearl in rhythm with my husband’s cock pounding her hole. Her thighs pressed tight to my ears, clamping me, smothering me in the smell of ripe cunt. I couldn’t breathe without inhaling her. I couldn’t swallow without drinking both of them.

My husband’s voice shouted words I barely heard as Jessica’s thighs bracketed my ears and their fucking grew vigorous.

“Talk to Jessica, Rebecca. Tell her what she is.”

“Jessica is my Mistress. Your lover.”

Her hips jerked, clamping my husband’s cock deeper inside her cunt. She rose slightly, lifted her ass, and stared at me, her eyes filled with deep lust and respect.

“You are the treasure that makes me holy, Rebecca.”

I sucked her clitoris hard, and her moan turned sharp, rising into a cry.

“Yours is the cunt my husband deserves, the cunt I kneel for, the cunt I will worship forever.”

Jessica’s hand clamped into my hair, dragging my mouth tighter into her pussy lips, grinding her clit against my chin as Nathan hammered his cock into her throbbing, squelching hole.

She screamed down at me, close to her orgasm, desperate for me to give her what she needed from our cuck session.

“Talk to your husband now.”

“You are hers, Nathan. You are not mine tonight. You are Jessica’s cock. You belong to her, and I lie here, your wife, licking her while she milks you.”

Nathan groaned low, his hips snapping harder, belly smacking his lover’s ass in heavy wet impacts. Sweat dripped down his chest, rolled off his jaw, raining onto Jessica’s back, the musk of him mixing with her ripe cunt-scent, the air thick with sex, bitter-sweet and choking.

“Hands.”

Jessica bent her knees further apart, her ankles hooked over Nathan’s calves, grounding her. I gripped her thighs, holding her cunt wide open while my husband sank his cock deeper inside, slamming her hole, his shaft pistoning back and forth until her whole body shook.

Her clit swelled harder against my tongue, fat and tight, almost painful under the pressure.

“Now make me cum while he stays inside me.”

I sucked Jessica’s clit into my mouth, sucking hard, humming down her nerves, my tongue flicking, swirling, tormenting. Her cunt clamped Nathan’s cock in violent waves. She screamed, guttural, her voice tearing the air as her nails raked down my scalp, dragging fire across my skin. Hot gushes of her squirted orgasm flooded my mouth, her joy soaking my lips, my chin, my breasts. She tasted copper-sweet, salty, raw, squirting in violent pulses, baptizing me in her climax, christening me as her chalice.

Nathan froze, his thighs quivering, overloaded, with his cock buried balls deep inside Jessica’s hole. We held her through it together, me sucking her clit, my husband grinding his crown in a slow circle deep inside to keep her spasming on his root.

“Do not let one drop escape, Rebecca. Drink it all.”

I lapped frantically, chasing every spill and bead of my shame, licking down to where Nathan’s cock split her open, sucking at the thick juice clinging to his base. My tongue rolled over his shaft, filthy, reverent, worshipping both their bodies at once. I swallowed and went back for more, desperate not to waste a drop of her sacrament.

Jessica’s thighs quivered, her muscles twitching under my grip, but her voice never wavered.

“Again, Rebecca. Keep me there until I flood you twice.”

Her cunt clamped down tighter, milking Nathan’s cock with brutal strength. My mouth stayed locked on her clit, working her mercilessly until she cried out again, sharper, wetter, her orgasm gushing over my tongue, coating my chin in hot streams.

“Good girl. Now feed it back to me.”

I crawled up her body, my face slick, mouth dripping with her taste. I pressed my lips to hers. She sucked my tongue into her mouth, licked her own cum from me, groaned into my throat, and bit my lip until I moaned.

Her hand tangled in my hair, holding me against her mouth as she pulled back just enough to speak.

“Now she is ready, Nathan. Now you may finish ruining me. Use your wife as your witness and fuck me until we break.”

“And then?”

“Your wife will clean my filthy hole. I am Rebecca’s altar, and she must pray.”


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

We staggered upstairs, a haphazard, pre- and post-orgasmic gaggle, laughing and joking. My husband’s lovers had never connected with me the way Jessica did.

She gets me.

Nobody ever has, except Nathan.

I wanted to be included in the very heart of my cuckolding, not to the extent that I was utterly humiliated, but precisely how my husband’s newest lover was doing. She took from Nathan, then fed me. She made the rules, but they weren’t cruel. Somehow, Jessica understood the mechanics of my kink. She wasn’t judging me; she was satisfying me, on my terms.

Jessica dragged me into the master suite and threw me onto the bed. She lay beside me, her hand cupping the back of my head, her fingers gripping firm enough to keep me where she wanted.

Oh god, I need to be dominated.

Don’t ask, tell. Don’t offer. Take.

Nathan collapsed next to us, his cock still half hard, wet and gleaming from the cream inside his lover. His chest heaved, sweat and musk rolling off him in waves, their tendrils of scent curling through my nostrils, finding my soul, unlocking my kink, and allowing it to breathe.

Jessica spread her thighs wider apart. Her cunt was swollen, the hair-free lips gaped, pouting or maybe smiling at me. Her entire pussy glistened with my husband’s seed while large, white teardrops of it filled the succulent well-fucked hole, oozing slowly and shamelessly down her folds.

Jessica caught my chin between her fingers and thumb, cupping it gently. She smeared my forehead with the mess of her climax, anointing me as a priest had when I was born. Her fiery eyes pinned mine, held me in a sexual suspension, edging me higher as my womb and pussy buzzed, pleading for a cock to drive deep inside, stretch, fill, and seed me.

I burned joyously inside the kernel of my kink, held in a place where nobody could judge me, none could see, and I could be my true self.

I knew exactly what was coming, and I licked my lips in anticipation. Jessica was Nathan’s lover, but she was also my Mistress. I was commanded by her, but only for so long as she understood me and satisfied my kink.

“Now you do what you were made for, Rebecca.”

“Tell me, please.”

“You already know, darling.”

“Yes… But I need to hear it from you.”

“Eat your husband’s cum out of my cunt.”

My body shook as I lowered my head between her thighs, humbled, stripped to my soul, my body trembling with need. The bedsheets were crisp, freshly changed just as Jessica had ordered me, and now they carried the musk of what she’d taken from my husband.

Her inner thighs shone sticky, streaked with the thick blend of their juices. I opened my mouth and licked her pussy reverently, enjoying the sweet and salty flavor coating her plump, hair-free lips that felt like silk running against my flattened tongue. I licked Jessica’s pussy slowly at first, puckering my lips into a kiss and sucking up the leaks as they dribbled from her used pinkness, then I swallowed the proof of their union.

“Good girl, Rebecca.”

“Am I?”

“Yes, sweetheart. Between my legs is your safe place from now on, before and after your husband fucks me. Now eat and enjoy being who you are. Feel no more shame than your kink demands.”

Her voice rasped, raw from screaming, yet steady and commanding. She spread her legs even wider apart, giving, not taking. I was stunned by the access she gave me, by the warmth I felt as an immense orgasm built inside me. My release was coming.

As I engulfed her delicious hole in my mouth, sucking the creamy treat that flowed easily, I glanced up, like a kitten to her human, grateful for a bowl of milk. Jessica stared back with no sign of the disdain others had inflicted on me. She seemed as concerned about my needs as she was about Nathan’s.

“My cunt is your altar. Every drop inside my hole belongs to you, but when I am here, your husband belongs to me.”

“Understood, and thank you.”

“We all have a place in this cuckquean union.”

“Yes… I understand mine.”

“Good.”

While I ate his lover’s pussy, my husband’s hand stroked the back of my head, not guiding, only offering his love, watching, bearing witness to his cuckquean sanctifying their filth. My lips sealed over Jessica’s cunt again. I sucked deep, swallowing the bitter salt, the thick sweet musk, drinking until I felt consecrated by what spilled across my tongue, burning my throat.

Jessica arched, her back bowing steeply, her shuddering thighs reaching wider, as she moaned endlessly, luxuriating in my devotion. Her body trembled while I lapped the last beads of my husband’s semen that seeped from her raw hole, and she growled, utterly lost in her kink as I was in mine.

When I looked up, her hand still gripped my hair, holding me in place. She smiled with the calm of a woman who knew she owned us both.

“Next time, Rebecca… you’ll clean us while your husband wrecks my cunt and another man tears open my asshole. You’ll drink from both holes, lick me raw, and love every filthy drop.”

“Here?”

“No. I know of a club for cucks, where you can release yourself into the wild.”

I shivered at the thought of being among my own kind, of sharing experiences, watching my husband fuck his lover, maybe others, while I watched them cavort and copulate, laying our kinks bare for an audience, while I stood among them, observing, my fingertips raw, my clitoris aching.

We fell asleep together, which was a first time for me. None of my husband’s lovers had allowed me into the bed at any time. It became their bed as far as smell, taste, and presence were concerned.

I woke at around 3 am, hot and buzzing, my body still trembling with the ache of denial. I rolled out of bed silently, Jessica’s scent clinging to my skin, her taste still burning the back of my throat, Nathan’s musk still woven into my hair. I opened the French patio doors that led to our balcony, letting the night air wash over me. A cool sea breeze licked against my sticky body, raising goosebumps across my arms and thighs, chilling the dampness that still coated my cunt and my lips.

I stepped out, naked, tingling all over as the cold kissed the sweat from my back. The scent of sex clung to me, stronger than the salt air, and I felt it like a brand stamped into my pores. I leaned against the balustrade, staring at the moonlit ocean, the silver light splashing across the waves like a mirror. My clit pulsed even in the quiet, swollen from hours of denial, and I pressed my thighs together, desperate, knowing I wasn’t allowed to touch.

“Are you okay?”

I spun and gasped, my heart hammering, then I smiled when I saw her naked body moving toward me.

“Jessica.”

“I didn’t want to surprise you.”

“It’s okay. I was hot inside.”

“You are still bubbling with passion. You didn’t cum hard yet.”

“I don’t want to. I prefer you do.”

My cheeks burned scarlet, and I turned away, shivering under the weight of my own shame. Denial was my kink, as was watching her take what was mine. So was humiliation. I was soaked between my thighs and trembling, but I didn’t touch myself. I couldn’t. My safe word was locked tight behind my teeth.

Jessica closed the distance until her breasts pressed into my back, her hard nipples branding my shoulder blades. Her belly pressed against my spine, her cunt pushed against the curve of my ass, hot and slick, her juices still running down her inner thighs. She didn’t clean herself. She wanted me to smell my husband and her, to feel my cucking, to know that my husband’s cum still lived inside her.

Jessica brushed my hair aside and planted soft kisses along my neck, each one a wet stamp of ownership. Sparks detonated under my skin. Pleasure rippled outward until my legs almost buckled.

“You can always talk to me, Rebecca.”

“You understand me. You’re the first who did.”

“We have what the other desires most.”

“I want to be denied. I want to be commanded. I want to be used, consumed, ruined until I beg to cum with my safe word.”

“I want your husband, always on my terms, when I want him, how I want him. And I will never disrespect you. Neither will he. That is how this works.”

“I know.”

“Thank you, Rebecca.”

“You’re welcome.”

Jessica’s hand slid down my front, fingers parting my swollen pussy lips without asking. She cupped my soaked cunt, pressed her palm hard against my mound as she dipped a finger inside my tight, wet hole, and I whimpered at the pressure.

“Will you return, Jessica?”

“Yes. I have a key to your home, and I will come and go to fuck your husband as I please.”

“And what about me?”

Her fingers slid lower, a second digit joining the first inside me, fucking my tight hole until I gasped uncontrollably. Then she paused, slipped her fingers up, parting my lips, finding my swollen nub. Jessica stroked along my swollen clit once, firm and deliberate. I nearly screamed from the contact.

“Yes, darling. You’ll watch. You’ll finger yourself raw while you watch me take your husband’s cock. You’ll lick me clean when I am dripping with cum. You’ll open my ass and tongue me until I spit his seed back into your mouth. You’ll serve at the edge of my bed, naked, glowing in the shame and glory of your kink.”

I groaned and pressed harder into her hand, my cunt begging against her palm.

“Please…”

“No.”

Her voice was sharp, final, absolute, and perfect.

She gets me. Someone finally gets me.

Her hand pulled away, leaving me throbbing, empty, gasping against the night air.

“Thank you, Jessica.”

“Thank me for your denial. Thank me for giving you your place.”

“Thank you for feeding me. Thank you for taking my husband.”

Jessica kissed my ear, soft, tender, filthy.

“Good girl. You’ll sleep dripping, aching, and untouched. That ache is mine. Tomorrow, you’ll kneel and beg me to let you swallow his cock after I ride it. Maybe I’ll let you. Maybe I won’t.”


Chapter Four

◆◆◆

The bedroom smelled thicker than the balcony, and when I stepped back inside, I swooned, intoxicated by the combination of my husband’s cum and his lover’s sticky hormones. The air clung heavy to my lungs, hotter, wetter, thick with proof of their infidelity.

I stood at the end of our bed, which was once my bed, my marital bed with Nathan, and the cuckquean kink that thrilled me so much lit up inside me, tingling like sparks across every nerve.

I want this so much.

To be denied is such a sweet, teasing sorrow.

Jessica sat astride my husband’s cock, her dress hitched high around her waist. She rose and fell, riding him, her slick cunt coating his thick cock in long ribbons of cream as she slid along its glistening shaft. Nathan’s urethra bulged as she milked him, his pubic bush matted into a sticky mess, every wiry hair gleaming with the thick lather of their hormones and his semen from the many times she had already taken him.

I wanted to crawl closer, to clean each hair one by one, slowly drawing them between my lips until my mouth devoured every last sticky strand, but instead I stayed where I was, trembling, watching.

Jessica bounced harder, her breasts lifting free of her dress straps, her moans filling the air while my husband groaned beneath her. I stood, feet spread wide apart at the bed’s end, one hand peeling my pussy lips wide, the other squashing and rolling my swollen clitoris before plunging two fingers into my aching hole. The slap of their fucking set my rhythm, his cock and her cunt dictating the pace of my fingers.

Each time Jessica drained my husband, taking another spurt of his semen, I ached more inside. Quenched for a heartbeat, but never entirely sated.

When my Mistress finally slid off my husband’s twitching cock and rose from the bed, his cum dribbled from her open slit, a shameless spill that left wet drops trailing across the floorboards as she strolled toward me. My husband sprawled on the mattress behind her, the sheets darkened with their sweat and musk, his cock still half-hard, glossy, twitching, glistening with the mess of their fucking. The lamp in the corner burned low, spilling amber light across the rug.

Within that glow, my reading chair waited, but I wouldn’t take it until told to.

Jessica stopped inches away from me. She picked up an errant hair that straggled across my cheek, curling it behind my ear with an affectionate smile that pierced me to my core.

“Are you okay, Rebecca?”

“Yes… I love this, and I love watching you fucking my husband.”

“He is mine to fuck, yours to love. Are we clear?”

“Very.”

“And do you consent to our arrangement?”

“Absolutely.”

“You are also mine, Rebecca. Do you understand?”

“Thank you.”

I nodded enthusiastically, and her hand closed around my wrist. The grip was gentle in weight but absolute in command, as if she were leading me into a confessional booth where my sins were to be forgiven. Nathan watched, silent, propped against pillows, naked, his chest damp, his cock already swelling again, proud and glossy with the mixture of him and her that slicked his shaft.

Jessica leaned close, kissed my ear, then pointed at the chair.

“Here, Rebecca. This is where you belong.”

“Always?”

“Until I decide you should enjoy your husband’s cock.”

“I don’t mind how long I wait, longer is b-”

“I’ll decide when, honey.”

I was glad of her stern expression and slightly sharp tongue that carried just enough authority to tease out the humiliation I needed, not too much, just enough to warm my pussy and make my swollen lips tingle.

“Okay… yes. Of course. I’m sorry.”

“You’ll join in soon, and Nathan will enjoy his wife.”

“Thank you, Jessica.”

The leather squeaked faintly as I lowered myself into the chair, the surface cool and smooth against my thighs. My dress bunched high, then higher, until Jessica knelt between my knees and rolled it past my waist herself. The chair stuck slightly to my skin, every shift releasing a tiny kiss of sound. My cunt was swollen, sticky from the denial on the balcony, and the warm air from her breath against it made me tremble. My nipples pinched hard under the fabric, aching as though they too wanted her mouth.

“Spread your legs proudly, Rebecca. Show me all of your pussy.”

“It will leak… I will leak. I’m ashamed.”

“Shame is fun.”

“Yes.”

“Open wide, darling, show me your fresh pinkness.”

“And if I mess the chair?”

“I’ll ask you to lick it clean.”

“I’d like that.”

I parted my thighs, opening them wide until the leather creaked and the entrance to my trembling hole filled with juices. Jessica leaned close, her breath warm against my folds, teasing them open as my fingers slid down to part myself wider. Strings of sticky nectar dangled between my glistening lips in the lamplight, gluing my fingers together before dripping onto the chair cushion. My scent rose sharp and intoxicating, adding to the humid stew of perfume, sweat, and cum that saturated the room.

As he watched, Nathan gasped. His cock jerked up, heavy and veined, the crown fat and shiny with precum and the fresh coating of their fuck. The smell of him carried to me, salt and skin, raw sex, the air thick with cum.

Jessica stood, slipping free of her dress slowly, peeling one shoulder bare, then the other. Her breasts rose proud, nipples tight as buttons. She let the fabric fall, kicked it aside, and climbed onto the bed on her knees. She arched her back, ass raised, cunt glistening, her whole body open to him like a command.

She looked back at me, her hair spilling forward, eyes narrowing into deliberate command.

“Stay in your chair. Don’t stop touching yourself. You’ll finger that aching cunt while I ride your husband’s cock again. When I tell you, you’ll join me and feed Nathan your swollen pussy.”

“Will we both fuck him?”

“Together, Rebecca. We will fuck your husband until he begs us to stop.”

My body obeyed before my mouth answered. Two fingers slipped deep inside my tight hole, my slick walls gripping instantly, milking them as though they were already his cock. Heat flared up my spine, my thighs trembling as I pressed my palm against my mound, rubbing circles while I spread my knees wider.

Jessica rolled onto her back, guiding Nathan into place. He crawled between her thighs, his cock nuzzling the creamy swell of her hole, the mattress dipping under his weight just as my cunt clenched uselessly around my fingers.

My husband pressed forward inside his lover while my eyes widened, my breathing quickened, and my heart raced. The sound of his cock sliding inside her was obscene, thick and slick. Jessica’s face contorted in pleasure, her eyes wide, staring at me, greedy. My clitoris stood solid, swollen, slipping from its hood. I rolled it from side to side, circled it, gasping, my brow furrowed, my orgasm threatening to explode.

I looked away, terrified of squirting, of soaking the leather, the floor, maybe even the bed. My Mistress’s voice cut through.

“Do not look away, Rebecca. Watch me take what is mine.”

“Yes, but… but… I’ll cum soon.”

“Go slower. I am not ready for you yet.”

Nathan’s cock drove deeper with every stroke, filling Jessica inch by inch, her eyes still locked on mine. The slap of his hips kissed her ass on every thrust. Her back arched, her heels hooked around him, pulling him deeper, binding him there.

My fingers sped in time with his strokes, my clit hammering under my palm, my fingers fucking my tightly clenched hole, every nerve screaming.

Jessica’s gaze softened into a molten smile, her lips curling as though she owned not just his cock but every tremor in my body.

“Good girl. This ache is yours, and I own it.”

“I need something.”

“What do you need, Rebecca?”

“I want to kiss you… please.”

Jessica reached across Nathan’s body, her cunt still stretched wide by his cock, her breasts bouncing with every thrust. She hooked her hand behind my neck and dragged me close. Our mouths crashed together above my husband’s straining body. Her tongue pushed hard into me, carrying the musk of him and the slick taste of herself that still clung to her lips.

She broke the kiss, her eyes blazing.

“Closer, Rebecca. Closer to us. Stare into my eyes while your husband fucks me.”

“Oh fuck… this is… this is…”

“What is it, darling?”

“Pure ecstasy.”

Nathan groaned as she clenched her cunt around his cock, then tightened her grip on his chest with her hands and wrapped her legs tightly around his waist. She rolled them both with a strength that shocked me. In one fluid motion, my husband was flat on his back, Jessica straddling his cock, her thighs spread wide, his shaft spearing her deep from below. Her body rose and fell in obscene arcs as she rocked back and forth every time she bottomed out, her swollen breasts bouncing as his cock disappeared inside her.

She held my wrist, dragging me higher onto the bed until I cocked a leg and mounted my husband’s face, my knees pressing against his shoulders. Nathan’s mouth opened below me, his hot breath rolling across my slit. My thighs trembled as I edged forward, hovering over him.

Jessica’s voice cut sharply.

“Sit down on his face, Rebecca. Now.”

“Yes… Thank you.”

I lowered myself, my swollen lips brushing against my husband’s mouth as I watched his lover fucking him. His tongue shot up deep inside me, spearing through my swollen folds, plunging straight into my soaking hole. I yelped and bucked, then pressed harder down onto his face, grinding my clit against the bump of his chin while his nose rubbed my anus.

Each flick of my husband’s tongue inside me was a pulse of fire through my body.

The three of us moved as one machine. Nathan’s cock pistoned up inside Jessica’s cunt, her body rising and falling, juices splashing down onto his thighs. His tongue drilled into me, wet, hungry, desperate to please, while he groaned into my flesh, the vibration turning my clit into a live wire.

Jessica leaned forward, her hands sliding up my torso, cupping my breasts. She kneaded them hard, pinched my nipples until I gasped, then leaned further, her breath hot on my neck, her lips sucking one hard peak into her mouth. I moaned, clawing at her back, grinding my cunt harder against Nathan’s tongue while watching his cock drilling his lover’s hole.

She stared into my eyes, grinning from ear to ear.

“Look at you, Rebecca.”

“Am I being good?”

“You are always good… a perfect cuck.”

Jessica gasped, riding my husband’s cock faster, her hips slamming down his shaft until it was buried balls deep inside her, the slap of flesh ringing through the room.

“Both of us using your husband, both of us cumming on him. He’s our cock now.”

I whimpered, my body vibrating, my swollen clit mashed against Nathan’s chin, his tongue lashing inside me mercilessly.

“Thank you… thank you both… oh god…”

Jessica kissed me again, wet and filthy, her tongue owning my mouth while Nathan’s tongue owned my pussy. Her hands never stopped working my breasts, rolling my nipples between index fingers and thumbs, stretching each hard to the point of pain, each tug sparking down into my cunt like lightning.

Nathan’s muffled moans told us he was close. Jessica threw her head back, her hair wild, her breasts bouncing as she ground down with brutal force, milking my husband’s cock.

“Cum for me, Nathan. Fill me. Now.”

His groan came low and broken, muffled by my cunt sealing over his face. His body bucked, hips slamming up as he spilled inside her, pumping her full. Jessica cried out, shuddering, her nails digging into my breasts as she orgasmed on my husband’s cock, milking it until his body sagged.

Her lips found mine mid-shudder, moaning into my mouth as her climax rolled through her. I came too, my orgasm ripping from me in violent spasms, my thighs clamping my husband’s head as my pussy squirted, flooding his mouth, soaking his face and chest. I screamed into Jessica’s kiss, my wetness splashing down his neck while he swallowed me greedily.

Jessica collapsed forward onto Nathan’s chest, still impaled on his softening cock. They kissed, a long, lazy exchange, their sweat mingling as their bodies cooled. She curled against him, her leg draped across his thigh, her hair covering his chest.

I sat astride Nathan’s face, still trembling, my cunt buzzing, but he had gone slack beneath me. Slowly, quietly, I slid off, my thighs sticky, my pussy still dripping onto my own skin. I looked at them curled together, beautiful, replete, and knew my place wasn’t there between them.

I padded into the spare room, the sheets cold and clean, untouched by their musk. I didn’t want clean. I wanted filthy. I opened the bedside drawer and pulled out my vibrator, heavy and black, the smell of rubber sharp as I pressed it against my swollen clit.

Images ran wild through my head, Jessica’s breasts bouncing while Nathan filled her cunt, her lips biting my nipples, her kiss slick on my tongue, the way she commanded me to sit on my husband’s face like I was a slut made for it. I turned the toy up full and pressed hard. My orgasm detonated, squirting again, soaking the sheets, the wand buzzing against my clit as I bucked and writhed, crying Jessica’s name into the dark.

I came again, and again, each wave spraying fresh slick down my thighs, soaking the bed. My cunt clenched and screamed, my whole body convulsing, until exhaustion dragged me down.

Finally, breathless and drenched, I dropped the vibrator, its motor still humming against the wet sheets, and collapsed sideways into the mess. I fell asleep sticky, used, fucked in spirit if not in flesh, still tasting Jessica’s kiss, still smelling Nathan’s cum.

Finally, I was happy. Finally, the itch deep inside me was sated, and I slept peacefully.

The dawn crept pale across the blinds, a cold grey light that made the spare bedroom look washed out, like a photograph left too long in the sun. My body was tacky with my dried juices, my thighs stuck together, sheets beneath me soaked through with the residue of my final play of the night. The vibrator still lay beside me, silent now, its surface smeared with my juices, a guilty relic of denial I had broken in secret.

I stepped into the hall, and the house smelled lived-in, fucked-in, claimed. Their room breathed musk into the hall, even through the closed door. I padded barefoot along the carpet, my cunt still tender, my clit throbbing with an ache that had faded with orgasm, but now, in the morning, it deepened, like hunger that refuses to go away once fed.

I pushed the master door open an inch and stared.

Jessica was draped across Nathan, her body sprawled, her thigh thrown over his hip, her breasts pressed against his chest, his cock nestled soft and spent between her thighs. Their smell hit me immediately — hot, ripe, skin and sex, sweetened by her perfume. The bed was wrecked, sheets rumpled into peaks and valleys that still glistened with their wet.

I leaned against the doorframe, trembling with need all over again, but stayed back, because I knew my place.

Jessica stirred. Her eyes opened, hazy but sharp as they found me. Her lips curled.

“Good morning, Rebecca.”

“Good morning, Mistress.”

“Did you touch yourself after you left?”

“Yes.”

“Did you cum?”

“…Yes. Too many times.”

Her laugh was low, lazy, and satisfying. She stroked Nathan’s chest, her nails grazing down his stomach, circling where his cock rested limp.

“You’re a needy little cuckquean, dripping and desperate even when you’re not allowed. That ache belongs to me. Don’t forget it.”

“I won’t. I can’t.”

“Good.”

She rolled onto her back, stretching like a cat, her body gleaming faintly where sweat had dried into salt. Her cunt was still messy, my husband’s cum oozing out of her hole in sluggish beads, sliding down her perineum. She parted her pussy lips deliberately with two fingers, showing me the wreckage of the night.

“Next time, you’ll be here when your husband fills me with his cum. You’ll kneel by the bed and lap it out before I’ve even caught my breath. That’s your rite and right, Rebecca. You clean. You serve me. You ache when I require it. That’s what you were made for.”

“Yes… Mistress.”

“You’ll thank me.”

“Thank you, Jessica. Thank you for using him. Thank you for using me.”

She yawned, utterly unbothered, then curled back against Nathan, already drifting. Her words stayed behind like a brand, searing into me more deeply than the vibrator ever could.

I backed away, down the hall, into the spare room again. The sheets were still soaked, the wand still sticky. I pressed my face into the wet pillow, inhaling my own scent, mixed now with the ghost of theirs drifting through the walls. My thighs rubbed together, my cunt already starting to ache again, clenching emptily at nothing.

I smiled into the pillow.

The ache was mine. But it belonged to her, and I had never felt happier.
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First Class All The Way: Book One

Alice already has a shaky relationship with her boyfriend when she flies to Hong Kong to manage her company’s crucial sales call. With her flight delayed and no room at the inn when she arrives, a sleazy offer is made by a hotel receptionist scouting out beautiful women for a billionaire couple.

Will Alice offer a fuck in exchange for her room and board? She’s jetlagged, far from home, and in an open relationship.


What delights, thrills, and lewd opportunities does the Orient hold for a woman standing at the gates of a sexual adventure? Cirque de Fuck, sex clubs, and random bulls in need of a new girl in town flock around Alice like bees to honey.

Cuckold Dilemma

The mood in our bedroom beguiled and terrified me. Cuckolding was the most extreme kinky bedroom play my husband Simon and I ever fantasized over. He’d pushed me for months, and now, I broke, agreeing to do it while he gave me head.

It was a moment of madness, but a deal was a deal. Simon got me off, and I must deliver my end of the bargain.

As I rolled in our bed, snuggling him while my body still shuddered in post orgasm, I wagged my finger by way of a loving warning.

“I’ll do it for me, not you. That means I choose who, when, and how to involve you.”

“What do you mean, involve me, Jess?”

“Sometimes you may be in the room, perhaps taking part, but other times you’ll be excluded.”

“That’s cheating.”

“No, that’s me telling you I won’t be yours to command. Trust me, and you’ll get what you want; I will, too, and our marriage will thrive.”

But will their marriage thrive? Find out inside this epic cuckolding adventure.

Naughty Campers

Two married couples have a long-standing tradition of going camping together every year. They visit the same place every time, a lakeside oasis surrounded by mountains and forest. The weather is hot, and so are the husbands and wives.
Their campsite is far from any road or popular hiking trail. In short, they are secluded and never disturbed.

The twist?

The couples swap partners for their two-week holiday duration. They have done this for some time and new romantic feelings grow between each trip.

What could possibly go wrong?
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Thank you for reading A Cuckquean's Vigil. Please consider leaving a review. For more of my writing, please see below:

-----------------------------------

Kate Granger Website

My website, Kategranger.net is where you can find all my books and where to buy them.

https://www.kategranger.net/

----------------------------------

ReamStories

If you enjoy book reading, but would rather have access to all my books for one subscription price, ReamStories is the place to go.

https://reamstories.com/kategranger


----------------------------------

Substack

Substack is the primary home to the majority of my writing. I post between two and three stories daily, with multiple concurrent series and plenty of standalone stories every week.

https://kategranger.substack.com/


-----------------------------------

Payhip

If you're not a fan of Amazon, or you want to support an author, you can buy my books from Payhip, where I receive a better cut of the sale value

https://payhip.com/KateAfterDark

-----------------------------------
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X: @AuthorGranger

Bluesky: @kategranger.bsky.social

TikTok: @kate.granger0
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