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		Evil Cuckcake

		

		Sensing a problem in their marriage

		Kayla was always super nice to me, and one of the few friends I could count on for anything. It didn’t matter what it was, if I called her she would pick up the phone and do anything in her power to help me out. She was a nice person for this, and that was one of my primary reasons for keeping her around as a friend. Other than that, I really couldn’t stand her personality. I thought she talked too much, and she had this way of thinking that she was better than all of the single ladies in our friend group. I don’t know why she felt just because she tricked a guy into marriage that she somehow was suddenly better than the rest of us. If anything, it made her a bit of a con artist.

		That’s not to say I think all women that get married are con artists. I just felt that way about Kayla because she was always talking poorly about her man, and how she felt that she was the one with the power in the relationship. It wasn’t till I met her husband, Dave, that I realized she was full of it. He was way out of her league. Not just a little more deserving, but he had the looks, and the bank account, to warrant a supermodel type woman. Kayla was aging from years of smoking, and she was starting to put on the pounds. 

		Dave was such a sweet man. When I first met him, he came up to me and shook my hand and was very polite to everyone at the party. He didn’t swear or say anything that made people uncomfortable, but he also didn’t just try and stay quiet the whole time to avoid making a mistake. He was, depending how you looked at it, the life of the party, and people just naturally gravitated towards him. Even the other guys at the party showed more interest in him at times than some of the single ladies that were dressed in the hopes of taking a man home. He just had something about him.

		Weeks after the party, Kayla was back to her normal routine of trashing her husband behind his back.

		“He doesn’t do anything around the house. I’m expected to cook and clean every single time!” She said one night over a few drinks.

		“To be fair he does work a lot.” I tried to defend Dave because I could understand why he expected her to do things around the house, “I mean, you don’t have to work because he makes so much money.”

		“It’s not fair!” She was fuming, “this is NOT how marriage is supposed to be!”

		Her anger was beyond me. She just couldn’t seem to comprehend the idea that most women would happily do what he requested. Dave made a ton of money. I was ignorant to the fact that there was more going on behind the scenes. Kayla’s problems were really issues that she had with herself.

		I didn’t worry too much about her and Dave until she started attacking me personally for defending him. It just didn’t seem fair to put the guy on blast for doing what most men tend to do, especially when she had one that was far above her in terms of looks and income. She wasn’t even employed, nor was she a particularly beautiful woman. Women like me should have offered more competition and gave Dave the opportunity to leave his sorry ass wife in the dust. It was when I considered this idea that I decided that if the opportunity ever presented itself, I would make a pass at her husband. Even if it didn’t result in a divorce, it was becoming personal for me and I just wanted to stick it to her. 

		Our friend group had another party and Kayla and Dave showed up to it. Dave was the designated driver and his wife was drunk beyond repair. At first, she wasn’t an issue, but it wasn’t until she started pounded more shots did she become unbearable to be around. 

		“You think you are all that,” she said as she was having difficulty standing up, “you sit there on the sidelines without any man in your life and you think you have the right to tell me that I should be a better wife!”

		“Honey, sweetheart,” I tried to be the better woman and prevent the issue from becoming worse, “listen why don’t you have a glass of water and sit down. Here, follow me.”

		I had my hand out for her to grab onto, but she freaked out at me. She called me every name in the book, and she didn’t hold back one bit. The music was still playing, but it felt like somebody cut it due to the sound of her sloppy voice. It was the sound of death, and the only person that had a chance to stop it was Dave. He ran over to her and grabbed her by the hand. He looked embarrassed, as he should have felt being associated with such a vile woman, as he led her towards the exit. 

		They weren’t even at the party long enough for the host to break the food out. It didn’t stop us from having a good time, and it gave us all a ton of gossip material. People were asking me about the problem Kayla had with me, and I just told them the truth.

		“She constantly complains about her husband because he expects her to do all of the work at home.” I said.

		“Well it is the twenty-first century,” one man cut in, “he should help!”

		“I would agree under normal circumstances,” I defended my position, “the thing is he is out there running a business and making an absolute killing. When he gets home, he probably doesn’t have the energy to do much of anything, and he allows her to stay at home all day!”

		I was changing minds one at a time with my explanations. People tried to side with her, which shows how much slack she was given, and eludes to the problem between her and Dave. It became clear that somebody had to save Dave, and the only way that I thought I could help would be to find a way to get between the two of them so that he would rethink his relationship with her.

		He didn’t know this, but I had caught him checking me out a few times. The thing is, I like to bend over to see if anyone checks out my ass when they think I’m not aware. What they don’t know is that I have my phone in my back pocket recording what’s going on behind me. To them, it just looks like I have my phone in my back pocket, but really, I’m using my ass as bait and filming people’s natural responses when they don’t think I’ll be able to find out. I learn a lot about people doing this, and it’s helped me figure out if guys were just playing hard to get or if they were really not interested. Dave was definitely attracted to me. The challenge would be finding a way to speak to him alone without his disgusting wife around to interfere with my master plan.

		

		Sorry about my wife

		I was surprised when Dave hit me up on social media. We were friends, but we never actually talked. Hell, I don’t think we even liked one another’s posts. His message was private, and I couldn’t blame him for it once I saw it.

		“Marissa, I am SO sorry about the part last night. Kayla was sloshed, and everything she did was way out of line. She has since sobered up, but she seems to be holding a major grudge. I’m not too sure what happened between you two, but it is bad.” His message read.

		His message took me by surprise. It didn’t seem likely that he would reach out to me, and it made me consider the evil plan that was starting to form in my mind from that night. If I played it right, there was a possibility that I could have him stray from his wife. Playing it in a way that made it look like it was his idea was my best bet. If I was too forward, there was a chance he might react negatively and then show his wife the message. This would give her proof to run around and drag my good name through the mud. I wanted to protect my reputation, and if I risked tarnishing it, it would have to be because I got to enjoy the fruits of my labor. Being called out as a homewrecker and not getting the privilege of sleeping with her husband was less than ideal.

		“Yeah that was so crazy! I hope everything is okay with her. From what I can tell it looks like she has been having a hard time! Warm wishes!” I replied to him.

		What I was trying to do was not show my hand but give him an opportunity to continue the conversation. I didn’t ask any questions, but my statements made it so that he may want to respond to them. It was a strategy that I frequently used when dealing with guys and it seemed to work most of the time. The next part of my strategy was to leave the conversation alone. If he responded immediately I wanted there to be a large gap between our messages. Appearing uneager was crucial to maintaining control of the situation.

		I left my phone in my room to resist the temptation of responding to his reply and started doing some basic house work that needed to be done anyways. Cleaning my home always helped clear and settle my thoughts. Even though I wasn’t directly thinking about the conversation with Dave and where it could go, my mind was passively working out the kinks. It was like having an extra sense working full time in the background. It was how I handled things.

		Suddenly, I found myself arguing with a hypothetical Kayla while I was vacuuming the floor. My body was filled with rage at the thought of everything she said, and I was imagining myself pinning her to the floor with my crotch in her face.

		“Lick my pussy bitch!” I screamed while I pushed the vacuum.

		I was taking this harder than I thought. Not only did I want to convince her husband to leave her, but I also wanted to sexually dominate her. The primary issue was how to make that happen. It didn’t seem like something you could just do.

		 Only when I was finished with what I set out to do did I eventually check my phone to see his response. When I unlocked my phone and pulled up the app, I saw that he had sent me two messages.

		“I’ve got you now!” I said to myself knowing that I was on the path to victory.

		His messages were time stamped an hour apart from each other, so it wasn’t like he quickly added a thought as it came to him. He was desperate to hear from me, and he was practically begging for my attention.

		“Everything is not okay. Kayla has been starting fights with me the second I walk through the door, and she doesn’t seem to show any signs of slowing down.” His first message read.

		I knew that I had him when I read his first message. He basically was trying to open a conversation where he could vent and start bashing his wife. I was the designated person to talk to when one wanted to complain to the other, but I would treat Dave differently. Kayla got angry when I gave her my opinion, but Dave would be at my doorstep begging to come inside.

		“She has been eating like crazy. So much to the point where I am not even attracted to her anymore. Her clothing holds a lot of her fat in, and I know everyone can tell that she’s gained weight, but if you were to see her with her clothes off you would be disgusted.” His second message read.

		The second message came as a bit of a surprise. I expected these things to come out eventually, but not so quickly and voluntarily. It did, however, confirm my suspicions that they were having difficulty in the bedroom. I couldn’t blame Dave at all for it. His wife had let herself go, and he was still fit and strong. He deserved a woman that took good care of herself, not a fat and disgusting slob.

		“I’m sorry to hear that Dave. If you ever need to talk my door is always open.” I sent back.

		I kept it simple but gave him a huge opening to come see me. Once I had the man come to my house, I knew that I could easily seduce him, and the seed would be planted. He would know that there was greener grass, and his fat ass wife would lose any chance she had of salvaging a relationship with such a good man. Critics might argue that if he cheated on her he was not a good man, but I would argue against that point. Being attached to such a freeloading disgusting woman is not a fair hand. She wasn’t always like that, and when he put a ring on her he was marrying the person she was, not who she became.

		“Hey, so if it isn’t too much to ask, I could use somebody to talk to right now…” He replied within two minutes.

		He was basically in the bag. At this point the future was pretty much set in stone. Why else would he want to come over my house? 

		“My doors open,” I sent to him along with my address.

		“I’m on my way.” He replied.

		I was glad that I cleaned up my home. The fact that he would be walking into a spotless place would make him reconsider his wife even more. Once he saw how good other women were, he would have no option but to leave her sorry ass.

		“Even if all I do is show him that he can get a better woman I have done my job. It doesn’t have to be me. You’re doing the right thing.” I said to myself to clear any doubtful thoughts from my mind. “You’ve got this!”

		

		Seducing a married man

		Before Dave came over I slipped into some fresh clothes. I decided to go with a sexy casual approach. Sporting my tight, pink sweatpants and white camisole seemed like a good idea. Underneath I wore a black push-up bra and a matching thong. My tits would look good when I was talking to him, and when I pretended to pick some things up, he would be able to see the outline of my thong. It was a look that I never wore in public, but I knew that it would get his attention without looking like I was trying to be a slut. 

		“He’s going to be drooling when he sees you!” I said to myself as I checked out my butt in the mirror.

		I already knew that he was interested in my butt, so that’s why it would be one of the main things I pushed in front of him. Once he arrived, I would get him comfortable and then pretend like I had to do a few tiny chores since I had company, and as a result he would be given multiple chances to check out my behind. His arousal would increase, and he would find himself having dirty thoughts and contemplating how to respond to them. It would be my job to make the decision very easy for him, and one that he would not regret in a million years.

		“I’m here.” He sent to me over the messaging app.

		I went outside and I could see his car parked in front of my house. When he saw me open the door he got out and started walking towards me.

		He was wearing a black polo shirt that fit his body perfectly. I could see his muscular pecs trying to break free of the shirt. His hair was always short, but it looked like he had just gotten a fresh haircut earlier in the day, and it made him look really handsome. 

		“Marissa!” He said as he got close to me, “how have you been?”

		He didn’t wait for me to reply for him to casually put his hands on me. He pulled me in for a friendly hug and he grazed my cheek with his lips. I could see where his head was at already.

		“I’m doing well. How are you?” I turned around so that he could see my ass before answering my question.

		“I-I’m alright.” He tripped over his words when he saw my ass, “wow, you have such a nice home!”

		“Thank you!” I turned around and his eyes shot up to my face, “I’m sorry it is such a mess in here!” 

		His eyes were having trouble meeting my eyes. He wanted to look at my chest, and I would look to the side to give him the chance to look without feeling as if he was being watched. I wanted him to see them.

		“Do you want something to drink?” I asked in the most feminine way possible.

		“Please.” He said.

		I opened the refrigerator and grabbed a bottle of water from the bottom drawer. I had some at my stomach’s level, but I opted for the ones low to the ground so that i could bend over. I felt a breeze on my skin as my pants slipped slightly down and revealed my thong. 

		I handed him the water and noticed that he was standing in a strange way. I couldn’t guarantee it, but I was pretty sure that he was trying to hide an erection. I couldn’t blame him, he probably only saw sexy women on the computer or on television. Dave opened the bottle of water and downed about half of it. He was obviously feeling some level of stress.

		“You didn’t come over here to just talk right?” I said trying to steer the conversation into the bedroom.

		“What do you mean by that?” He smartly said trying to gather more information before deciding to be honest.

		He already showed interest by coming over to my home, and there wasn’t anything that I said that implicated me too much. If he were to screenshot our messages, I could be called out for inviting him over, but all I would have to do is deny that anything happened. Here in my home, I could do anything, and nobody could ever know the truth of what happened.

		I was sitting down across from him and I leaned down and set my breasts on the table. I wanted to give him a better view.

		“I see you looking at me.” I slid my tits slowly back and forth on the table, “not just here, but everywhere else. I know you want me Dave.”

		Dave opened the bottle of water and drank the other half in an effort to stall while he thought of the best way to respond to my advance. 

		“I do find you attractive.” He said, “but I don’t know if acting on that attraction is the right thing to do to my wife.”

		“Your wife doesn’t love you.” I said coldly, “you should hear the awful things she says about you behind your back. If I were you I would leave her, and find a woman that can take better care of you.”

		He was getting more comfortable having his eyes on my chest. There was no use of him hiding his obvious desire to look because I was already giving him a free pass. I saw him subtly lick his lips before saying anything else.

		“I’m not sure.” He said.

		I knew that he was lying. He was sure that he wanted me, but he was afraid of the consequences. I decided to step up and make a bold move.

		I got up and walked towards him. I turned around and slowly lowered my butt onto his lap. With slow and circular motions I rubbed my ass around his crotch until I heard him moan slightly. His cock came to life and it began to poke through his pants. I focused my grinding on his cock for half a minute before taking it away. I looked back at him with a wink and a smile before I started to walk away. I didn’t look back to see his reaction, and instead kept walking towards the steps. I was banking on him following me upstairs to my bedroom.

		As I entered my room, I could hear his footsteps at the bottom of the steps. He took the bait, so I decided to pose for him when he found my bedroom. I got on all fours and had my ass in the air pointed in the direction of the door. I slowly waved it through the air so that when he walked in it would be the only thing that he could focus on. 

		“You really want it huh?” He said standing at the entrance to by bedroom.

		“Come on, I know you want to play with me.” I moved my ass around faster and looked back at him, “am I not sexy enough for you?”

		He ignored my question and walked towards me. He stood behind my ass as he tore off his polo shirt. His abs were nice. They weren’t perfectly sculpted but were what you would expect from a regular man with an athletic build. Surprisingly, he had a military tattoo right above his nipple. I had no idea that he had been in the service, and the thought of him being a soldier at one point made my pussy want him more.

		Dave shoved his face into my ass and held it there for a moment as he ran his hands across my lower back. It felt good to be touched by him and his desire to get so close to my ass made me feel good about myself. Not many men were willing to go near there with their faces, but I loved the intimacy factor. He moved his face and began tugging on the back of my sweatpants. I contorted my body into a planking position so that he could pull them down to my ankles, and then I got back on my knees so that he could remove them entirely.

		His face returned to my ass and he planted a few kisses while I removed my camisole. Once my shirt hit the floor, his kisses started to climb up my back and they sent chills into my spine. I moaned in approval as he made his way up to my neck. He pushed my hair to the other side and kissed my neck while his crotch dug into my behind. I could feel his hard cock and could gauge that his size was more than enough to fill me.

		He pulled my hair and moved his face around so that he could kiss my lips. Our tongues sparred for a moment before he bit down on my lip softly. His bite got harder and he released it right before I met my threshold for pain. His ability to know my body without having slept with me before was amazing.

		“I want you so bad.” I whispered as he turned me over on my back.

		Saying nothing, he worked his right hand under my back and pinched the hooks of my bra together so that it could come off. 

		He started kissing my chest right above the bra and then he bit down on it and pulled it. I straightened my arms so that he could get it off and he let it dangle in his mouth before I pulled it away from him. I wanted his lips on me not my bra. With both hands he squeezed my breasts as he kissed around my nipples. His lips teased me for awhile before he finally gave my nipples attention. He wrapped his lips around one and gently sucked while flicking his tongue around. I put my hand on his head and the other started to move down towards my crotch.

		“What do you think you’re doing?” He asked when he noticed my hand gunning for my pussy.

		He grabbed both of my wrists and slammed them to the bed on either side of my head. I bit down on my lip and his dominant play made my pussy practically ooze with lust. He was exerting his dominance just the way I expected a man to in the bedroom. He released my wrists, but only because he wanted to take his pants off. As he unbuttoned his pants, I worked on taking my thong off. 

		With his pants gone he put his hands between my legs and hooked them as he brought his large cock closer to my hole. To provoke his dominance, I shoved my thong into his face, and he allowed me to do it for a moment before he ripped them from my hand and threw it to the other side of the room.

		“Do you think I’m pretty?” I said as a final test of his ability to maintain control.

		He ignored me and instead pushed his cock into my hole. I gasped and closed my eyes from his size, and when I opened them, he was smiling.

		I could see the pride he had for himself as he looked down on me with his cock moving in and out of my pussy. He was gentle at first as he monitored my ability to take him, but as soon as he discovered that my pussy had become acclimated, his thrusts became merciless.

		“Do you think I’m pretty?” I let out in between moans.

		“Shut up.” He said firmly.

		With my legs hooked in his arms he managed to slide one of his hands around and onto my face. He put his palm over my mouth and wouldn’t let go. His desire to shut me up and avoid answering my question made me wonder why he wouldn’t tell me that I was pretty. His cock was speaking for him, however, as it continued to pump in and out of me. He eventually released his hand from my mouth, and I could see it from the look in his eyes not to test him anymore. He had already won.

		He leaned forward into me and my knees were touching the bed behind me. I felt exposed, and I liked it. My walls were tight around his cock and he was hitting spots that were unknown to me. My inability to keep quiet only encouraged his dominance. As I became more enthusiastic, he became more powerful. It was with this that I knew that I held at least some small form of power. I could aid his masculinity with my femininity, and the realization of this was one of the hottests things I had ever imagined. 

		“I’m going to come.” I said, “keep going, just like that.”

		He listened to what I said. There was no attempt to be spiteful and ruin my orgasm. He wanted me to come just as much as I wanted too.

		I could feel his cock pulsing inside of me. His come had built up throughout the night and he was ready to explode inside of me. I closed my eyes as my orgasm took control of my body and I went limp. Dave was able to keep me in position with his strong arms as he continued to pump a few more times so that his cock would break the seal and empty itself inside of my pussy. His come shot inside of me and the high pressure amplified my feelings. My eyes opened and I could see sweat dripping down his face as he breathed heavily. He thrusted slowly a few more times, and eventually he stopped with his cock at the deepest point of my pussy. He set my legs gently on the bed and he wrapped his hands under my head as he let his body make contact with mine. Our sweat was mixing together, and his cock stayed inside of me until it eventually went soft. 

		“Wow.” I said, “I think I need a cigarette.” I laughed weakly because my body was too tired to endure too much laughter.

		

		I wish Kayla could have seen that

		I returned to the bedroom after going into the bathroom to clean myself. Walking was difficult, as my body still hadn’t got over the powerful orgasm that I experienced. He had a different ability than what I was used to, and it made me rethink the quality of men that I entertained throughout the course of my life. 

		Dave had put most of clothes back on while I was in the bathroom, but I remained naked. I didn’t like to get dressed after sex. Being naked made me feel free, and the way that feeling interacted with my post-orgasm mood put me in a state of mind that I wished would never end. 

		“Do you regret it?” I asked when I noticed Dave zoning out in deep thought.

		“No,” he snapped out of it, “not even the slightest. I was just thinking about how that was the first orgasm I’ve had in a long time.”

		“I see,” I sat down next to him and began rubbing his back, “was it good?”

		“Yeah.” He answered.

		“Do you think I’m pretty?” I couldn’t stop laughing after the words came out of my mouth.

		He shook his head at me with a big, wide smile. With his hand, he pushed me on my back and pinned me to the bed with his body. He didn’t stop smiling until he lowered head down to kiss me. This kiss was different. It was more sensual and romantic. I could sense elements of lust, but the motivation behind was to show affection more than to initiate sex.

		The conversation eventually shifted towards the topic of his wife and the harsh reality of what had just occurred.

		“I just cheated on my wife.” He said calmly and in a serious tone.

		I knew that whatever I said at this point had to be carefully crafted as to avoid making him feel regret and shame. From my point of view, he did nothing wrong, and I wanted to convey that to him.

		“What just happened was beautiful,” I said, “there was real chemistry between us. I felt it. Did you feel it Dave?” I asked hoping to take the focus from his wife and bring it back to the two of us.

		“I’ve never felt that kind of sexual connection before,” he said. “I want to do it again, but my mind keeps telling me that this hasn’t been pushed far enough.”

		“What do you mean?” His response perplexed me.

		“I wish Kayla could have seen that.” His tone changed and became more cheerful, “is that wrong?”

		He really threw me off guard with that statement. I expected him to either talk about how this couldn’t happen again or talk about how we could continue seeing one another without drawing suspicion.

		“I wonder how she would have reacted,” I said, “what do you think she would have done?”

		“I think she would have tried to have sex with you.” His tone returned to being serious, “I think my wife is unhappy because she’s interested in women.”

		We both sat in silence after he confessed that he thought that his wife was interested in women. I wondered what he exactly meant. Was she bisexual? Was she a lesbian that was trapped in a marriage? My mind was going a thousand miles per hour before Dave finally broke the silence and halted my brain from over analyzing the situation.

		“So we’ve lived together for god knows how long, and she hasn’t worked a single day since we’ve lived together. She’s always on the computer.” He was shaking his head, “then one day I decide to use the computer. My gut just told me, “she’s got to be doing something weird on that damned computer.” I don’t know why I got the feeling, but I had to get a definitive answer.”

		“What did you find?” I asked, “was she cheating on you with another woman?” 

		“No.” He said, “what I found surprised me. Like it didn’t even make sense at first. She had been reading these strange blogs that were written by married women. They talked about this weird sex thing called cuckqueaning. I had no idea what it was and it sent me down a rabbit hole.”

		I had never heard of the term cuckqueaning before. The only thing that came to mind was “cuckolding.” That was a thing where the husband likes to let his wife bang other guys while he watches. I always thought it was a bit strange, like, what guy would let that happen? When he told me that the only thing I could think of was that she wanted to be the woman during a cuckold session.

		“What’s cuckqueaning?” I asked to see if my thoughts were correct. “I’ve never heard that word in my entire life.”

		 “Cuckqueaning is essentially when a woman watches her man with another woman. It’s like the female version of a cuckold if you’ve ever heard that term.” 

		I pretended to be ignorant about cuckolds. I didn’t want to send the message that I knew all kinds of weird and kinky things. It was best if I came off as somewhat innocent and naive for now.

		“She’s really into it. It looks to be all that she watches and reads on the computer. She’s not happy with the marriage because I’m not cheating on her.” He said, “but I just did cheat on her. The only problem is she didn’t get to see it.”

		I was fascinated by what he was saying about his wife’s interests. They seemed to line up with what I was trying to accomplish. I didn’t pity her one bit. Even if it was what she craved, I wanted the bitch to see me with her husband. I wanted to see her at my feet, worshiping me, begging me while I dominate her existence. She was a vile woman, as far as I was concerned, and she was unfit to be a wife to such a wonderful husband. This new information about her did not deter me, in fact, it only amplified my desire to ruin her life as she knew it. She may sexually crave her husband to stray, but she never experienced it. I wanted to be the one to make her fantasy reality. It could only be me.

		“I have an idea,” I said, “you know there’s another party coming up soon. If you could keep her sober, I’m sure all of our friends wouldn’t mind you guys coming back.”

		“Okay, and?” He seemed interested in what I had to say.

		“It’s simple really. We’ll let her catch us fooling around and see how she reacts.”

		He didn’t answer me right away. Silently, I could see his mind working hard trying to see the potential pitfalls of going along with my idea.

		“What if she makes a huge scene?” He asked.

		“It’s a risk.” I brushed my hand against his cheek, “look, you’re not happy and neither is she. If this goes south, you’ll be able to break free. If it goes well you’ll be living every married man’s dream. You literally can’t lose here Dave.”

		“Let’s do it.” He said as he got over his mental barriers, “let’s give the bitch what she wants!”

		He pulled my body tight to his. His face was nuzzled in my chest and he breathed deep through his nose. He was smelling my scent. 

		“Smell bad?” I asked half jokingly.

		“No,” he sniffed again, “I was just thinking about how I actually enjoy your scent. I won’t go near Kayla unless she’s bathed.” 

		I couldn’t hold back my laughter. Kayla did seem like the type of woman to only shower if she had to leave the house. Knowing what I know about her lack of housework, I imagined their home having a bit of a sour odor. It must have been a relief for Dave to come over to my home that I actually clean.

		“But I’m sweaty from all the hot sex!” I protested.

		“So what?” He started to lick my chest, “you taste so good!” 

		We shared a few more moments of intimacy before he finally had to go home. He didn’t want to leave, but he had to wake up early in the morning so that he could attend to his business. I walked him to the front door without any clothes. I wanted the last thing he saw to be my naked body before he had to go home to his aging, fat wife.

		“Goodnight.” He said before pulling me in for a kiss, “I’ll see you at the party.”

		“I’ll have somebody else text Kayla with the details. Goodnight!” I said as he left my home.

		

		She saw everything

		I had Cathy, the woman that was hosting the party, invite Kayla and Dave. I did this to minimize any possible backlash about Dave and I fucking. If people caught us, that wouldn’t look too good, but if they caught us and realized that I set the whole thing up it would look even worse. Having learned about Kayla’s fetish, I didn’t worry so much about her blowing up and making a scene. It seemed more likely that she would silently watch as I made her husband feel like a man.

		Normally I would show up to a party fashionably late, but this time I chose a different approach. I got there early. The reason for this was because I didn’t want to be in the limelight for very long. When you show up late to a party, everyone comes up to you and gives you a ton of attention. Tonight was not about getting that kind of attention. Tonight was about the completion of a mission that Dave and I planned. Hopefully only three people would know there was sex happening.

		I helped Cathy set up and we talked about the regular non-eventful happenings in our social group. Listening to her ramble on about meaningless gossip wasn’t interesting to me, but I dealt with it because I had a greater cause in the back of my mind that I didn’t want to mess up. People started to arrive as time went on, and the spotlight was quickly taken away from me and onto the guests as they showed up. Kayla and Dave showed up a few minutes late, and luckily it looked like Kayla was on her best behavior. Having had such an embarrassing performance during the last party, it looked like she learned or lesson. 

		Dave was looking particularly good tonight. I noticed the other women whispering to one another about his shirt. It was tight, and you could see his frame well. Kaya didn’t even seem to feel any pride at all. If only she knew what he had planned for her.

		“Hey Kayla, how are you?” I tried to be as cordial as possible.

		She walked straight past me without acknowledging me. I could’ve sworn I heard her say “bite me” under her breath.

		“Game on bitch,” I thought to myself as I became filled with the hunger for revenge, “game fucking one!”

		I became very patient and I slowly withdrew from conversations. I wanted my eventual exit to go unnoticed for the most part, and I was counting on Dave’s absence being the trigger to put Kayla on the hunt for him. Everyone was mingling well, but there was an obvious amount of discontent with Kayla’s presence. She was being given the chance to redeem herself, and she wasn’t particularly trying to hard. However, she wasn’t making any socially risky plays that would hurt her more. As I sat away from everybody pretending to be busy on my cell phone, I was able to observe the room. Kayla was growing more attached to Dave by the minute. It was likely because she could sense that people weren’t exactly thrilled to see her at the party. 

		I didn’t want to text Dave to tell him that I was ready, because it seemed likely that Kayla would be hovering over his shoulder looking at his phone while he read my message. Instead, I waited for him to eventually look over at me and I flicked my eyes quickly in the direction where I planned to meet him. I started walking to the stairs and I looked back to see that nobody saw me besides Dave. I went into Cathy’s bedroom and waited for him on the bed with the lights off.

		Being the type of woman that plans things out, I decided to wear medium length dress with no panties. We wouldn’t have the luxury of being able to spend hours fooling around. I wanted to give Dave the easiest access to my pussy that was possible, and I also wanted to avoid us looking a mess when we were finished. I figured he would end up fucking me with his pants hanging around his ankles with his shirt pulled up over his abs. My mind had it all worked out, and all I had to do was wait for him.

		I got nervous when I heard footsteps and saw a shadow approaching the bedroom. I crossed my fingers and prayed that it was Dave, and not Cathy. It would be hard to explain why I was just sitting on her bed, but at least if she caught us fucking there would be an obvious reason for being in her bedroom. I didn’t want Cathy to think I was doing something shady like trying to steal her jewelry or something.

		“Marissa.” I heard Dave whispering as he walked through the hallway, “where are you?”

		I answered him quietly, but loud enough for him to hear where the voice was coming from. He entered the room without saying anything else, and he beelined straight to me.

		“We have to be careful not to mess up the bed.” I whispered in his ears.

		“Fuck this bed. Fuck Cathy, that insufferable bitch!” He said with a low volume laugh.

		I had the feeling that there were going to be repercussions in one form or another. It seemed like Dave didn’t care about anything. His lack of worry turned me on, but it worried me as well. There was a very real possibility that I wouldn’t be seeing my friends ever again. I would be labeled a homewrecker and a disgusting slut that fucked a man on my friend’s bed. It wouldn’t go over well, and I would be the subject of ridicule for years if they ever found out. I accepted my potential fate. Dave’s cock was worth it, but even more than his cock was the possibility of humiliating Kayla. I wanted to turn her life upside down even if it meant giving her the experience that she fantasized about. 

		Dave pushed me down on the bed and got on top of me fast. It took me by surprise. Our lips met and his hand found itself on my leg. Slowly, his hand glided up my leg and under my dress. His strong touch made me feel weak again, and I realized that I was addicted to his strength. He lifted his body from mine enough so that he could put the bottom of my dress between our bodies to expose my bottom half. I wiggled my ass around until it was freely resting on Cathy’s bed. The idea of rubbing my bare ass on her bed made me feel hot, and then I realized my juices would eventually soak into her comforter as well. 

		“I waited for somebody to come and talk to us and then I walked away. I looked back, and my eyes met Kayla’s before I came upstairs. She knows I came up here, so I’m sure she’ll come looking when that person stops talking.” He said before kissing my neck.

		“I can’t wait to see the look on her face.” I said as I gasped from the warmth of his lips on my neck.

		As he kissed me, he was grinding his cock between my legs. I felt it evolve from soft and indifferent to hard and full of life. It began poking me through his pants and whether he knew it or not, it was hitting my clit and making me ready to receive him. I put my hands on his hips and felt his hard body. I pulled at his pants to signal to him that I wanted him to take them off, and he got the message. He lifted himself from my body and unbuttoned his pants and pulled them around. He put both of his hands under my knees and pulled me to the corner of the bed. His pants remained around his ankles and he teased my pussy with his hard cock. Feeling his crown rub my clit made me moan louder than I had been.

		As his cock entered me I noticed a shadow moving in the hallway. My heart was beating fast enough to make me feel as if it was going to explode as I discreetly looked at the door to see who would stumble upon Dave and I having sex. The shadow stopped moving, and it stood still right before the door. Somebody was on the other side listening to us.

		I contemplating telling David about the person that was listening to us, but I decided against it. I didn’t want him to stop thrusting inside of me, nor did I want to make him feel nervous about who was on the other side of the wall. It had to happen organically. I put my hand over my mouth to muffle my moans, and I did my best to keep an eye on the door without Dave realizing what I was looking at.

		A head appeared in the doorway; it was Kayla. There was enough light for me to see who it was, but not enough for me to be able to easily see her face. She didn’t say a word. She tiptoed to the other side of the door so that she could get a better angle. She remained silent. It was then I realized that she didn’t know I could see her. Knowing who it was, I moved my hand from my mouth and let my moans out. I moaned just loud enough for the bitch to be able to hear the pleasure her husband was giving me.

		Dave had no idea that his wife was witnessing our affair and it made me hornier. We intended for it to happen like this, but I felt like I was holding a naughty secret from him as he filled my pussy. My walls were tightly around his cock as he pumped his cock. He didn’t appear concerned at all if there was anybody potentially watching us. From what I could tell, he was only thinking about spilling his load inside of me. 

		I put my hands on either side of his face and pulled him in for a kiss. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Kayla cover her mouth with her hands. Kissing might have been a bit more intimacy than she expected. I knew that this would slash her ego and cause increased jealousy, but I was impressed with her ability to maintain composure. Her silence was admirable when you considered the fact that she was experiencing both betrayal and arousal. 

		Kayla became secondary when Dave started to go even harder. It was as if he could sense that my mind was preoccupied and so his instinct took over and made him attempt to bring me back into the moment. It worked. His power made me put my hand back over my mouth, because he was hitting the spots that would make howl loud enough to draw attention from the party downstairs. I turned my head to the side and his thrusting made it bounce off of the bed while I looked at his wife watching us fuck. I imagined her being able to see my eyes and I looked right where hers would be. The feeling of dominance over her was the catalyst that made my orgasm possible. My moans were muffled by my hand and soon I could feel his cock contracting inside of me. My body went limp as his come entered me, and I removed my hand from my mouth so that I could get back to a normal rate of breathing. 

		Kayla disappeared from the door as we finished. She must have known that we would be hurrying out of the bedroom in an attempt to not get caught. It seemed like she was going to play the ignorant card and pretend to have never seen it happen. 

		“I can’t get enough of you,” Dave said as he started to pull his pants up, “I guess she never got out of that conversation downstairs.” 

		I bit my tongue. Part of me wanted to tell him that she had watched us, but I wanted it to be a surprise to everyone except me. I had the power, and I liked it. 

		“I feel the same. Can you do me a favor?” I lifted my legs up to prevent the come from dripping all over the place, “can you hand me one of those tissues?”

		“Oh yea,” he said as he started to grab a handful of tissues from the side of the bed, “here you go.”

		“You go down first.” I said, “I’m going to use the bathroom. This way it won't look as suspicious.” 

		“Good idea.” He said as he made sure that his appearance was good. 

		When Dave left the room I turned on the lights to be able to see if we made a mess. Luckily, there wasn’t too much of a problem other than straightening out the sheets. I threw the tissues away, but realized that it was an empty trashcan. To cover my tracks, I pulled them out and decided to dispose of them in the bathroom. I turned the lights off when I was happy with the state of the room and made my way to the bathroom that was on the same floor.

		

		I want to see you on your knees

		Everything was as it was when we left to have sex. There wasn’t any awkward silences or people asking me questions about where I was. The party goers were simply too busy bragging to one another to be bothered worrying about any of us. The only person that noticed was Kayla, and that was exactly what I wanted.

		I didn’t see the two of them at first, and I wondered if Kayla confessed that she had seen everything. That mystery was quickly solved when I went into the kitchen to get something to eat. They were the only ones in the kitchen, and Kayla seemed to be in a good mood.

		“Hey Kayla,” I said as I put some meats and cheeses on a plate, “what’s new? Anything?”

		“N-no,” she seemed comfortable when it was just her and her husband, but suddenly my presence made her look and sound insecure.

		I flashed a glance at Dave and he smirked. Kayla saw the interaction, and if she hadn’t just witnessed us having sex she probably wouldn’t have read into it. She knew, however, what we did, and she watched. I noticed her breathing patterns change and her body language showed me that she wasn’t feeling confident with me being there. I wanted to push further and see how far she could go before crying, but I didn’t want to like the problem at Cathy’s house.

		The two of them left the kitchen together. I turned around and saw Dave holding his phone behind his back and waving it at me. It looked as if he was trying to tell me to check my messages.

		“She doesn’t have a clue!” His message read.

		When I read his message, I couldn’t help but laugh. It seemed as if the two of them were getting along better. It made me think if there was more to it than Kayla getting her kink scratched. Maybe the event she witnessed put Dave back into the role of the alpha male. The idea that her husband was desirable to another, more attractive woman proved that he was a worthy mate. 

		 People were starting to filter out of the party. It wouldn’t be going on for too much longer, and I decided that the best time to confront Kayla about what she saw would be after the party. 

		“Hey are you guys leaving soon?” I said to Dave and Kayla.

		“We were just getting ready to leave,” Dave said, “I’m kind of in the mood for something to eat. They really didn’t have too much tonight.”

		“That’s a great idea!” I pounced on my opportunity, “where do you guys want to go?”

		“Well maybe we should just,” Kayla said before Dave abruptly interrupted her.

		“There’s a diner like five minutes from here.” He grabbed his wife’s hand and started walking her towards the car, “follow us. We’ll eat together.”

		“Okay. See you soon!” I said exaggerating my cheerfulness.

		The diner would be the perfect place to reveal that I had seen her watching us. I couldn’t wait to see the look on her face when I called her out for being a little weirdo watching us in the corner, and to suggest her getting involved next time. I wanted to see that bitch on her knees before me. Using her mouth to pleasure me, and warm me up before I got intimate with her husband would be ideal.

		We pulled into the diner and I parked right beside her. I wondered what was going through her mind as everything began to slowly unfold. In her mind she was the only one that knew that she had seen us fucking. I imagined she figured we were pretty confident in our ability to sneak around to suggest the three of us having dinner together. She also could have been building up her fantasy even more. Dinner with the homewrecker would definitely be something that most women wouldn’t want to do, but maybe it was an erotic moment for a cuckquean.

		The hostess asked us if it was just the three of us, and Dave took the lead as being the person that handled the staff.

		“Order whatever you want Marissa,” he said as he flipped open the menu, “dinner is on me.”

		“Thanks Dave,” I looked right into Kayla’s eyes, “thank you so much. That’s so nice of you!”

		She was not happy, and I wondered if I broke through the illusion of her being the only one in the know for a split second. I figured I would toy with her a little longer, and see how she reacted. If I dropped a hint or two, and maybe showed a bit of affection towards her husband maybe she wouldn’t be able to contain herself any longer. Perhaps, she would call me out on it, but I didn’t think that she would.

		I knew that Dave wouldn’t mind, so I took the liberty to order a few different things from the menu. Even though it was his money I could see her skin crawling at the idea of him spending more money on me than her.

		“I am so hungry.” I said sarcastically, “I have no idea why!”

		Her face seemed to be in a permanent look of discontent. Dave, however, was in a happy mood and nothing seemed to affect him.

		 Dave and I were the primary drivers of the conversation. Kayla just seemed out of place, and even though she was married to him, I could tell that she felt like the third wheel. That was exactly how I wanted her to feel.

		“So what was your favorite part Kayla?” I finally decided to break the news.

		“What are you talking about?” She asked with a confused look on her face.

		“You damn well know,” I said with a smile, “I saw you looking.”

		“Honey, what is she going on about?” She looked to Dave to save her from the pressure.

		“I’m not sure.” He was confused, but I could tell that he had an idea of what was going on.

		“I saw your little perverted ass standing in the door watching me and your husband make beautiful, passionate love.” I had an evil smile on my face and my eyes were powerful enough for her to feel them, “what was your favorite part cuckquean?”

		Nobody in the restaurant had a clue what was being said at our table, and it felt like we were the only three people in the room. She was taking a sip of water when I revealed to her that I knew that she was watching, and she nearly did a spit take. I kept my most condescending smile plastered on my face to non-verbally insult her.

		She remained silent as if she could just wait it out. I maintained my smile and patiently waited for her to finally formulate a thought. Dave wasn’t smiling, but I could see that he was holding back laughter. He had a poker face, and I respected him even more for being able to hide his emotions so well.

		“Okay, fine!” She was a bit flustered, “I watched the two of you. Are you happy now?”

		“No.” I said in a serious tone, “I’m not.”

		“What more do you want?” She leaned closer to me and spoke in a firm whisper, “you already fucked my man!”

		“I want to see you on your knees.” I bit down on my lower lip slightly, “I want to humiliate you.”

		She sat back in her chair and grew silent again. I figured I had essentially triggered her arousal and her brain was overloaded with thoughts of sex and desire.

		“Now there’s an idea.” Dave chimed with a smile and a bit of a laugh, “let’s go with that.”

		“I know you want to,” I said, “I think that’s why you lashed out on me. You’re not able to process your emotions, because your mind is telling you to bow down to me and worship me like a queen. You’re struggling with this I can tell, but I’m right here and I’m giving you the opportunity of a lifetime.”

		“H-how did you find out about me?” She asked.

		Dave and I explained how we came to the conclusion. She quietly listened, and I could tell that she was upset, but also highly interested in what we were saying. It had to be done this way, there was no other way to get her on board without confronting her. She admitted that she wanted to be dominated in the bedroom, and we started talking about some ground rules.

		“Don’t worry honey, we’ll have a safeword.” Dave added, “all you have to say is purple and everyone will stop what they’re doing. Anybody can use the word at any time and we’ll all stop.”

		I could sense that she was getting progressively more comfortable with the conversation as time went on. Once the initial shock of, “we got you bitch” winded down it became more of a negotiation process. She was being upfront about some of the things she was interested in trying for the first time. Most of them had to do with me.

		“I want to be humiliated,” she no longer seemed shy about it, “I want to, like you said, be on my knees and lick whatever part of your body you want. I want you to use me, and fuck my husband, but most importantly, I want to clean up the mess.”

		“Clean up the mess?” Dave asked.

		“Y-you know,” her eyes were darting back and forth to make sure that no one could her what she was going to say, “after you come inside of her. I want to clean it out.”

		“That’s a good idea.” I said, “no problem sweetie pie.” I laughed lightly.

		I couldn’t help but laugh. Everyone was getting what they wanted, and it was at her expense for the most part. At the same time though, she was the one that really was getting her bizarre needs filled. It made the whole thing easy to do, and also rather guilt-less. Most people would feel shame or pity for a woman like her, but not me. I’ll never forget the bitch trying to publicly humiliate me because of her own inner demons. I thought very little of her, and I was only being polite because it was the easiest way to ensure my domination over her. 

		“When are we going to do this?” Dave said to get straight to the point.

		“Tomorrow.” She said, “I want to do this tomorrow.”

		“That works for me. I’ll clear my schedule.” I was done eating so I decided to leave, “Dave, message me the details tomorrow. I’m going to get going.”

		I walked around to their side of the table and gave Dave a kiss on the cheek. I patted the top of Kayla’s head as if she was an inferior being. Confidently, I walked out of the restaurant to my car and never looked back. I could feel both of their eyes on my ass, and I wondered what kind of conversation the two of them would have when they get home.

		

		This is dark

		When I got home, I could only focus on what was going to happen the next day. Everything was going according to plan, and my revenge was nearly complete. Kayla’s embarrassment at the dinner was like foreplay for me. It wasn’t even about Dave. I loved fucking him, but I knew that our little date the next day would be even better. She had witnessed her husband cheating on her with me, but tomorrow she would be my submissive little bitch, and she would do whatever I told her to do. The power was beginning to excite me. 

		I didn’t want to go into our session unprepared. Having had no prior experience dominating a woman I figured I would run a couple of searches online to see if I could get any ideas. I started out by searching the term “cuckquean” to see if I could learn a bit more about the people that talk about it online. What came back was astonishing to me. I would have never thought that such a thing existed let alone there being a lot of different things to look at. The first thing I learned was that in this scenario I was known as a “cuckcake.” 

		I started out with some videos. A lot of them were women watching a prettier woman sucking their husband’s dick, or getting fucked by him. They typically weren’t involved too much. That was a lot like what had happened at the party, but as it was discussed at dinner, Kayla was looking for more of an involved role in being humiliated directly by me, the cuckcake. I continued to click through various links on the porn site until I came to lesbian domination. These scenarios were mostly one on one, but they gave me a general idea of some of the things I could do to her. 

		One scene showed a woman bound with ropes and the dominant woman was demanding to be licked. It was hot, and though I didn’t have any experience with ropes to be able to pull of what appeared to be an art form, I did have a strong man that could fulfill that element. I could simply have him hold her arms behind her back while her face was pressed between my legs, or I could simply pin her to the ground and wipe my crotch all over her. It seemed like the opportunities were endless, and I the ways in which I could humiliate her were beginning to excite me. I was definitely getting inspired by some of the videos, but I had to eventually turn them off because I found myself getting horny. This proved that I would likely enjoy dominating her in the bedroom, but I was trying to hold of on having any more orgasms. I didn’t see the point of masturbating when I had a large cock and a woman’s tongue to pleasure me the next day.

		I got out of my dress and made my way to the shower. I wanted to cleanse myself from the sex that I had already had. I did my best thinking in the shower. My mind was unable to go blank which was a good sign. If I was able to easily push this out of my mind it would tell me that I simply wasn’t that interested in it. With my mind constantly forming ideas and seeing visuals I knew that I was tapping into a side of me that I didn’t know truly existed. I never thought that I would do anything sexual with a woman before. I wouldn’t consider myself a lesbian or anything like that, but the idea of dominating another woman was appealing. I, however, would never want to be in Kayla’s shoes. Whatever she considered herself to be didn’t matter much to me. I was only focussed on getting what I wanted and getting my revenge against the dumb bitch. 

		A small part of me wondered if I was a spiteful person. Only for a moment did I consider getting out of this scenario, but I quickly reminded myself of her behavior before. I don’t allow people, especially inferior women, talk poorly about me. I never have, and I never will. Coming out on top is one of the few codes that I abide by in my life, and I wasn’t going to stop holding a grudge just because her life was already pathetic. If anything that gave me more justification to push further into this. She wanted to be cuckqueaned, and I wanted to be a cuckcake. It was the natural order before the concepts were clearly defined in my mind, so there was no reason to stray from the initial plan because of new information. I was going to make the bitch regret saying anything about me. Her marriage would never be the same. 

		I dried myself off from my shower and looked at myself in the mirror with a huge grin. I noticed something different about my face, but I couldn’t quite figure out what it was. I speculated that it was maybe confidence manifesting itself into beauty, but I wasn’t convinced that such a thing was possible. It very well could have been, but I wouldn’t know. I brushed my teeth and changed into my pajamas. Normally I would stay up a bit later, but I wanted to be well rested. Having a threesome didn’t appear to be something you could just slog through without any energy. If I wasn’t able to perform at my maximum ability I possibly ran the risk of humiliating myself, and I could not allow that to happen. 

		My thoughts continued to run free with various ideas about the session I was going to have the next day as I tried to fall asleep. I didn’t try to reject the thoughts, but I kept my eyes closed as I waited for my body to shut down for the night. Eventually, my brain received the message and it allowed me to sleep. My last thought was about the potential dreams that would result from my current thought process, but it was unlikely that I would remember any of them.

		

		Which one of us is more beautiful?

		I woke up late the following morning, and if it wasn’t for Dave sending me a message, I have know idea when my body would have decided to naturally wake me up.

		“We’re ready whenever you are. I took today off of work, so just let us know when you’re ready to come over. You know where we live right?” His message read.

		It was nice knowing that I was in control of when I could go over. I applied the same logic that I had when I first talked to Dave and decided to not reply until I was done doing my typical morning routine. Letting the two of them wait for me was a good way to enter this type of situation from my point of view. I didn’t want to look needy in any way. It wasn’t until I was finished with everything that I wanted to get done did I respond to Dave’s message.

		“I know where you guys live. I’ll be over when I’m ready.” I replied.

		“What time?” He replied right away.

		“Probably soon.” I couldn’t help but laugh at my vagueness.

		“Okay. See you soon.”

		I decided to sit down in my living room and catch up on a couple of episodes of my favorite show before I even got dressed. I was in control, and I knew Dave would be the most dominant in the bedroom, but my lazy approach towards coming over would drive Kayla insane. I was dominating her before I even got there.

		When I was all caught up on my programs, I started doing my makeup. I had seen some of the dominant lesbians wearing darker colors, so I copied that approach. I used heavy eyeliner and mascara and picked out the darkest clothes to wear. Finally, I had a use for the pair of black high heels. When I first bought them I loved the way they looked, but I could never justify wearing them out in public. They seemed tacky, but this was the perfect time to do it. I tried them on and they made me much taller than I was used to, but I noticed they made my ass look perfect whenever I walked. This would get Dave worked up, and probably make Kayla feel even more ugly and worthless.

		Happy with how I looked, I decided to text Dave and let him know that I was on my way. I considered just showing up, but I wanted to give them at least a little notice. That was about the extent of my kindness going into this. After I sent the message, I gave myself a final look in the mirror. Satisfied with my appearance, I left my home and got into my car. The drive to their place would only take twenty minutes or so. 

		 As I pulled into their driveway, I could see Kayla standing by the window. She moved when she saw me, but it made me laugh knowing that my arrival was so important to her. There was no way for her to hide her inhibitions with me. I owned her.

		“Hey, come on in!” Dave said as he greeted me at the door.

		I got on my toes and kissed him lightly on the cheek while Kayla watched. I couldn’t imagine letting another woman do that.

		“Why is the cuck on her feet?” I asked in an attempt to jump straight into it.

		“Get on the floor!” Dave yelled at her as he put his arms around me, “do it now!”

		I put my hand on the back of his head as I lifted myself to his lips. I looked sideways to see what she was doing, and she had gotten on the ground. She didn’t put any effort into her appearance at all. She hadn’t done anything with her hair or makeup, and her clothing choices were frumpy at best.

		“Take your clothes off.” I said as I turned over to her, “let’s see your disgusting body.”

		I put my attention back on Dave while she got naked. Neither of us were paying any attention to her at this point while she remained silent on the floor naked and exposed.

		Dave moved his hands all around my body, and he he squeezed my ass. He was rotating my body so that my butt was facing his wife, and what he did next surprised me.

		“Kiss.” He ordered his wife as he gently smacked my butt.

		When our lips parted for a moment, I opened my eyes and smiled at him. I pulled his head down for another kiss but had to stop as Kayla began kissing my ass. It was the first time a woman had gotten this close to me in such an intimate way, and I found the entire concept hilarious. A naked woman was kissing my butt while I made out with her husband. 

		I moved my hands to the bottom of my dress and I pulled it up to expose my naked ass. For a moment she didn’t seem to know what to do, so thrusted my hips backwards and my ass smacked against her face. I started to laugh as she resumed kissing my ass, but this time her lips were directly kissing my butt.

		“You’re wife’s so good at kissing ass. I wonder what else she can do.” I said looking deeply into his eyes while he smiled back at me.

		“Lick it bitch!” He put his hands on my ass cheeks and spread them apart.

		She didn’t say anything, but instead I felt her warm tongue run from the bottom of my ass to the top. The feeling of her tongue on my asshole sent shivers into my body, and I realized that she was actually subjecting herself to such a humiliating act.

		“How does it taste down there?” I asked.

		Kayla didn’t answer. She just continued to lick my ass as she ignored me. I pulled Dave’s hands from my ass and turned around quickly.

		“I asked you a fucking question!” I said as I slapped her across the face, “what makes you think you have the right to ignore me?” 

		Before she could answer I put the toe of my shoe on her forehead and pushed her on her back. She looked up at me as I stood over her with fear in her eyes. I placed my feet on either side of her body and walked towards her face.

		“How does my ass taste bitch?” I yelled while looking down at her in such a weak position.

		“It tastes like candy.” She answered.

		“Fucking candy!” I started to laugh, “the dumb bitch said my asshole tastes like candy.”

		I squatted over her face and held my ass above her face for a moment. I looked directly into her eyes as I dropped down further with my ass directly on her lips.

		“Lick.” I ordered, “Dave, honey, come around over here.”

		Dave walked around the two of us and he was facing me while his wife licked my ass. Sitting on her face made me feel powerful, but I wanted her to see her husband’s cock inside of another woman’s mouth. I knew for a fact that she didn’t possess the same dick sucking ability as me, and I wanted to show her how it was done. I began working on his pants, and helped me. Once his pants and underwear were removed he pulled his shirt off from over his head, and I started pulling my dress up. I lifted my arms straight up into the air and he pulled it from me. 

		“So we have three people naked,” I said while looking into her eyes as she licked my ass, “you know you’re lucky right? You get to look at two sexy bodies, but we’re both left looking at you. You’re a disgrace. You ever hear of a fucking treadmill?” 

		Dave burst out laughing. I looked up at him and smiled before taking his massive cock in my hands. Starting from the base, I kissed my way all the way to the tip. I wrapped my lips around his crown and stared deep into his eyes as I felt it getting harder between my lips. Slowly, I started to fill my mouth with it. I put my hands on his ass and pulled him towards me. I didn’t want to give the cuck a reason to stop licking my asshole, so I was unable to move much.

		I was fixated on providing Dave pleasure, but I knew in the back of my mind that Kayla was watching everything happen while her tongue played with my ass. She was the designated butt licker, and I nearly choked on his cock when I thought of that.

		“I haven’t had head like this in years.” Dave said as he gently put his hand on the back of my head, “Kayla let’s the damn thing go soft.”

		I knew she couldn’t give a man head. A woman that never learns the skill is going to have a hard time in life, and find herself unhappy without any indication as to why the relationship isn’t working out the way she thought. The key was, from my experience, was rewarding your man for being a man whenever he was worthy of such worship. She just couldn’t understand such a simple concept, and that is how she found herself on the floor licking the ass of another woman while her man received pleasure. 

		Her ass licking made me moan with his cock in my mouth and it made him moan as a result. I didn’t want him to finish this quick, so I pulled his cock from my mouth. I stood up and looked down at Kayla.

		“Open your mouth.” I said.

		She opened her mouth widely and I allowed the accumulated saliva in my mouth drip down onto her face. Some of it landed in her mouth, while some if it spread across her face.

		“Take my shoes off.” I said as I changed my focus to Dave’s body.

		I began kissing and licking his hard body while she squirmed through my legs so that she could take my heels off. When she got the first one off I commanded her to kiss the bottom of my foot before moving to the next one. Having figured out how to take them off, managed to get the second one off quicker and, without being told, kissed the bottom of my foot. 

		“Let’s go upstairs.” Dave said.

		He grabbed my hand and started leading me to the stairs. We ran up up the steps and into the bedroom while Kayla followed behind slowly and alone.

		Dave threw me down onto the bed and put his body between my legs as he started to kiss my chest. I saw Kayla enter the room. She stood in silence in the corner.

		“Over here fatty,” I said, “you’re going to want to see this!” 

		I could tell I struck a chord by calling her out on her weight, but I didn’t care about how it made her feel. She was beneath me.

		“Dave, honey.” I said, “which one of us is more beautiful?” I smiled at him knowing what his response would be. 

		“Hmm,” he pretended to think hard about it and looked back and forth between the two of us, “definitely you Marissa. This one over here is getting old and fat.”

		Kayla whimpered as her husband insulted her for being disgraceful while I laughed and took in the power that was being given to me. 

		“Worship my foot fatty!” I said while wiggling my toes, “I’m ready for your dick Dave!”

		Dave worked his cock into my pussy while his wife began kissing and licking the foot that I presented her. The stimulation from both was unique and it made my pussy receptive to Dave’s size almost immediately. I moaned loudly as he pressed his entire cock into me and as his wife began to suck on my big toe.

		I didn’t take my eyes of the cuckquean for a moment. I wanted to watch her licking my foot and see her emotions as she witnessed her husband’s betrayal up close and personal. Not only was she watching her husband cheat, she was worshiping the cuckcake that was stealing him away from her. 

		“How does that foot taste?” I asked when I could get the words out.

		“It tastes delicious.” She said pausing her worship for a moment, “thank you.”

		“You hear that Dave? The dumb bitch is actually saying thank you. How the fuck did you end up with this pathetic piece of trash!”

		He didn’t answer me. Instead it appeared that my ridicule just increased his virility, and he began pumping into me with more power. I instructed the cuckquean to come to he other side and worship my other foot. I didn’t think that I would like to have my toes sucked as much as I did. I only had initially done it because I knew that it would be a humiliating thing for her to do, but I was quickly becoming an advocate for toe sucking.

		Dave’s strokes were hitting me deep inside, and I was unable to focus on his wife any longer. His cock took over my mind, and I just laid back while he pleasured me. The feeling of his wife sucking on my toes was only a small benefit to the real work that was being done by his massive cock.

		My walls began to contract, and with it his cock was pulsing inside of me. I opened my eyes and let out my pleasure as loud as possible while looking into Kayla’s eyes. She looked sad with my toes deep in her mouth, and I noticed that she was touching herself. I considered ordering her to stop, but I didn’t care. She could come if she wanted to, because I knew the main event was close to happening. Her husband’s come would be filling her mouth by way of my pussy.

		Dave and I both began to come in unison. His grunts became loud and were the only thing that could be heard. He must have been particularly aroused because of his wife’s presence during his infidelity. His warm come filled my hole and I relaxed as he sprayed it inside of me. It felt as if he had produced more this time.

		“Fuck.” He said as his body laid over mine, “that was intense.”

		“Does my pussy feel good Dave?” 

		“Yes, I love your pussy.” He pulled himself out of me, “here honey try it. Tell me it’s not amazing.” 

		Dave pulled her hair and my toe popped out of her mouth. He dragged her onto the bed and pushed her face between my legs.

		“Clean it.” He said as he smacked her ass, “do a good job for our guest!”

		I put my hand on her head as she put her mouth on my pussy. The warmth of her mouth felt good, and I thrusted myself into her. She began licking maniacally and I could see the come on her lips and tongue as she put it into her mouth. Her throat moved as she swallowed everything, and then the process continued. Surprisingly, her licking felt really good and I began to play with my clit while she cleaned out my insides. I was going to be able to come again.

		Dave was standing to the side and watching everything that was happening. He had a dominant smirk as he observed his wife’s humiliation. He knew that he was witnessing a beautiful thing.

		“How does it taste?” I asked.

		“Like heaven.” She said quickly before resuming her worship of the love created by her husband and I.

		Her quick answer told me everything that I needed to know. She was a pathetic human being that got off on seeing her husband with another woman. Her innate desire was to be used as post sex cleaning tool. I might never understand what the appeal would be for a woman to subject herself to such degradation, but I sure as hell wasn’t going to bring it up. I much preferred to sit back and enjoy an orgasm while my pussy was expertly cleaned.

		

		Come over to my house

		Each one of us came, and it was beautiful. I had accomplished my goal of humiliating a woman for using my name in vain. For some reason I wasn’t content. Kayla seemed to think that this was only an isolated incident, and that this in no way affected her marriage. I decided to prove her wrong.

		“Dave, honey,” I said using the sweetest voice in my tool box, “why don’t you come back and stay with me tonight?”

		“You can stay here.” Kayla said, “I’m okay with it.”

		“Shut up.” I grew cold towards her, “For one, I wasn’t talking to you. For two, I want to take Dave home and spend some alone time with him.”

		“B-but.” She said before Dave cut in.

		“Sounds like a good idea. Let me just grab some things so I can go to work tomorrow.”

		“Wonderful.” I said, “bitch, go downstairs and get my clothes.”

		“Yes ma’am.” She knew that she been defeated.

		I laid back on their bed, and noticed a pack of cigarettes on Kayla’s side of the bed with a lighter. I knew they didn’t smoke in the house, but I could care less. I grabbed a cigarette and lit it up. Any ash that came of it would be neatly placed on the floor.

		Dave thought it was funny how I was doing it, but didn’t seem to care either way. I wasn’t a smoker, but it felt nice to relax after a session like that.

		“Here you are.” Kayla said as she handed me my dress and shoes, “honey, that’s quite a bit you’re taking.”

		“Yeah, I want to take enough in case I decide to stay for a few more days.” He said.

		“Yeah bitch. You’re husband might stay with me for a while, so what?” I took my last puff of the cigarette and handed it to her, “get rid of that.” 

		I loved seeing the look on her face as she took the cigarette from my hand and took it somewhere to dispose of it. It was nice to remind her that this did not end in the bedroom. I viewed her as an inferior woman and treated her as such. I’m sure she wondered why her husband failed to intervene, but the answer was obvious. He was too busy packing his bags so he could stay at my place for a while. At least I could keep a clean home, and take care of his physical needs properly. 

		“You ready?” I asked after I slipped my dress back on.

		“Yeah, I’m good. We’ll take separate cars so that I can go to work.” 

		“Sounds perfect,” I said as Kayla came back in the room, “be a doll Kayla, and put my shoes on for me.” 

		I could see her self-worth vanquish even more. She had already gotten what she wanted, but the act continued. I was never going to treat her with respect after seeing what pathetic things she was willing to do. I didn’t feel bad either. At any moment she could have said no, and there would be nothing that I could do.

		“Maybe you can write about this to all your little weirdo cuckquean friends on the internet.” I said with a smile as she started to put on the second shoe.

		“Thank you.” She said, “thank you so much.”

		“No problem!” I said standing up, “you want give them a goodnight kiss now?”

		She took a deep breath and bent over. She kissed each of my feet.

		Dave put his hand out for me to take, and he led me downstairs. We left his wife upstairs without saying a formal goodbye. Neither of cared or felt guilty. She wanted this to happen. She wanted her husband to cheat on her. Kayla was nothing more than a cuckquean that got what she wanted.

		“The real fun can begin when we get back to my place.” I said before we got into our separate cars. 

		“I can’t wait.” He said with a huge grin.

		I started my car and before I backed up, I could see Kayla looking out of the window. Her eyes were on me, and it looked like she was extremely jealous, but horny at the same time. I turned up my radio and gave her the finger before I backed up.

		“Fuck you bitch! Don’t ever try to make me look bad again!” I screamed knowing that nobody could hear.

		It felt good to let out my anger and get my revenge. I wasn’t done with her yet, but I had already proven my dominance, and the only thing that was left was to maintain my power.
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		Diabolical Cuckcake

		Jess spent her days by the pool and at the gym while enjoying the best of everything without ever having to work.

		Despite her seemingly lavish lifestyle, she takes great offence when her friend, Kristen, announces that she is getting married to highly accomplished, and handsome Jonah. Shocked, and in disbelief, Jess takes it upon herself to find a way to get prove Kristen's inferiority. 

		Gossip was a staple of everyday life for Jess, and she soon discovered the reason for Jonah's proposal. Jonah was willing to settle for Kristen because of her desire to become a cuckquean. Armed with this knowledge, Jess does everything in her power to become the cuckcake that is given the right to humiliate the pathetic cuckquean. 

		This novelette is 15,800 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.

		

		Cuckquean Revenge From a Former Cuck

		Former cuckold and beta male, Steven, finds a way to break free from his submissive habits in an attempt to rebrand himself as an alpha male. Part of his reformation involves finding women that are willing to become what he once was, a cuck.

		He meets a woman from his past, Courtney, that never would have given him the time of day previously, but things have changed. Steven has become successful, and despite his checkered past as a submissive male, he worked on himself in order to move up the hierarchy as he matured. She becomes enthralled with what he has become, and finds herself more than willing to become his faithful cuckquean. 

		She peaked long ago, and she knows it.

		Steven struggles daily with his past. He has constant mental reminders of the things that he allowed to happen to him, and he yearns for the day that his undesirable memories are suppressed by his future cuckquean conquests.
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