
		
			[image: cover]
		

	
		
			[image: cover]
		

		

		

		

		Diabolical Cuckcake

		

		Copyright 2019 Lacy Ciccone

		Published by Tom Longo at Smashwords

		

		Smashwords Edition License Notes

		This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to Smashwords.com or your favorite retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

		

		Authors Note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older, and everything that happens is consensual.

		

		

		

		Table of Contents

		

		
			Diabolical Cuckcake
		

		
			About Lacy Ciccone
		

		
			Other books by Lacy Ciccone
		

		
			Check Out Lacy Ciccone
		

		

		

		

		Diabolical Cuckcake

		

		Something just doesn’t sound right about this

		I was sitting by the pool when I got a phone call from my friend Kristen. I was trying to get my tan on in peace. 

		“Hello.”

		“Jess! You’ll never believe what just happened!” Kristen was obviously excited about something.

		“What is it?” I asked as I turned over on my back.

		“Jonah proposed to me! Can you believe it!” 

		“What? Really?” I was shocked.

		Kristen wasn’t the type of woman that I expected to marry before me. She was slightly overweight, not that pretty, and she was a bit of a bore. I was perplexed by the idea of a guy wanting to marry her, let alone Jonah.

		Jonah was hot, over six feet tall, big muscles, and he had a great job. When the two of them first started going out, I assumed that he was just using her for an easy lay. There was absolutely no way a guy like this would want to lock down a woman like Kristen. No way!

		“Yeah Jess! I’m so excited!” She was shouting so loud I had to move the phone a few inches away from my ear, “never in a million years did I think that he would marry me!”

		“That’s wonderful Kristen,” I did my best to fake being happy for her, “How’s the ring?”

		“I totally forgot to mention that! He went all out, and I mean ALL OUT. I’m not sure I can wear it without my arm getting tired!” She was laughing.

		Kristen went on to explain how Jonah popped the question. He took her to a very nice restaurant, the best in town, and then led her through the city’s park by the river. He got down on one knee and proclaimed his love for her, and then asked for her hand in marriage.

		“That bitch!” I said when I got off the phone with her.

		There was no way that this was real. I logged on to my social media, and sure enough, her status had been changed to “engaged.” 

		The thing is, I always had a secret crush on Jonah. The second she introduced him to me, I thought that she was actually trying to set me up on a date with him. His dark hair, short beard, and his style were the first things that made me attracted to him. Then I saw his car. That’s when I knew that he was well off, and sure enough, he reveals to me that he’s a partner in a popular law firm. I actually knew of him before I met him from hearing his voice on the radio commercials. He wasn’t born rich, he worked for it, and that just made him a thousand times more sexy to me. 

		Kristen on the other hand was no way near good enough for him. She didn’t come from as good of a family as me, she didn’t have a high paying job, and she was maybe a six out of ten in the looks department. Finding out that the two were an item was something that really bothered me. 

		I was getting guys left and right, no problem. Most of them were as good looking, if not better looking than Jonah, but I never saw them as a potential life long partner. Jonah was, in my eyes, the perfect man to settle down with. He appeared to be loyal enough to never stray, but he was sexy enough to make you feel a little worried about other women talking to him. 

		The stress I felt from Kristen's phone call made me unable to sit still and continue to tan by the pool. I had to get moving, and work out some of the angst that I was beginning to feel. Whenever I feel stressed a solid forty minutes to an hour at the gym usually set my head straight. That’s what I decided to do in the hopes that I could calm my nerves a little bit.

		“There has got to be more to this story!” I said to myself in the car before I turned on the radio.

		The pop song on the radio had just ended, and the first commercial that came on was for Jonah’s law firm.

		“You have got to be kidding me!” I couldn’t help but mash my foot on the gas. 

		After a moment of accelerating through the neighborhood a little too fast, I slowed down. My neighborhood was filled with all sorts of concerned types, and I couldn’t let them see me driving in a fit of rage. This type of neighborhood looks down on any emotional outbursts.

		The air conditioning felt amazing when I entered the gym. I loved this particular gym, because the owner kept the membership high to keep many people from joining. It was almost like a country club, and they had the best, and most clean equipment that could be found.

		“Hey Lisa. How’s it going?” I said as I got on the treadmill next to her.

		“Jess, hey oh my god! Did you hear about Kristen?”

		I wasn’t too surprised that the news had traveled this fast, but I was a little irked that my stress was following me into my personal sanctuary.

		“Yeah, I’m so happy for her! They make such an adorable couple!” I was lying out of my ass and I had the biggest fake smile on my face.

		“Did you hear?” The volume of her voice dropped a little, and she was looking around the gym to see if anyone could hear what she was saying.

		“What do you mean?” I naturally matched her level of discretion.

		“Jonah,” she lowered her voice even further, “he is into some weird stuff. You know, in the bedroom.”

		The gossip piqued my interest. I knew, just knew, something was up. He had to be into some weird fetish or something, and she was like the only woman in the world willing to do it.

		“Yeah, you remember Sarah, right?” She asked keeping her voice down. 

		“Didn’t she move out of state? I haven’t heard from her in years.” 

		“So Sarah told me that she used to date Jonah in college. They went to the same school for undergrad.” I could sense that she was preparing to drop something juicy. “Jonah likes to sleep around a lot. I mean a lot.”

		“So he’s a cheater?” I whispered.

		“Not just a cheater. He likes it when his girlfriends watch while he is with the other woman.”

		“That’s dark. What woman would allow their man to do that?” I asked.

		“I don’t know, but that’s what Sarah told me. She said that at first she was okay with it, because she wanted to keep Jonah. They did it a few times, and it made her sad, but then Jonah wanted her to get it on the action.”

		“What do you mean “get it on the action?” Like a threesome?”

		“Threesome yes, but not what you think. It was some strange BDSM thing where he wanted Sarah to do crazy things like eating out the other woman.” Lisa explained.

		“Wow, crazy!” I couldn’t keep my reaction quiet, but I lowered my voice again, “so you think Kristen is filling that role?” 

		“Has to be it.” Lisa had stopped the treadmill and was looking at me with confidence, “How the hell do you think a woman like her gets to be with a guy like him? It just doesn’t make sense otherwise.”

		After our conversation Lisa said she had to go back and get dinner started for her husband. While I wasn’t successful in avoiding the topic of Kristen, I did however, learn some very interesting and important information. I had to keep calm, and try to get more information about Jonah’s weird “thing.” Sarah was still on my friends list in social media, so I decided to send her a message. Hopefully, she would divulge more details, and confirm if Lisa was telling me the truth. With the message sent, I decided to finish my workout and check to see if Sarah had responded later.

		

		Is it true?

		My entire workout regimen was thrown off by what was swirling around inside my mind. Lisa’s words told a story of a hyper-masculine male that got off on the idea of dominating his partner to such a degree that she was willing to go down on another woman. The thought of becoming that woman intrigued me. Everybody’s natural reaction would be to take pity on the woman that was being dominated, but I’d be willing to bet that not many women would admit that they would enjoy the feeling of power that the homewrecker would feel. I had no idea what it felt like to be in control like that, but I couldn’t help but speculate.

		In my room I decided to check my phone and see if Sarah ever got back to me, and she did. Unfortunately, I hadn’t been conversing with her for a while so I had to put up with a lot of catching up. I wanted to get straight to the point, but I knew that it would be a little uncalled for to just bring up something that included her sexual history. I had to be sly, and ideally she would bring it up as if it was her own idea.

		It became obvious that I wouldn’t be able to get her to spill the beans during our first conversation. 

		“It was so nice talking to you Sarah! I’ll chat you again tomorrow!” 

		“Okay, chat soon!” She replied.

		For the time being I would just have to accept what Lisa had told me. I knew I would be able to get it out of Sarah, I just wanted it to appear organic. When you have ulterior motives for talking to somebody I think it’s important that you don’t make yourself known to easily.

		As I laid in bed I decided that I would find Jonah on social media as well. I just wanted to add him, and see what he posted for everyone to see. He added me back quickly, and while one would think it was suspicious, I knew that the world had gone been in this phase for years. People collect followers. Hell, I’ve been doing it since the dawn of social media. Some of us knew from the very beginning that it would eventually become advantageous to have a mass following. It was true. By posting only positive things, I was able to keep my reputation at a high point while I could observe everybody else either doing the same thing as me, or confessing all of their problems. You would think that no one would put out their dirty secrets for their entire social circle to see, but I found that almost everyone did.

		Jonah’s profile was pretty standard for a man. He didn’t use it as often as my girlfriends did, but he certainly kept up with it. He had quite a few photos that displayed his six-pack abs and his fancy car, and it was funny to see all the likes that he received on those photos even though he was officially taken. He didn’t message me, and neither did I. I would be willing to bet a whole lot that he was creeping through my profile just as I was. That’s the way the world works these days.

		The following morning, I did my usual routine. Wednesdays were for manicures and pedicures. I never understood how women got up and went to work everyday. That kind of life wasn’t for me and I’m very fortunate to have a family that is wealthy enough to take care of me. They don’t ask me to do anything around the house other than hanging around so that the gardeners or maid don’t feel as if they can get away with doing something wrong. 

		“Maria, can you bring me some iced tea. No sugar please.” I asked the maid.

		“Of course! Anything else for you Jess?” 

		I told her no, and resumed my tanning session. Life was almost perfect. The only issue that I had was that an inferior woman was about to marry a man far above her. I needed to get to the bottom of it and figure out if the rumors were true.

		After thinking about what to say I decided to send Sarah a message fishing for some dirty details. I asked her for her opinion on a particular dress designer, and told her that one of my good friends just got engaged. Naturally, she took the bait and asked who I was talking about.

		“My friend Kristen is going to marry this guy Jonah. He seems like a REALLY great guy!” I knew that talking about how great he was would make her feel like she needed to soil his name.

		“Listen Jess,” I knew the second I read those words where the rest of her message was heading, “I used to date Jonah back in college. If he's ANYTHING like he was back in the day, your friend is either into some weird stuff, or she’s about to be heartbroken.”

		“Oh my god! What do you mean?” I replied.

		It was confirmed. I was sure of it now, but I wanted to see how much Sarah would be willing to reveal. 

		“When we dated in college everything appeared to be okay. That is, until he told me about this thing that he’s into. He told me he wanted to turn me into a “cuckquean.” I had no idea what that meant, and he explained to me that it basically meant that he wanted me to watch him have sex with other women. Crazy! For some dumb reason, I let it happen. At first, it was just me watching him plow another woman. It was kinda hot to see that women found my man to be so desirable, but it was still unsettling. Than he revealed to me that he wanted to push further into his kink. He basically wanted another woman to be like a dominatrix towards me. That’s when I bailed on him. There was no way I was going to lick another woman’s pussy or do any of the strange things that he talked about!”

		There it was, right in front of my face. Everything made sense to me now, and the only thing left to do was find out if Kristen was aware or not. She had to be aware, and that would explain why Jonah was willing to settle for such a woman. 

		I replied to Sarah pretending to be shocked as if I had no idea about what she told me already. She didn’t elaborate too much about it, and I casually shifted the conversation away from Kristen and Jonah. 

		“I gotta get back to work. Talk to you later.” Sarah sent me.

		“Yeah totally stay in touch!” I replied as I continued to reread everything that she had sent me.

		“Cuckquean?” I said to myself.

		“What did you say Jess?” Maria was standing next to me with my iced tea.

		“Whoa!” I couldn’t control my volume, “Jesus Maria, you scared the hell out of me!”

		Maria apologized, and I quickly rectified my tone with her.

		“Thank you Maria. Sorry for freaking out just now.” We both laughed and she walked back into the house.

		

		Dinner with Kristen

		Drinking my iced tea and relaxing by the pool was great, but now that I was armed with new information I had to get Kristen to talk to me. I knew that she would be working today, so I decided to send her a text message and invite her out to dinner. 

		“Hey! I want to take you to dinner tonight to celebrate. Just you and me.” 

		“Sounds good, how about six?” She replied.

		“Perfect! We’ll go to Giovanni's. I’ll meet you there.” 

		“Awesome see you soon.”

		Giovanni’s was a decent Italian restaurant in the area. It was like a semi high-end casual spot. A lot of people met there for business meetings because it was nice, but not crazy expensive. I didn’t mind spending the money on a nice place, but I wanted her to feel comfortable in her environment so that she could open up to me.

		There were a few hours that I needed to burn, so I did my usual thing and went to the gym for a little bit of cardio. My mind was too focused on the conversation that I was going to have with Kristen to bother talking with the usual crowd at the gym. I put my headphones on, and just smiled at everyone as I walked by towards the treadmill. No one would be offended as I made it a point to every once in a while show up with the intent of just getting down to business. A lot of other people were the same, and some did everything in their power to avoid conversations anyways. 

		Everything was timed so that I could get a shower at the gym, and change into my evening apparel to go and meet Kristen at Giovanni’s. While I was in the shower I could hear some of the women gossiping about her. Apparently, everyone in the gym knew about Kristen’s eventual fate of being asked to share her future husband. It made me wonder if the wedding would even happen if or when she found out about his fantasy. 

		The restaurant was only a fifteen-minute drive from the gym. It was five past six when I pulled into the restaurant’s parking lot and I saw Kristen patiently waiting for me outside.

		“Hey there sexy lady!” I said waving to her as I approached her.

		Kristen responded only with a high-pitched screech as she held out her hand to show me her engagement ring. She was not kidding about the size of it.

		“Holy hell! How many karats?” I was genuinely impressed.  

		“Fucking three! Can you believe it!” She ran up to me and hugged me.

		The site of that ring made feelings of jealousy enter my mind. I truly wanted to find a way to take it away from her in some way. If it was in any way possible, I wanted to be the cruel woman that humiliated her. As she hugged me, I had the image of her crawling on her hands and knees as her fiancé ordered her pleasure me with her mouth. I wanted her to know that her happy little life came with a price.

		“Check out this guy!” Kristen was nudging my arm when the waiter walked away with our drink order. 

		“Cute.” I said trying to figure out a way to avoid talking about the waiter all night.

		“You should leave him your number!” She said, “He probably won’t think to ask you out because he could get in trouble trying to ask out a customer.”

		All she did with her suggestion was push me closer towards fucking her future husband. Was she really putting me on the same level with a waiter while she ran off with the wealthy lawyer?

		“I’ll pass.” I tried to laugh it off the best that I could. “So tell me, how did you manage to land yourself such a great guy?”

		“Well let’s just say,” she lowered her voice in an effort to sound mysterious, “I know how to make him happy.”

		“Happy?” I looked at her as I was about to call her out, “happy being a euphemism for letting him fuck other woman?”

		I decided to just be honest about it. The moment I said those words she sat back in her chair and her eyes were fixed on the table. I knew that I had her, so I continued.

		“That’s it right? I knew something was up.” I took a sip of wine and stared at her until she finally looked me in the eyes, “you agreed to become his little cuckquean haven’t you?”

		“H-how did you find out?” Her face told a story of embarrassment and shame.

		I considered answering her question, but instead I chose to continue putting her in her place.

		“You’ve been prancing around acting like the queen of the world since you got engaged. You have the audacity to suggest that I take the hand of a waiter. Do you think that you are above me?”

		“No.” She said quietly as she moved her eyes back to the table.

		“Look at me!” I increased the volume of my voice and drew a few eyes as a result.

		She slowly lifted her eyes from the table.

		“I’m going to be the one that brings about your humiliation. Kristen, I hope you’re ready.” I leaned into the table and whispered, “I can’t wait to see you on your knees licking me. Worshiping me like a queen that rules over the weak.” I pressed my lips together and mimicked a kiss. 

		“So you’ll do it?” She asked as she continued to have difficulty making eye contact. “Jonah said that you would do when you added him on social media.”

		Her honesty threw me off guard. It seemed likely that I could become the one to humiliate her, but I had no clue that it had already been discussed by her and Jonah.

		“Yes, I will.” I took another sip of red wine.

		I wanted to ask more questions about their conversation, but it seemed best to leave it as it was. My dominance would be asserted soon enough, and Kristen would be on her knees before me as my inferior. Her marriage would forever be tainted with the night I intended to give to her future husband. 

		Kristen told me that she would pass along my interest to Jonah. He, she said, was the ultimate decision maker. I eased my tone with her now that she had finally admitted that her relationship was not perfect. I began to pity her slightly, but my desire to dominate was still at the surface of my thoughts. It was during this conversation that I realized I must show some empathy and compassion if I am to truly dominate her in this way. She was, after all, going to submit her entire being to me.

		“Jess, you’re okay with the lesbian elements of this arrangement?” She asked.

		“From my understanding I will become like a dominatrix to you.” I answered confidently as my pussy began to get wet at the thought of her licking me.

		“Yes Kristen,” I crossed my arms and stared down my nose at her, “you’re going to be my bitch!”

		

		One on one with Jonah

		I sent Jonah a message on social media when I got home from dinner with his future wife. His response appeared to be receptive, so I took a bold move and sent him photo to tease his tiny head a little bit. I attached a message to the photo to give him something else to respond to. 

		“Wifey wants to get on her knees and please me ;)”

		The message was ambiguous enough to make him think for a little, but clear enough for him to become aware of what was about to happen.

		“Tasty cuckcake!” He replied.

		I had no idea what a cuckcake was. I took it as a misspelling until I decided to look it up on the internet. 

		The lingo for this kink was all new to me. In the situation where I have sex with Jonah his wife is the cuckquean, and I am the cuckcake. I read that sometimes the kink is just a wife watching her man take another woman, but in our situation she would be taking a more active role. My job, as I assumed it was, to humiliate her sexually for the sake of eroticism. Considering Kristen’s eagerness to set up a situation like this with me, it was obvious that the idea of being humiliated by me was something that got her off. I read a little bit more into it and realized that what we were doing was the opposite of cuckolding, when a female fucks another guy in front of her man. There was a whole world of sex out there, and I was excited to begin my exploration beyond the traditional path.

		“Come to me. Alone.” I sent him accompanied with my address.

		“I’ll be right there.” 

		I had him hook, line, and sinker. I was going to get him off harder than Kristen ever could!

		With the fact that Jonah was on his way to my house it was time for me to get into something that he couldn’t resist. I put on a black laced thong, and a matching push up bra. The thong and the bra looked great, but they weren’t what made the get up so special. Rarely would I allow a man the privilege to use me as his object, but for Jonah’s first time with me I would allow it. I put on my leather collar, and hooked a thin silver chain to the loop. I would surprise him at the door and his lust would become uncontrollable.

		The sound of doorbell rang through my home and I looked at myself in the mirror to make sure that I was ready.

		“He’s going come in his pants when he sees this!” I said before hurrying to the door to greet him.  

		“Hello.” Jonah said when I answered the door. “I see this is for me.”

		Without even having to explain to him the purpose of the leash he grabbed it and pulled me along as he entered my home.

		He was wearing a tucked in polo shirt that was perfectly fitted to his body. I could see that his arms were much bigger than what I had originally thought, and I even spotted what appeared to be a tattoo on his leg. Behind his suit was a wild man that enjoyed turning women into cuckqueans in his spare time.

		“My room is upstairs.” I said.

		Jonah began to walk towards the steps. I followed behind him, and when he was a few stairs ahead of me I began to crawl. I wanted him to feed into his ego to make him feel powerful, and in turn in would fuel my lust for him even more than the thought of humiliating his future wife.

		The crawl up the steps had me feeling closer to Jonah already. He proved his ability to take charge and command me. He was fluid in his motions as opposed to appearing as a pseudo alpha male like the many men before him that tried to show their dominance.

		“Up.” He was short and firm with his command.

		I got to my feet and put my arms behind my back. I licked my lips and bit my lips to test his reaction. He was unphased by my attempt to seduce him further, and he continued to pull me towards the bedroom.

		“Down.” He ordered once we entered my room.

		As I lowered to the floor and got on my knees, I watched as he slowly scanned my bedroom. I could see him drawing conclusions about me, and learning many tiny details about my existence until he shifted his focus back to me.

		I began to undo his pants while he removed his polo shirt and his undershirt. I rested my chin on his pelvis and looked up at him while he held my leash and I couldn’t help but begin kissing his rock hard abs. My lips naturally were drawn to the perfect crevices that his muscles formed in his abdomen, and the knowledge that I was servicing a true alpha brought feelings of desire. I was willing to do anything to get this man’s approval.

		“Up.” He was enjoying his control.

		I stood up and he led me towards the bed and he sat down. He tugged the leash over his lap and I found myself laying over his lap with my soft ass in the air.

		“Your safe word is California.” His voice was calm, “do you understand?”

		“Yes.” My voice whimpered from the anticipation of his next move.

		His strong hand came down on my ass and it sounded worse than it felt. I instantly took this as a trial run for him to gauge my pain tolerance. I was impressed in his attention to details as it proved he was a true alpha in my eyes. The second smack on my ass was enough to make me let out a whimper, and as I looked over my shoulder I could see him grin before he pushed my head back down.

		“You’re not to look at me woman.” He said while gently rubbing my ass with his hands.

		His third smack was quickly followed up with a fourth, a fifth, a sixth, and a seventh. Each one progressively harder, and the noise created increasing in volume. My moans and cries were those of a pleasurable pain as I allowed myself to be dominated by Jonah. His spanking continued and it was as if he already knew my pain threshold. His power was enough to push me close to the edge where I would have to use the safe word, but at the same time I was begging for him to spank me harder in my own mind. 

		“Fuck!” I yelled after his final strike.

		I could feel him pull my head up. He wanted me to get off of his lap.

		“Down.” He ordered.

		Up, down, up, down, up, down were the directions that he chose to assert his knowledge of my attraction. For me to obey such simple commands from a man shows the amount of respect that I felt he naturally deserved.

		When I undid his pants prior I was unsuccessful in bringing them down. I was, however, successful in making it easier for him to pull down for his next command.

		“Suck.” He caressed my head but did not smile, “worship my cock.”

		He had entered into my world with his command. One thing that I was sure of was that any man that was lucky enough to receive head from me knew that I had the ability to be dominant even though I was performing what many consider to be a submissive act.

		I always found it strange when people thought that oral sex was a demeaning thing to do to a man. Many women that I associated with often claimed that they took pleasure in denying their husbands of it. I always viewed as an act in which a woman shows her strength. You have his manhood in your mouth. You control his ability to receive pleasure. You can boost his ego as well as degrade him with your words. You could choose to hurt him as he is offering his most prized possession and allowing you to look after it. To me, a man putting his cock in my mouth was the same as him handing me his power.

		The fact that he had punished my ass with his hand meant that he would feel my dominance as I sucked his cock. I wanted him to know that I was a worthy cuckcake that was suitable for the job to humiliate his wife to be.

		Pulling his pants down quickly, I grabbed his hard cock and lifted it up. I pressed my lips against the bottom of his cock and let the rest lean on my forehead. I innocently looked him in the eyes knowing that his ego was inflating with every second that he saw me like this. My free hand slipped between his legs and squeezed his hard ass. While I felt his ass, I began to slide my lips towards the tip of his cock. Once I reached the top of the mountain, I opened my mouth and as I pushed it deeper inside my mouth I applied enough pleasure to make him fall on the bed in a seated position. 

		He looked at me and bit his lip just as I had before in an attempt to seduce him. I knew that his brain was going wild with crazy thoughts and images of him as a king, but I knew that he was aware that he was dealing with a different type of a woman. A woman that could suck a man’s cock and make him feel subservient. 

		“That’s right suck it.” He said in an unconvincing attempt at showing his control.

		His comment only encouraged me to increase my dominance. 

		His eyes were starting to roll to the back of his skull, so I continued to take his cock deep into my mouth, but I began to push up on one of his legs so that I could get access to his ass. 

		I had learned a long time ago, that men are weary of things going up their ass, but once they try it in some form they crave it every time. I pulled my mouth from his cock and stuck my middle finger into my mouth to make it wet. My saliva was thick and it was sure to make my finger slide inside easily.

		“You’re going to love me forever.” I said right before penetrating his ass with my finger and putting my mouth around his cock again.

		The sound he made was a sound that I had heard before. It was confirmation that even the most alpha male can be reduced to a whimper if his cock is serviced properly by a woman such as myself. 

		His ass began to contract at the same time as his cock. I worked my finger and my mouth at the same time to bring him to climax and allow his release into my mouth.

		“That’s right bitch!” He said as he held my head so that his cock was spilling it’s load deep inside of me.

		I could feel his come begin to drip down my throat, and I slowly removed my finger from his ass knowing that he secretly would wish that I had kept it there. 

		He held my face still until the very moment that he wanted me to stop sucking him. When I pulled away from his cock, I allowed him to observe me swallow his come. I never saw the act as degrading, it was merely confirmation in my ability to satisfy a man. While women scoffed at the idea of doing so, their husbands were searching for a woman like me to satisfy their urges.

		“That was incredible.” He said as the life appeared to be sucked from him.

		I allowed him to sit in his daze while I went to the bathroom to rinse my mouth out and wash my hands.

		

		The pecking order

		Upon my return from the bathroom I found Jonah laying on the bed with his pants still around his ankles. At first glance his body appeared lifeless, but with a closer look I could see his stomach moving up and down from his slow breathing. That was the sight of a man that had just received the best orgasm of his life.

		“So,” I said as I entered the room still wearing my lingerie but without the collar, “what do you think?”

		He didn’t answer me for a moment. I could tell that there were many thoughts and feelings spinning around his head that made him choose his next words wisely.

		“That was the most impressive performance that I’ve had the pleasure to experience.” He said as he sat up to get his pants back on.

		“I’m glad you enjoyed it.” I sat next to him, “does your fiancé know that your fooling around with one of her friends?” I smiled at him as the realization hit me of what that blow job actually meant.

		“Kristen is well aware of how I intend to live my life. That’s why I chose to marry her.” He turned towards me and I could see the confidence in his eyes as they looked into mine.

		“I see.” I moved slightly away from him to see if he would follow me, “you chose a perfectly normal looking, stable, and patient woman to be your life partner. You do, however, crave the satisfaction that you feel from humiliating such a nice, willing woman no?”

		“Kristen is what you call a cuckquean, and you’re my little cuckcake.” He put his hand softly on my cheek and pulled me in for a kiss. 

		“Your lucky I brushed my teeth and used mouthwash, or you’d have your own come in your mouth right now.” I joked after our sweet peck on the lips.

		He thought that my comeback was funny, and I was curious to see how quickly he wanted to arrange our little session with his wife to be, but he seemed to want to make sure that everything was understood and plainly discussed before jumping further into the humiliation of Kristen. 

		“How far in detail did Kristen go when the two of you went out to Giovanni’s?” He asked.

		“After your little beta bitch told me that I ought to ask the waiter out, I had to let her know her place. She didn’t bring it up to me.” I stopped speaking as he interrupted.

		“Wow, so you brought it up first? Interesting, because she was going to ask you about it eventually, but continue.” 

		“Well, one of your exes is connected to our friend group. Her name’s Sarah. Do you remember her?”

		“Yeah. Okay, this makes sense now. Go on.”

		“So I already knew a little bit about this whole cuckquean thing that you’re into, and I connected the dots. There was no chance in hell that Kristen would marry a guy like you without some sort of weird stuff going on in the background. I mean, have you seen her ex boyfriends?”

		He didn’t answer my question, but his laughter was an obvious sign that to me that he had. Jonah clarified a few things about the situation, and he informed me that the universal safe word was going to remain “California.” He said that it was important that even though it was a kink that focused on the humiliation of Kristen there still had to be respect given. 

		“I do love her. Remember that.”

		I was shocked when he said that he loved her as much as he did. My role in this whole scenario was to function as a tool for pleasure for the two of them.

		“Have you guys done this before?” I asked.

		“Not to the degree that we intend to try with you Jess. She’s watched me bed women before, but she never got involved. We’ve had trouble finding a woman that would was comfortable with the bisexual nature of what we were trying to accomplish. Is that something you’re okay with?”

		I explained to him that I had some lesbian encounters in the past, and that they were enjoyable, but nothing as extreme as what was being planned. I asked him if there were any videos I could watch to get a better understanding of what it was Kristen wanted to do with me.

		Jonah told me that when he left I should go to a porn site and search for the term “lezdom.” He said that the videos that would come up would more or less show what Kristen had in mind less the fact that there likely wouldn’t be a man in the video.

		“The stuff that the dominant woman does to the submissive is what she’s after. She wants the whole experience; she’s been practically begging me for it, but she only wants to do it with a beautiful woman such as yourself.” 

		“So where do you come into play?” 

		“There’s a pecking order. I’m at the top. You’re second, and Kristen is the third. I have power over both of you, and you have power over Kristen. Kristen has no power. She’s desperate to give it away.” 

		Jonah went on to explain that he also reserved the right to say the safe word even though he was at the top of the pecking order. If he felt a line was being crossed between the two of us he wanted to have the ability to end it. At first I was confused about the idea of a dominant needing a safe word, but then I realized that it actually boosted his dominance. His ability to shut things down at will was critical to maintaining complete control over us. 

		“I’m going to go back to wife now. I want you to watch some of those videos tonight, and let it sink in. See what your interested in. Remember, almost anything you see can become reality.”

		The prospect of directly choosing fantasies and recreating them was a fascinating concept to me at the time. 

		“Yes sir.” I jokingly mocked him because he was at the top of the pecking order.

		“We’ll meet soon. The three of us. I want to make sure one last time that everyone agrees and is on board. Understand?”

		“Yes.” I decided not to mock him because of the seriousness of his tone.

		

		Introduction to lezdom

		As soon as Jonah left my house I brought my laptop into my bedroom and closed the door behind me. It had been a long time since I last watched porn on the internet. For some reason, it was never my thing and lot of my female friends said it wasn’t their thing either. 

		The site that I had visited years ago was still up and running, and I ran a search for the term “lezdom.” As the site loaded I said a silent prayer to myself hoping that the website would not give my laptop a terminal illness as many porn sites tended to do.

		The thumbnails were quite graphic. It had been so long since I viewed porn on my laptop that I was unaware of the many advancements that had been added to the free porn industry. One video in particular caught my eye; it was titled “Office BITCH humiliates her boss.” The title alone made me feel something special.

		The first scene showed the boss sitting in her office with her feet kicked up on the desk as she gave her female employee a negative review. Upon discovering that the employee was ineligible for a raise, she decided to enact revenge. The premise was cheesy, but for whatever reason my heart rate began to pick up. 

		Conveniently, the employee happened to have a bondage set in her purse. I was willing to look past some of the crazy ideas behind the video to allow the fantasy to enter my mind. She elaborate tied her boss up so that her hands and feet were connected behind her back. She was unable to move while her subordinate taunted her verbally while kicking her shoes off.

		“Lick my toes!” The employee shouted at her.

		I began to laugh as the boss disgracefully cleaned her employee’s feet with her tongue, but I couldn’t deny the sensations I began to feel from the idea of being in the employee’s position.

		“Kiss ‘em bitch!” The tone of the dominant woman turned cruel and it fascinated me.

		I was drawn to her character. It made me feel alive.

		The boss looked like a pathetic woman. Even though the woman was an actor, I was certain that she feared people she knew watching this happen to her. The context didn’t matter as she will leave this Earth being the woman that groveled at another woman’s feet. What happened next was even more degrading, but it made me slip my fingers underneath my underwear.

		The employee got on all fours and slowly backed her naked ass towards the submissive woman’s face. 

		“Kiss it! Kiss it you fuckin’ whore!” She taunted the woman by shaking her ass in her face.

		My identification with the dominant woman continued to grow as I teased myself with my fingers.

		After placing a few smooches on her ass, the woman spread her cheeks apart and the woman’s face fell between them. As she began to twerk her ass up and down, the submissive’s face bounced up and down while the camera zoomed in on her facial expression. The idea of having Kristen belittle herself to that level increased my finger’s activity. What was just a tease turned into the commitment to masturbate.

		The woman was unable to hold herself up so she was subject to the dominant’s desire to smear her ass all over her superior’s face while laughing.

		“You like my ass?” 

		Nothing the woman said could be understood, but her sounds were gratifying as she spoke into the dominant female’s ass.

		I started to feel an orgasm coming on, and I was seeing the video as if it was my ass being worshiped, and Jonah was witnessing his pathetic wife succumb to her desperate desire to be humiliated by her friend.

		My orgasm consumed my body right as the dominant woman relented on her partner’s humiliation for a moment. I stared right into the eyes of the woman that had just endured humiliation and it made me smile. I had no idea that I would find the idea of having a woman licking my ass so exhilarating. Even after having an orgasm, I allowed the video to continue playing.

		The next thing that the employee did, was again, completely unrealistic. From her purse she pulled out a whip with that appeared to made of leather, and it closely resembled a mop. I had to pause the video to try and look up the name of the tool she was using, because I was immediately interested in obtaining one. I saw some for sale online listed as a “flogger.” I wrote the name of it, and then resumed the video.

		I had no idea that somebody could take so much pain. The sound of the whip made my spanking from Jonah look like a joke, but I could hear the pleasure being cried out by the boss.

		“I’m not getting a raise huh?” She brutally whipped her ass. 

		The viciousness of the woman sent adrenaline into my body. It was a different feeling that I wasn’t used to, and I knew that I had to buy one of those floggers. My focus was diverted for a moment as I conjured an image in my mind of me whipping Kristen’s ass with the whip while her fiance taunted her. Pleasure was being sent to her disguised as pain, as I punished her ass for not showing my butt enough appreciation with her tongue.

		“You dirty fuckin’ whore!” I screamed as I came down hard on her ass which called her to moan and beg for more. “You want more? Are you sure bitch?”

		I snapped out of my day dream when the video ended. Emotionally I felt empowered, and I couldn’t wait to begin our first session. After logging into the website, I purchased the flogger so it would be shipped to me as soon as possible. I had a feeling that the whip would become an extension of my body, and another day dream entered my mind. As I reflected on everything and the information began to process, I decided to send the video to Jonah asking him to watch it with Kristen. I told him that I was interested in doing nearly everything in the video, and I wanted to see what his fiance thought about being on the receiving end.

		

		I will obey your every command

		I woke up the next morning and I remembered another strange dream, this time in my sleep. My maid, Maria, brought me the whip when it came in the mail, and for some reason the company that shipped it, sent it out in a package that broadcasted the contents of the package for the world to see on the box. Maria had made the mistake of trying to tease me, and she found herself bent over the couch while I used the flog to mark up her fat ass. Because it was a dream, she was naturally aroused and it it escalated to the point where I woke up feeling as if I had just received oral from my middle aged maid.

		“What the fuck?” I said to myself when I woke up. “What is happening?” I couldn’t help but laugh a little bit as I got out of bed.

		Maria was downstairs cleaning, and it was hard not to talk to her without smiling. My little inside joke might have changed the way I viewed her forever, and the woman had no clue what was going on behind my eyes. 

		“Do you need anything Jess?” Maria asked me while she was dusting a bookcase.

		“Whenever you’re finished cleaning, I need you to go to the store and grab a few things,” I handed her a list and some cash, “Here’s another twenty for you Maria. Thanks for doing a good job.” I handed her a crisp twenty dollar bill.

		I felt guilty for having these thoughts about her. Maria was a nice woman.

		“Thank you so much!” She was elated and she got back to work with a returned sense of purpose having just received a reward.

		Life is easy for me. Again, I spent the first part of my day relaxing by the pool. I hardly ever went in the pool, but it felt good to be around it. I don’t know why. From here, I checked my messages and Jonah had gotten back to me.

		“Are you free tonight around seven or eight o’clock?” 

		I was almost always free every night. The only times that I had things to do was when I was committed to other social obligations.

		“I’m free.” I sent back to him.

		Right away Jonah messaged me back telling me to meet the two of them at a local gourmet ice cream place. He wanted the three of us to talk in person about what we were going to do, and make sure that everyone was on the same page.

		“Okay, I’ll be there by seven!” I sent back to him.

		I put my phone down, and unhooked my bra. I loved the way the sun felt on my bare breasts.

		When I was finally ready to go to the gym, Maria had just got back from the store with all the items that I requested. She brought the mail too, and even though I knew the whip wasn’t here already, I couldn’t help but have a mini flashback about my dream. Today, I would skip the gym and watch more lezdom pornography alone in my room. I had to be careful not to be too loud, or Maria might barge in thinking something bad had happened. The various ways in which the women used the whips and the elaborate leather costumes of the dom’s resonated with me, and it would become my new obsession while I waited for our meeting to occur.

		When I arrived at the ice cream shop I could see the two of them already waiting for me. I always did prefer showing up a few minutes late just to reassure people that I didn’t worry too much about their feelings.

		“Jess! What’s up?” Kristen said with a big smile on her face.

		I gave the both of them a hug, and Jonah asked me what flavor ice cream I wanted, and he disappeared to order it for us. 

		Things were surprisingly not awkward between the two of us considering the fact that I had just given her fiancé the best blow job of his entire life. I was still getting used to the idea that she was into this, and for some reason I thought that she was so desperate that she just agreed to allow Jonah to do as he pleased, but I was becoming more convinced that they met somehow through their mutual interest. It was the only way that two people that were into the same thing like that would meet and quickly discover what eachother was into.

		When Jonah returned with everyone’s ice cream I sat down next to him as if I was his girlfriend. Kristen picked up on what I was doing and she was seated across from me and her future husband. I wanted her to know that I really did have power over her.

		“Did you guys watch the video?” I asked casually as I licked my vanilla ice cream. 

		“Yes!” The answered in unison.

		“Well?” I acted slightly annoyed with them as I continued to enjoy my treat.

		Jonah began to explain their thoughts in detail. He was very pleased with the video that I had sent, and he talked about how he put himself in the scene and thought that we would have a wonderful time. As he was talking Kristen interrupted abruptly.

		“I will obey your every command!” She said in a very loud whisper accompanied with an excited screech.

		“Good.” I tilted my head a little, “you want to be just like the tied up woman in the video?”

		“Yes!” She was whispering, “that video made me so fucking wet!”

		The three of us discussed a few other things about how the video and Jonah’s role during our sessions. I told them about the flogger that I had ordered and both of their eyes lit up. Kristen was practically begging for it, but I told her that it wouldn’t be delivered for a few day, and that she had to wait like “a good little bitch.” Everytime I called her a “bitch” or a “slut” I saw her breathing patterns change.

		“We’ll have our first session tonight?” I asked as I finished the last of my ice cream.

		“You’re ready?” Jonah was clearly motivated to get going.

		I told them I could follow them back to their house, and we could begin right away.

		“Let’s go! Let’s go!” Kristen threw away half of her ice cream to signal that she couldn’t wait any longer.

		“I’ll follow you.” I leaned over and gave Jonah a kiss on his cheek while Kristen watched.

		

		Pathetic cuckquean

		Their bedroom was large and dimly lit. The first thing I did when I entered the bedroom was pick up a framed photograph of the two of them. For the sake of adding to the atmosphere I relocated it next to the bed under a lamp to serve as a subtle reminder of Kristen’s failure as a woman.

		“Take off your clothes.” Jonah ordered his fiancé.

		Kristen grew shy as she began to pull her top off. Her belly jiggled slightly, and I could tell immediately that her boobs were slightly different sizes. When she pulled her pants down I had her turn around so that I could examine her entire body.

		“That’s quite a bit of cellulite.” I said as I pulled off my top to show her what a real woman looks like. 

		Jonah unbuttoned his shirt while smiling at me. This was his first time witnessing his wife being ridiculed by a superior woman to her face. 

		“Take my pants off.” I took on the same tone as Jonah.

		Saying nothing, Kristen came towards me and slowly dropped to her knees as she began to unbutton my pants. As my pants came down and revealed my legs, I told her about proper skin care and why I looked much better than her. 

		“You look like a ghost.” I said pointing out the bronze tan that I had contrasted to her pale, white skin. “You should see a dermatologist.” 

		Jonah had removed his last article of clothing and was walking towards his fiance as she removed my underwear. He got behind her, so that she was on her knees in the middle.

		“Let me see those.” I said referring to my underwear.

		She handed them to me, and I opened them up and put them on her head. She remained silent with my panties over her face while between me and Jonah as we began to kiss. 

		“Tastes like ice cream.” I said when I pulled from his kiss.

		He moved closer to me which caused Kristen’s face to come closer to my pussy.

		“Watch this.” Jonah said and I could sense his excitement.

		He kneeled down and pulled the underwear tight around her face, so only her lips were visible. He tied a knot with the excess material and the underwear clung to her face as if she was using it for a facial. Grabbing her elbows, her hands were behind her back and he commanded her to lick my pussy. I bit my lip and took a deep breath as I prepared myself for Kristen’s tongue.

		“I expect you to be good at this. You are a woman after all, so don’t let me down.” I put my hand on the top of her head and gently pulled her in.

		She began to kiss the outside of my pussy and my thighs. She was teasing me slightly and I allowed it for a moment before shoving her lips on my clit.

		“Lick my clit. You should know this!” I put my foot on the bed to make it easier for her to access my crotch.

		Jonah was still holding her arms behind her back, but I could see his eyes scanning the room for something to use as a makeshift set of handcuffs.

		“Use your belt Jonah.” I suggested, knowing that Kristen probably thought I was recommending a tool to use as a whip.

		Jonah instructed his fiance to keep her arms where they were, and he retrieved his belt from the other side of the room.

		Jonah decided to be a bit of an asshole and snap the whip as hard as he could to make his fiance jump from the unexpected sound. Our laughter from her reaction only fueled her humiliation as she continued to lick my pussy. He fastened the belt around her arms and instructed her to try and escape, which she was able to with ease.

		“I guess that wasn’t tight enough.” He began to tighten the belt and I noticed right away that she would be unable to escape her bondage.

		“Put her on the bed.” I said to Jonah.

		He picked her up from the ground and gently placed her on the bed. I approached her and grabbed her head and pulled it forward causing her to face plant into the bed. I commented about her fat dangling and made a comment about how gravity was a bitch.

		“Suck his cock.” I said as I guided Jonah towards the foot of the bed so that she could get him hard. 

		Her technique was awful. I gave her the benefit of the doubt considering that her hands were tied behind her back, but I could just tell that she had never been a good dick sucker. 

		“You don’t know how to please a man? Wow, no wonder your fiance came over to my place in the middle of the night.” 

		I began to kiss Jonah, but quickly moved towards his abs. His fiance had successfully turned me on to the point where I felt the need to worship his physique for a moment while she sloppily made him hard. Out of the corner of my eyes, I noticed his cock begin to rise and I attributed it to the fact that I was kissing and licking his abs. The blow job he was receiving was likely an afterthought considering how bad she was at it.

		Realizing that she was practically blind with my underwear tied to her face like a mask, I paused my worship of Jonah to remove her blindfold. I put my face inches from her face and Jonah’s massive cock and informed her of her inferiority. I allowed her to continue slobbering on his cock and I got on the bed behind her. Her giant diamond engagement ring was not being properly displayed on her pathetic hands, so I took it from her and put it on my own hand.

		“What a pretty ring!” I said as I dangled my hand in front of her face. “Kiss it!” 

		Her eyes grew sad as she pulled her mouth from his cock and gave a light peck to her own ring on my finger.

		“You call that a kiss?” I lightly slapped her across the face. “Kiss it again!” My tone became more ferocious. 

		The next kiss she placed on the ring had some passion behind it, so I rewarded her with a condescending pat on the head.

		“I’m so sorry she doesn’t know how to please you Jonah. Here, let me help.” I sat my naked ass where his cock was and began to suck his dick properly.

		Kristen’s next move was enlightening. Without any instruction she began to kiss my butt cheeks while I serviced her fiance. Each little peck on my butt made me feel slightly more powerful. I positioned myself so that my ass was easier for her to access and I spread my cheeks apart so that she could get inside. Neither me, or Jonah instructed her to do anything and she began to plant kisses on my asshole.

		My position made it hard for me to see Jonah’s facial expressions, but I could tell by the activity of his cock that he was watching his wife eat the ass of another woman. Clearly, it made him more aroused, and I had to stop sucking because I knew that he would come soon if I continued. 

		As soon as I stopped pleasuring his cock, he got on the bed and held Kristen’s face firmly and began to push it in and out of my ass. Her tongue was slightly penetrating me and it was a feeling that I had never experienced, but quickly became fond of.

		“You should see yourself right now! You’re a dirty little slut!” I said as Jonah continued to drive her face deep into my ass.

		I noticed after a minute or two that I had been subconsciously touching myself. This made it clear to me that I was ready to fuck, and that we’d have to deny Kristen the privilege of further licking my ass. As I pulled myself away from her I turned around and saw her depravity as she was still trying to lunge for my ass even though Jonah had complete control of her movements.

		“At least you’re good at licking ass.” I paid her a compliment in light of her inability to properly suck a dick. “Some women are just born to be ass lickers I guess.”

		Jonah pushed her over on her side, and then pulled her so that she was on her back with her hands still fastened behind her. I got in the doggystyle position with my pussy inches from her nose, and Jonah mounted me from behind. He wiped his cock up and down on my wet pussy to lubricate his cock before entering me. Slowly, I could feel his size fill me and I let out a moan.

		I watched as Kristen was squirming. Desperate for stimulation, I used my hand to lightly spank her pussy. I knew that it would hurt slightly, and feel good at the same time, but I denied her the true pleasure of fingering her properly. If she was going to come, it would be from the slight spanking of her pussy only as I didn’t feel that she deserved much else. I was doing her a favor by spanking her pussy in my mind. 

		Jonah was grunting as his thrusts became more powerful. He was fucking me hard and I was having trouble holding myself up because I was using one hand to spank his fiance’s pussy. I allowed my head to rest on her stomach, so that I could continue tormenting her, and as Jonah had become more aggressive to me, I decided to show more aggression towards her. Her moans were loud, and even though they were muffled from my body, it was evident that she was having orgasms. I couldn’t imagine being in her position, looking up and watching her future husband’s hard cock going in and out of another woman’s hole. 

		His cock began to contract inside of me and after the initial shot of come entered me, I pulled away and crawled over Kristen’s body. I turned my body so that I was facing her, and I pinched her nipples hard between my fingers while Jonah released the rest of his load on her face. I couldn’t help but laugh from the facial expression she made from the pain I caused her with my pinching as semen quickly began to cover her face and enter her mouth.

		“Fucking cuck bitch!” Jonah said as he humiliated his wife to be.

		I eased up on her nipples, and just watched her squirm as the semen slowly dripped down her cheeks and chin.

		

		Come on, kiss my feet!

		Following the session I darted straight to their bathroom to clean myself off. Jonah seemed to be content with just putting his clothes back on, but neither of us freed Kristen from her bondage. Allowing her to lay on the bed and reflect on what had occured seemed like the more humiliating thing to do as the semen would eventually harden on her face. The only way she was able to clean herself was by using her tongue to eat the semen that was around her lips.

		The master bathroom was really nice, and I looked at myself in the full-length mirror. I was wearing nothing but the massive engagement ring on my finger, and I held it out and briefly pretended as if it was me who had just got engaged. The ring looked better on my hands, and I wanted to keep it, but my cruelty did have limits. 

		I used their shower to spray warm water on myself to rid myself of Jonah’s seed and when I was done I found a clean towel to dry myself. As I threw the towel on the ground for Kristen to clean later, I noticed that she had an extensive perfume collection. A lot of the stuff was high quality imported scents from Italy and France and I helped myself to a few squirts of the stuff that smelled the best to me.

		“I guess being a cuckquean has its perks.” I said out loud to myself as I realized the lavish lifestyle Kristen was given due to her willingness to share her man. 

		As I exited the bathroom, Kristen had been set free and she bowed as I walked by her. She was desperate to clean the mess that was made on her face.

		“You smell good.” Jonah said while walking towards me for a kiss on the lips.

		“Thank you, it’s Kristen’s.” I began to put my clothes back on. “Did you see that cuck bow to me like some sort of queen?” 

		I sat on the foot of the bed with Jonah and we talked while we waited for the cuckquean to return from the bathroom. He put his arm around my lower back and was saying sweet words into my ears when she finally returned. 

		“On the ground!” I ordered.

		Kristen got on the ground at our feet, and I wiggled my toes in front of her ugly face.

		“Do I need to tell you what to do next?” I asked rhetorically.

		“No Jess, I understand.” She replied.

		“Jess? You think you have the right to call me by name?”

		She grew silent and waited patiently for me to tell her what she could use to address me.

		“I am your goddess, and you will refer to me as such. Now do your job you fucking cuckquean!” I wiggled my toes against her lips.

		She began to kiss my toes as I focused on the conversation I was having with Jonah. He told me that he was pleased with our session, and I noticed that he barely paid any attention to his foot kissing, cuckquean fiance.

		“Suck them.” I said as I parted her lips with my big toe.

		This activity got Jonah’s attention and he had trouble staying focussed on our conversation. We shared a laugh at Kristen’s expense and then I kissed him while she watched with my toes in her mouth.

		Jonah grabbed my hand and kissed the engagement ring as he slowly removed it from my hand. I didn’t fight it, because I knew the value of such a ring.

		“It does look better on you. I can’t believe I wasted so much money on this woman.” He looked at his wife as her expression became obviously sad, “you’re right about her tits. They’re not the same size.” He put the ring in his pocket and laughed while his fiancé continued to worship my feet.

		“Open your mouth and look at the ceiling.” I ordered calmly.

		I put my heel in her foot and used her face like a foot stool.

		“How did you meet such a pathetic woman?” I asked having genuine curiosity.

		“We met on the internet on a website that caters to this type of kink.” He smiled at his future wife and then continued, “she was the only woman that was willing to submit to me entirely as I pleased, so I decided to reward her.”

		“I see.” I took my foot away and put the other one in it’s place. “She’s good at what she does.” 

		“You’re going to come over alone when the flogger comes in the mail?” I asked.

		“Sure, that’s no problem,” He leaned in for another peck on the lips, “I should probably test it out on you first.” 

		Kristen said nothing during the entire exchange. She was very good at accepting her fate at our feet while she worshiped the cuckcake that had her fiancé’s attention. Her position was reinforced every time she obeyed a command, and I noticed my own ego become large as I continued my display of power. Every lick, every kiss sent multiple feelings into my body. Feelings of superiority, feelings of pleasure, but most of all my mind was able to comprehend how such a pathetic, weak woman was able to land herself a kind, alpha like Jonah.

		“Why do they call women like Kristen cuckqueans?” I asked.

		Jonah began to explain to me that the male version of Kristen was known as a cuckold, and that the origins of the term cuckquean went as far back as the 1500’s. I still was confused.

		“Cuckold now that sounds like a weak man, but cuckquean almost sounds like you’re calling her a queen! Fuck, I would of thought that the cuckquean was the woman in charge of the cuckold.” I said feeling that my point was strong.

		“Wow.” Jonah looked like his mind was blown, “you’re absolutely right. I wonder what idiot decided to call it that.”

		

		Thank you for delivering my flogger postman!

		One afternoon, I walked through my kitchen and noticed an unmarked package on the counter. I wondered if it the whip that I ordered, so I checked the label to see who it was addressed to. 

		“Here it is!” I said out loud as I hurried to my room to open it.

		I closed the door behind me, so that Maria wouldn’t happen to see me playing with a whip in my room. If that had happened, my day dream of turning her into a pathetic submissive like Kristen could have actually been realized.

		I got the plastic wrapping off of it, and held it in my hands. It gave me a feeling of strength, and I tested it out by whipping the air. The sound that it made was sure to make anyone tighten their hole in response, and I attempted to humiliate my bed post with a few cracks. 

		“This will do!” I said putting the whip down and opening my phone so that I could get Jonah on his way to come and punish me. 

		I was shocked when he told me that he would be over right away. He must have really wanted to use the thing for him to leave the law firm to have a quickie with his mistress. I suppose that’s one of the many perks an accomplished man like Jonah gets to enjoy by being a partner at a law firm.

		Before changing into a something more sexy, I opened my door and yelled down to Maria.

		“Maria!” I waited to hear her say something back to me, “My friend Jonah is going to be here. You can let him come upstairs okay?”

		“Yes Jessica, I’ll send him up when he gets here.” 

		I put the leash and collar that I had worn before on the dresser for him to see. I didn’t plan on wearing it today, but I wanted him to take it with him to use on Kristen. I was a little upset with myself that I forgot to incorporate it into our first session, so this was a way to ensure it’s usage the next time around. 

		I found a sexy red bra and matching thong that I knew would really go well with my bright red lipstick. Jonah would be practically drooling when he saw me, and I even considered if I should be the one testing the whip out on him. Surely he could be persuaded to become my little playtoy if I tried hard enough.

		The whip was placed so that it would be the first thing he saw when he entered my room, and I played on my phone while laying on my stomach. The image of having Kristen laying behind me with her face on my butt entered my mind, and it became a future goal of mine to have a woman serve as a personal butt kisser. I couldn’t get the feeling of having another woman subject herself to kissing my ass out of my mind as it was one of the most erotic and sensual experiences I had ever had in my life.

		“Hello.” I could hear Jonah’s voice as the door was shut behind him.

		I didn’t say anything; instead choosing to bend my knees so that my ass stuck up in the air.

		That’s when I felt it. Jonah had found the flogger and his first crack was painful. It made me pull my ass towards the bed in an attempt to escape, but I soon put it back in the air for him to strike again. The next smack hit a different part of my buttocks, and his laughter sent shivers down my spine.

		“Harder Jonah, harder!’ I couldn’t care less if the maid heard my pleasure.

		I felt his hand on my head and he took a handful.

		“Get on the ground.” He said.

		Following his orders I got on the ground, and he made me hold the bedpost tightly. 

		“Don’t fucking move!” It was the first time I had heard him order me with such rage in his voice. 

		I closed my eyes and lost control of my facial expressions as I waited patiently for his next strike.

		“Remember the pecking order bitch!” He said firmly but again with rage in his deep voice.

		CRACK!

		The flogger struck my back, and I let out a cry as he continued to strike me with each one hurting more than the last. I did everything in my power to not make the maid aware of the whipping I was receiving even though I had not cared a moment ago. 

		“You need to understand the power of such a tool.” Jonah said giving me a break from the lashings, “if you are to use this on Kristen you need to understand the pain that one feels when it is used against them.” He cracked me hard, but this time on my ass. “Do you understand?”

		“Yes Jonah, I understand.” I answered as I waited for his next strike.

		“Jonah? You think you can refer to me by name? He smacked me again, but this one was the hardest and I couldn’t contain my voice.

		“I’m sorry.” I cried out as he smacked me again, and again, and again.

		“You may be a goddess to Kristen, but I am your master!” He was making sure I remembered our conversation about the pecking order.

		My master grabbed me by my hair again, and led me towards the bed. Paying no attention the care I put into looking good for him, he pulled my thong down just enough for him to gain access to my pussy and rammed his hard erection into me.

		“I don’t have time to worry about your needs bitch! I’m only here to take what is mine!” He used the flogger again to show his dominance.

		I had never experienced a man take me like this before. It made me question the degree of cruelty I used against his wife. It felt like he had the need to express his dominance tenfold due to my behavior during our threesome the other night.

		His cock continued to thrust into me and as I was repeatedly struck with the flogger I was also brought to multiple orgasms within a short time. To this day, I have no idea if it was because I was being punished that brought on my orgasms, or because of the anger I sensed as he pummeled me mercilessly with his massive size.

		“You remember pulling out?” He said referencing when I pulled away as he had achieved orgasm which caused him to expel his seed on to Kristen’s face. 

		“Yes master, I remember!” I cried out as he continued to pleasure me.

		“You were not told to do that!” He said as he pulled his cock from me.

		I felt his hand grab my hair again, and he pulled me towards his cock. He was pumping it furiously and his seed began to shoot all over me. I was truly being punished for failing to obey the pecking order and the semen being shot into my face was proof of it.

		“I’m sorry master, I’m sorry!” I said as he humiliated my face with his come. 

		“Shut the fuck up!” He hit my ass again with the flogger and tossed it to the side.

		Silent with a semen covered face, I looked at him with sad eyes to acknowledge his power. I knew I could have used the safe word at any time, but I was pleasantly surprised with the power that he chose to confront me with. I wanted to thank him for the orgasms, but I chose to remain quiet as he had instructed me to do so. 

		When Jonah was finished coming, he pulled his pants up immediately. I knew that my makeup was ruined from his come, and I didn’t dare move to go to the bathroom to wash it. I accepted my fate as his little bitch to fuck and humiliate.

		“That’s a nice tool.” He said in a tone that I was much more familiar with. 

		I remained silent but looked at him as his come dripped from my chin to the bed.

		“I’m done. You can speak now.” He said giving me permission to be my regular self.

		“That was,” I paused and wiped my face with an old shirt I would wear at night, “amazing!” I looked at him as a god for a split second.

		“I see. Remember,” he started towards the door, “this tool is not to be taken likely. You know how it hurts, so be honest with yourself when you use that on Kristen.  

		“I understand master.” I said knowing that I could use his name but choosing to acknowledge his dominance.

		“Good,” he checked his luxury watch, “I need to get back in the office. This little meeting just set me back quite a bit. I hope you understand how lucky you are.” He lectured me.

		“Thank you.” I found myself copying Kristen by slightly bowing my head in a respectful manner. 

		“You can come over tomorrow and use that thing. Goodbye.” Jonah left and closed the door behind me.

		Once he left, I turned on my back and allowed his seed to remain on my face. I had never been whipped before, and the pain it inflicted was addictive. It almost seemed like a good idea to try whipping myself the next time I masturbated, but I knew it wouldn’t hurt as good as when a powerful figure is the one wielding it against you. 

		

		Understanding my sexuality

		The following day after I was finished laying by the pool I decided to go to the gym. It was another one of those workout days where I planned on putting in my earbuds and ignoring everybody so that I could focus on my workout and my thoughts. I had a lot of different feelings inside of my head considering my own sexuality. It didn’t hit me until I was left laying on my bed with semen covering my face and a whipped ass that still felt the pain from Jonah’s wrath. 

		As I jogged at a slow pace on the treadmill, I was also fixated on the desire I had a few moments before Jonah entered my room. The desire to have a woman with her face buried in my ass didn’t leave me, and I wondered why it was I didn’t feel the same about having a man doing it. 

		“Why does it need to be a woman licking my ass?” I thought to myself as I picked up the pace of my workout.

		I started to notice myself checking out both the men, and women in the gym. Usually I would glance over at a hot guy that was putting up some weight, but now I found myself looking at the bodies of women with the desire to see them naked as opposed to usually just wanting to mentally criticize their fashion choices. It was a really strange thing for me to be like this, but I was also aware that I had had many abnormal sexual encounters since I had gone down the path of becoming a cuckquean. 

		It became crystal clear that I viewed men as dominants, and women as submissives. Every woman that I considered attractive became even more attractive to me when I visualized them on their knees satisfying me. I had no intention of licking them, but I did have the urge to touch them. It became clearer to me that I definitely had some bisexual tendencies.

		Jonah had sent me a message to tell me to come over whenever I was ready to play with him and Kristen. Suddenly, I found myself without the desire to finish my workout and head home to grab the flogger, leash, and collar. It occurred to me that I had forgotten to ask Jonah to take the leash and collar with him after he ravished and humiliated me. It never entered my mind to tell that man to do anything, however small, after I had been exposed to his hyper dominant side.

		“I’m at the gym now. I just need to stop home to grab some toys, and I’ll be on my way over. Master, please tell the little bitch to be ready for her goddess! ;)” I sent to him to reassure him of my acknowledgement of the pecking order. 

		“The little toe licker is ready. She’s waiting, and your Master needs to come. Don’t make me wait.” He replied.

		I headed straight to the showers after I read his message.

		“Hey, Jess!” It was Lisa, “Did you hear the rumor floating around about Kristen and Jonah finding their third?”

		“Oh, no.” I said, “I hadn’t heard anything about it. Sorry Lisa, I would love to chat, but I need to get a shower and get going.”

		“Okay, no problem I ju-” She stopped talking when I interrupted.

		“Sorry sweetie, I really need to get going. I’ll talk to you next time!” I turned towards the showers and didn’t look back fearing that she would try to open up the conversation again.

		I didn’t care if she called me a bitch behind my back.

		“She better not say anything, or she’ll end up becoming a cuckquean herself!” I said to myself quietly.

		Thankfully the showers were empty and no one became aware of my new passion for cucking out women in long term relationships.

		

		Pathetic cuckquean part II

		When I arrived at their home, I was armed with the proper toys to show Kristen her position. I said nothing to her when she greeted me at the door. While she tried to talk, I fastened the collar around her neck and showed her the flogger that I was holding.

		“Jonah told me about his meeting with you. He said I’m in for something big!” The cuckquean said practically oozing of excitement.

		“Shut up, I don’t need to hear your life story. Clothes. Off. Now!” I tugged the leash to let her know that she was not in a position of power.

		“How are you?” Jonah said as he entered the room. “Nice skirt. How did you know I’m a sucker for skirts?” He was showing me more respect in front of his wife. 

		At first his respect confused me, but then I realized if he were to humiliate me it wouldn’t look good when I tried to dominate Kristen. There had to be an appearance of mutual respect between the two of us, so I decided not to refer to him as master. This decision appeared to be the correct one. 

		“On your knees cuckquean.” Jonah ordered to his future wife.

		“Yes Master,” she said doing as she was told.

		I walked her around the room in circles, and she obediently followed behind me.

		“Put your face up my skirt cuckquean!” I ordered.

		She put her face up my skirt and began to kiss my bare ass. I had decided that I would not need undergarments today, and it would make things easier for situations like this.

		“Follow me. We’re going upstairs.” I began to walk towards the steps with her face still under my skirt.

		She wasn’t able to see anything except my ass. If there was enough light for her to even witness the glory of my ass I don’t know, but she was given the pleasure of being able to worship it while simultaneous being led up stairs. I was impressed with her ability, and it made me suspect that Jonah had trained her on the leash quite some time ago.

		“She does well on the leash.” Jonah said confirming what I had already suspected. “It’s one of her true callings on this Earth.” Jonah said from the top of the stairs.

		When we reached the bedroom, I instructed the cuckquean to remove her head from my ass. Jonah, like he had done to me before, gripped her by the hair and dragged her to the corner of the room. He must have purchased two sets of handcuffs, because I watched him cuff each hand separately to pieces of furniture in the room. Her bare back was turned to me, and I had the flogger in my hand. I was excited to be able to use it on her.

		“Go ahead. Punish the cuckquean.” Jonah took a seat in a chair by the bed. “I’ll be sitting this one out. I’m just here to observe my two women play.”

		This was it. My true session without the involvement of Jonah. I was in complete control as the goddess that lorded over the cuckquean’s pathetic life. I held the flogger over her head, so that the strips of leather were dangling in front of her face. She struggled slightly as if she was trying to free herself from bondage.

		“Do you think you can escape?” I asked as I relentlessly struck her bare back with the flogger, “do you deserve to be free?” I asked.

		The sound of the whip was only dwarfed by the sound of her whimpers. I was in control of her pleasure, and I looked as Jonah nodded at me approvingly.

		“Harder.” He instructed while taking a sip from his glass. “She can take it.” 

		“Do you hear that bitch?” I yelled as I struck her with nearly all of my power.

		She let out a scream, but she surprised me with her reaction.

		“Please goddess, please hit me harder! Please! I deserve to be punished.” She was begging for more pain.

		I double checked with Jonah who once again nodded to assure me that it was okay. Winding my arm back as far as it went, I came down hard and swift on the cuckquean. My lashes started off coming one at a time, but I found myself working my wrists in a figure eight motion to repeatedly strike her with the whip. Her cries became normal for me to hear, and my juices began to flow as a result.

		I tossed the whip to the bed and stepped over her arms with my legs. There was a gap for me stand in front of her with my ass on her face.

		“Lick.” I commanded as I spread my cheeks.

		The moment I felt her tongue, I lifted my feet and rested them on the furniture. This put the entire weight of my body on her face. I could hear her breathing maniacally as she pleasured my ass with her tongue. 

		Jonah looked at me with impressed eyes, and it became apparent that he could not resist any longer. 

		“Kristen.” he said, and I lifted my ass from her face so that she could respond to him, “I’m going to take your ass.”

		“Thank you Master.” She said happy to hear the news of Jonah fucking her in the ass.

		I was shocked. Never, and I mean never, had I heard of a situation in which a woman thanked her partner for wanting to fuck her up the ass. She truly was designed to be humiliated and used as if she was nothing more than a come dumpster.

		I couldn’t resist the sight, so I turned my body so that she could pleasure my pussy. I wanted to witness her ass being penetrated by his huge member, and I wanted her to lick my pussy clean while she endured it.

		After moving her body slightly, Jonah spit on his hard cock and I watched it disappear inside of her ass. Her eyes rolled back into the back of her head as she began to feel a form of pleasure that I was jealous of.

		“Lick!” I commanded. “You’re neglecting your goddess!” 

		“I’m sorry goddess.” She said as she began to lick me.

		I took control of her head, and by using her ears as handles I began to ram her face against my pussy. She was being used by both of her masters and she wasn’t able to do anything about it.

		Jonah was not being easy on her ass. His thrusts appeared to be some of the most powerful thrusts that I had seen from him. His cock nearly coming all of the way from her ass before shoving it back in with great speed. Each one made the cuckquean’s face become uglier as she grunted and groaned while licking up my juices.

		“Come on bitch! I’m almost there! Keep going!” I was in a pure state of joy and struggled to keep my eyes open as her ass was getting pummeled. 

		“Fuck you bitch!” Jonah was smacking her ass as she began to tremble from the brutality of his cock.

		He pulled his cock from her ass and jammed it inside of her pussy which caused her to scream into my pussy from the joy. Having just had her ass stimulated to the extreme she was now getting her pussy worked. As I began to orgasm, I couldn’t help but have slight feelings of jealousy over the pleasure she was enduring.

		My legs began to shake, and I used her face rapidly to stimulate my clip, before pushing her away. The orgasm had made me squirt my juices on her face, and I was impressed that it had happened. I’ve only been able to do that if it was just myself masturbating. Something about witnessing her complete, and utter degradation brought out the best of my orgasm. 

		Jonah began spanking her as his cock began to empty, and he lost all control of his face. He held his cock inside of her for a moment as he tried to regain composure. Him and I shared the same facial expression, while Kristen handcuffed, and brutally fucked had the only smile on her face.

		

		Epilogue 

		It did not surprise me when Kristen asked me to be the maid of honor at her wedding. Even though I wasn’t surprised, I was honored with the request. I showed that I had entered their marriage in a meaningful way that was mutually beneficial. The only rule, however, was that I respect the secrecy of our arrangement.

		“You can come with us on our honeymoon too!” She said, “we’ll pay for everything! We’re going to Cancun.”

		The invitation to the honeymoon was something that surprised me. I was told that I would be given my own room right next to theirs, and I would have the freedom to bring back anybody that I chose to. The only thing that they asked was that I would remain available for sessions.

		“The resort is really nice. It’s the nicest place in the whole area, and I’m sure you’ll enjoy yourself.” Jonah said trying to persuade me to join them.

		It seemed strange that they felt the need to persuade me to go to Cancun on an all-expenses paid sex vacation, but I played along.

		“I’d love to come!” I said as I wrapped my arms around the two of them. “I can’t let this little bitch go unchecked!” I playfully pushed Kristen.

		It was a strange dynamic, the three of us, but it worked. Everyone was happy about it, and while people on the outside would say bad if they knew what was going on behind the closed doors; we didn’t care. They could have their boring, vanilla sex lives, and watch their porn while their significant other was away to get their jollies off. We would enjoy reality and embrace our inner urges to be sexually free, and toast wine in our pursuit to the next powerful climax.
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		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.

		

		Cuckqueaned by the Maid

		Am I the only woman that wants to see her husband with the maid?

		Things were getting busy, and we needed a maid to help around the house. I asked all of my friends if they had any recommendations, and I kept hearing the same name, Rosita. When I first met Rosita I didn't believe she was a maid. She was a young, beautiful Latina women with a round butt that made me question my preferences. 

		I hired her knowing that my husband, Jim, was going to take a liking to her. Cameras were installed so that I could see if my husband was going to try and cheat on me.

		He did, and I could see everything that they were doing. Instead of driving home and putting an end to it, I found myself enjoying my husband's betrayal. Seeing my husband with the maid should have angered me, but it made me crave more.

		Rosita eventually discovered that I had been monitoring them, and instead of severing ties with us to save face, she realized that I had allowing this to happen. She knew that I wanted it to continue, and she wanted to get me involved. 

		It appeared that my humiliation fed her ego, and she did everything that she could to see me squirm.

		This novelette is 12,600 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.
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