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		My Cuckquean Fantasy Becomes Reality

		

		Coming to terms with it

		For the longest time, I struggled to intellectually accept that my husband could not help checking out other women when he saw them out in the public. In my mind it was wrong, but there was this strange thing happening to my body that really confused me. I would get turned on by the idea of Harry risking our five year marriage on having sex with some random woman. It was really starting to mess with my mind.

		My husband Harry is definitely the type of guy that could sleep with a lot of women if he wanted. He was taller than the average tall guy, and his face was chiseled perfectly. I always felt like he had settled when he married me for some reason. I see the looks that he gets from young, attractive women when we go out together. It always goes the same way; they look at him as if they want to worship him like a god, and then their eyes move to me, and their face changes to a look of disgust. It makes me feel bad, and it turns me on that same time. 

		It had always been that way. Even when we were dating I felt excited when he would mention how beautiful some actress was on TV. It was something that I tried to suppress, but years later I found myself trying to figure out what it was I was feeling. Apparently, I was interested in becoming a cuckquean.

		When I discovered the term, I was opened up to an entire world of men and women that had no problems opening up their marriages for the sake of fulfilling one another’s fantasies. I was turned on by it all, but I was also hesitant. It felt wrong because it is something that society deems to be wrong. How can a woman get off on the idea of her man sleeping with another woman? I have no idea if it is because I have low confidence, or if it is because I have some desire to fool around with a woman, but there is simply no denying my crazy fantasies. The craziest thing of all, is how they seem to progress with time. It started with just an interest in watching, and it evolved into being tied up and laughed at as my husband cheated on me.

		The strangest thing of all was my desire to go down on these women after Harry fucked them with all of his power. The thought of two people that had just committed the act of adultery right before me now watching me as I use my tongue as a shovel to clean out my husband’s come was a thrilling image. The humiliation that I would feel as the woman just looked into my eyes with a cocky smile was something that haunted my mind when I was fantasizing alone in the bathtub. There was no way for me to hide from my desires. I had to let Harry know my sick need. It was the only way for me to put my mind at rest.  

		It was a Tuesday night, and Harry had just gotten home from work. I knew that he was tired, so I made sure to have dinner ready for him as soon as he walked into the door. He was appreciative, but I could sense that he was slightly suspicious of me. I usually would wait for him to come home, and then I would get dinner started. He said nothing, but I could see that he felt something was coming. Luckily for him, he was basically going to be given a pass to fuck any woman he wanted, and he would not have to worry about me straying. I would never cheat on my amazing husband.

		“Honey,” I said as we neared the halfway point of our meal, “I need to tell you something.”

		“What is it?” He said. I could tell that he was preparing himself for some really bad news, but he was doing his best to act as if nothing was wrong. 

		“Umm,” I said as I started to play with the food on my plate, “I, uhh, it’s really embarrassing.” I was starting to breathe heavily, and there was a small part of me that wished I had never said anything, but it was too late. 

		“Come on,” he said as he set his fork down, “out with it.” Harry said it in a way that let me know he was not interested in playing games. The firmness of his voice was something that made me want to feel his cock inside of me.

		“It’s really weird,” I said, “okay?”

		“Alright,” Harry’s tone changed completely, and it was as if the food in front of him did not exist. “What is it Cathy?” Hearing him say my name caused me to shake, but I tried to maintain control of myself. I had to show him that I was being sincere.  

		“I have this weird, uhh,” I was starting to shake, and my anxiety levels were pretty high. “I have this fantasy, and I can’t seem to get rid of it.” I took the longest breath of my life as I tried to stall and find the proper words to use to explain it. “I want to be your cuckquean.”

		“What the fuck is a cuckquean?” Even though Harry was using the f-word, I could tell that he was not angry. He was just confused, because the word cuckquean is hardly ever used.

		“I want to watch you sleeping with another woman.” I said. I looked at him as I waited for him to say something, but he kept his mouth shut. His eyes were on me and it felt like I was being touched by him. “And there’s more to it then that,” I said, “I want to be humiliated physically by you, and the woman that you sleep with.”

		“You’re joking, right?” He asked. A smile came across his face, but it was the type of smile that made me believe he was thinking that I was just making up something stupid to test his response. I had to let him know how serious I was.

		“No,” I said, “it’s been a thing that I’ve wanted for a very long time. I just can’t hold it in any longer. I want it so bad, and it’s driving me nuts keeping it inside of my head!” I wanted to get on a scale and weigh myself, because I was feeling several pounds lighter after confessing my dark secret.

		“You’re out of your fucking mind!” He said. Harry looked angry, and I was shocked. “Is this some sort of trick? You’re going to get all mad at me when I agree to this nonsense, and then we’re going to fight for a week and a half, because you decided to try some fucked up pop quiz on me?”

		“No!” I watched as he dramatically got out of his seat and started to storm off to the other room. “I’m serious!” I shouted at the back of him.

		“Fuck off!” He said as he stomped his feet up the stairs. 

		“What. The. Fuck!” I said to myself. “Why is he acting like that? He’s basically getting a free pass to fuck another woman! What man wouldn’t want that?” 

		The two of us did not speak for the rest of the night, and I found myself trapped inside of my mind again. I thought it best to leave Harry alone, and I had to realize that I had basically just dropped a massive bomb shell on him. It was possible that he thought there was some sort of game being played. If I’m being honest, I’ve asked him strange hypothetical questions before in the past that led to massive arguments, because I thought his answer would be different. 

		I did the dishes as I thought about his response more. Even though he a had a solid reason to be suspicious of my motives, I still thought his response was a bit overblown. There had to be more to it. Maybe he thought that I was cheating, and that this was some warped way for me to settle the score between us, or perhaps he thought I was accusing him of cheating and I was trying to trick him into a confession because I was basically admitting to him that I wanted it to happen. My mind was useless for anything but thinking about the situation, so I decided not to fight it. I had to think about everything a dozen times just so that I could get to sleep that night. 

		Usually when the two of us fought, Harry was the one sleeping on the couch. This time it was me, and it felt strange. I was not in anyway in the wrong, but I had to somehow prove to him that I was actually into this, and pray that it would not destroy our relationship. I had to figure out a way to get him into the idea, or I’d have to leave. I needed to be a cuckquean. The cravings were clearly never going to leave my mind.

		

		Something is not right

		I woke up earlier then Harry the following morning because of how uncomfortable it was for me sleeping on the couch. I was quiet as I walked up the steps, and opened the bedroom door. He was fast asleep, but his body started to move when the door made a sound as I opened it. I wanted to erase the argument of the night before, so I pounced the bed with a playful energy. My plan was to get him to fuck me, so that he would not have so much pent up anger.

		“Wake up!” I said in a sexy whisper as I nuzzled myself close to him. “I need you inside of me.” I whispered into his ear.

		“What?” He said in a sleepy daze, “what time is it?”

		“We’ve got time!” I said with a smile as I started to take off my shirt.

		“I’m really tired,” Harry tried to roll over and ignore me, but I was not about to give up so easily.

		“Come on,” I said, “fuck me.” I started kissing his bare chest and I licked his nipples. They started to get erect, and I could feel his morning wood begin to take form. “I know you want to!” I grabbed his cock, and he squirmed.

		“I don’t feel like it,” he said as he tried to move my hand away from his cock.

		“Okay,” I started to work my lips down his body, and towards his beautiful cock. “You can just sit back, and relax.” I giggled as I set my eyes on his cock with the intention of draining him with my mouth.

		“No,” he said, but this time he was not speaking like a groggy man. “I’m good. Seriously.” Harry sat up, and gently pushed me off of him.

		“Really?” I was shocked. How could he not want a blow job? “Are you still mad at me?” 

		“No,” he said as he got off of the bed, and began walking towards the bathroom to get ready for work. “I’m not in the mood.”

		“Okay.” I said feeling sad.

		I did not believe him for a second. His cock was rock hard, and I was offering him a blow job, so he could not use the excuse of not feeling like actually fucking. There was something not right about the way that he handled the situation. It was literally the first time in our relationship that he denied me of sucking his cock. Denying sex was something that he would do seldomly, but it did happen, and I could understand. But a blow job literally took no effort for him, and if his cock was hard, there was no reason for him to say no to me.

		The shower was turned on, and I was left alone in the bedroom with my thoughts again. I looked at the clock, and realized that Harry was getting ready for work an hour earlier then he normally would. Even on the days when he woke up early, he always waited till about seven-thirty to start getting ready for the day, so it was another strange behavior coming out of him after my confession the night before. 

		“Something is not right,” I said to myself, “What are you doing Harry?” I got out of the bedroom, and slipped downstairs to get the coffee going for my husband.

		As I got the coffee maker turned on, I decided that I was going to follow my husband, and see what was going on. All of his actions were starting to really get me confused and suspicious, and when he came down for coffee, I noticed that he already his work clothes on.

		“I just got a text from the boss,” he said as he took a huge gulp of coffee, “he wants me to come in early to work on a new project.”

		“Okay,” I said. My gut told me to demand to see the evidence of the text message, but I did not want to alert him of my intentions to follow him when he left. 

		“Thanks for getting the coffee ready Dear,” he said as he slammed the empty mug down on the kitchen counter. “I need to hit the road. I love you.” He pressed his lips to my cheek for a split second before turning around and leaving before I could respond.

		“I love you too.” I said under my breath.

		I quickly grabbed my purse, and stood by the window as I watched him pull out of the driveway. I could not follow him closely, because he would see my car and probably pull over to ask me what the fuck I was doing, so I knew that I would give a ten minute head start before I drove towards his job to see if he actually was showing up. 

		“You’re up to something Harry.” I said as I started the car. “I fucking know you!”

		I barely remember driving to his office that day. My emotions were the only thing that mattered to me, and when I pulled into his office, I remember seeing only two cars, and one of them was his. I parked on a street adjacent to his office, but out of view. I had been to his office many times in the past, and I knew that if I went on foot, I would be able to see inside of his office without him seeing me if I approached it at a certain angle. All I would need to see is him sitting at his desk doing some work, and hopefully I would also be able to catch a glimpse of his boss, John.

		Adrenaline was taking over my body as I slowly, and quietly crept through the halls of his office. It was dimly lit, and there was no other activity going on around me, so I had to be extra cautious to not make a sound. I made my way to my position, and I looked in through the glass. 

		“Fuck.” I said as I looked in to see my husband sitting in his chair with a big smile on his face as some beautiful woman that I had never seen was sitting on his desk.

		She looked like she was in her twenties, and she had beautiful brown hair, and a pair of thick black glasses on. Her black dress was just below the knees, but she continued to cross and uncross her legs as if she was showing my husband what was going on underneath her dress.

		“You fucking cheating asshole!” I said, “what the fuck is wrong with you?” I took a deep breath and stepped away from the window for a second. 

		I was getting enraged, and I did not want to get caught sneaking up on my husband. I had not officially caught him in the act, and it would be very easy for him to deny my accusations. Besides, I was dealing with the concept of being turned on and angry at the same time. How could he pass up the chance to cheat on me in the open? Why would he continue to hide it after the conversation we had the night before?

		After a moment of freaking out, I knew that I had myself under control, so I crept up to the window again to look inside. My jaw dropped as I witness the truth of what was really going on. The sexy brunette was making out with my husband, and his hands were slowly moving up the back of her legs towards her large butt. I gasped when I watched his fingers tightly squeeze her ass, and their kissing intensified. 

		I was breathing heavily, and tears were slowly starting to form and drip down my face. I felt worthless, and turned on at the same time as my pussy began to feel alive. I continued to watch as she threw her shirt out of view, and I watched Harry move his hands up her back, and with one quick motion, he had unhooked her bra. Giggling could be heard as Harry discarded her bra, and shoved his face between her ample breasts. 

		He never played with my tits, and it always made me feel like I had too small a chest for him. I watched as he sucked, and kissed every square inch of her chest, and I could hear her starting to moan. The sound of her pleasure made my pussy wet, and I was not even aware of it, but I had stuck my hand down the front of my pants as I witnessed the fucked up situation happening right before my very eyes. 

		I was rubbing my clit, and watching my dreams become true, but it was not exactly what I wanted. There was a huge desire to barge into the office, and let them know that I was there, and get down on my knees and kiss and lick the young woman’s toes as my husband sucked on her nipples. I could only imagine how pathetic she would think I was if I not only allowed her to fuck my husband, but if I also worshiped her body as if she was some sort of holy woman that I prayed to every night. The thoughts mixed with the visuals of my husband fooling around with another woman were starting to bring me closer and closer to climax.

		“Hold on,” I heard Harry say. 

		“Fuck!” I had to move away from the window, and I fell down because I could not get my hand out of my pants fast enough. 

		I could hear him walking towards the window, and then the light disappeared from the hallway because he had closed the curtains. I was not going to witness the beautiful cheating that was happening any more, but I could hear the sound of a woman moaning, and her ass being slapped by my horny husband. I felt robbed, but I knew that I had to be patient. 

		He was already cheating on me, and his actions the night before all made sense now that I knew the truth. I just had to find a way to convince him that I was really okay with what was going on, so long as I could be the third wheel with my tongue on her pussy after he blew his load deep inside of her. 

		I pressed my ear to the window and listened to the two of them make love. I rubbed my clit mercilessly and I managed to come at the same time as her. It was an explosive orgasm, and it was a feeling that I rarely felt. My fantasy, however, never involves me getting off. I knew that if I were to get my way, I would be denied orgasm while the two of them got off as much as they wanted to.

		The sound of their fucking started to die down, and I knew that they were finished. I had to find a place to hide to see what was going to happen afterwards, so I ducked into the woman’s room nearby. I would be able to hear them talking if they went into the hallway. I just had to make sure that I was ready to run into one of the stalls if she decided to pop into the bathroom to get herself cleaned up. Little did she know, there was a woman right there that would be more than willing to clean her pussy up, but I knew I would have to wait for my moment.

		

		Play it cool!

		“So you’re telling me that your wife wants you to cheat on her?” I could hear the woman say when they opened the office door. “That’s fucking weird.” She laughed.

		“I thought she was trying to get me to admit something,” Harry said, “I thought she knew about us, but I’m starting to think she’s really serious. She said she wants to be a cuckquean. I had to look it up,” he said, “it’s some really fringe thing that some women are into. I was shocked at some of the videos that started to pop up.”

		“Really?” She asked.

		“Yeah,” he said, “apparently she wants to be dominated by the two of us while we have sex. And,” he paused as he chuckled a bit. I started to breath heavily, so I covered my mouth as I tried to listen in on their conversation. “I think she wants to clean your pussy when I’m done.”

		“What?” She sounded confused, but there was no reason for me to think that she was disgusted by it.

		“Yeah,” he said, “like with her tongue. She’s a freak!” Harry laughed, and their voices started to fade. “I’ll try to bring it up with her tonight. If this works out, we won’t have to hide our relationship anymore. We’ll just have to indulge her every now and then to keep her from complaining. You’re okay with that right?” He asked.

		“Yes,” she said, “I’ll do anything to be able to stay with you love.” 

		“I’m so happy to hear that Rachel,” Harry said. I was not entirely sure, but I was pretty confident that I could hear them kissing again after their conversation.

		I felt jealous, and I held myself back from running out into the hall and screaming at her. I had no idea that my husband had been cheating on me the whole time, but I was not going to do a thing about it. I wanted it to happen, and I needed to be humiliated by the two of them. I just would have to play it cool until my husband decided to bring it up with me.

		I waited in that bathroom until I was positive that my husband had went back into the office. Like a woman on a mission, I darted out and only looked into the office for a split second to see my husband adjusting his clothes as he sat down. 

		“You fucker!” I said as I laughed and stormed out of the office. I was angry, and happy at the same time, and I was still on the come down from my orgasm. It was a strange cocktail of feelings, but I still had a big smile on my face as I made my way to the car.

		On the way to the car, I saw the back of the woman as she walked into the office building next door. I turned my head away from her as I walked by, because I had no idea if she was aware of what I looked like or not. It was not worth risking the prospects of being a cuckquean. I knew that if it was known that I had watched them fucking behind my back, it would become too awkward for Harry to talk about bringing Rachel into our bedroom. I had to focus on what really mattered to me.

		There was nothing for me to do, but wait for my husband to come home from work. I cleaned the house, and watched some TV, but I was unable to think about anything but what I had just witnessed. Even though I had climaxed in the office, I was feeling horny several times throughout the day, so I decided that I would pounce on my husband again to see if he would fuck me.

		After an entire work day, his cock would be ready to go again. I understood after I saw what happened that he was not interested in sex that morning because he had already planned on hooking up with Rachel that morning. I wondered if that was what he was doing when he was alone in the bedroom. He must have been researching cuckqueans, and setting up his little meeting. I was curious as to how they usually met. Clearly, our conversation had caused him to do something out of the norm. He must have been taking half days or something to have the time to fuck her without me even have an ounce of suspicioun.

		When I heard the sound of Harry’s car pulling in my heart nearly stopped. My breathing had become abnormal much like when I was watching him kiss and lick Rachel’s perfects breasts. I knew that it was time. Something major was going to happen to my life, and I could not bear to wait any longer.

		“Hey sexy man,” I said when he walked in the door. I licked my lips and grabbed my breast as I shot him with my fuck me eyes.

		“Hello,” he said with his eyebrow cocked.

		“I’ve been waiting all day for you to fuck me stud,” I giggled, and I started to pull off my shirt. 

		After I managed to get my shirt off over my head, I noticed that he was already working on his own clothes. My assumption that an entire day working would give his cock enough rest to stand strong for me was correct, and he lunged towards me with fire in his eyes.

		“You want me to fuck you?” He said as he pulled my hair and started to kiss my neck.

		“Yeah,” I said, “fuck me with that little cock of yours.” I knew that calling his cock little would give him a reason to punish me, and I was right.

		“Little?” He said. I knew that he was ready to accept my challenge, “we’ll see about that.” 

		There was nothing more for him to say. He pulled me into the living room by the hair, and threw me over the arm of the couch. I felt his hands roughly land on my hips as he pulled down my pants. He could care less about unbuttoning them, and he was clearly willing to risk ruining them. I could care less as well as I was fiending for my husband’s cock after knowing that it had just been inside a younger, more beautiful woman.

		He kept my pants around my ankles as he pushed my head into the cushion of the couch. I turned my head to the side, and I caught a glimpse of my husband as he pulled his cock from his pants and rammed it inside of me.

		“Fuck!” I said. I was unable to hold back a response because the feeling of filled up in one quick motion was incredible.

		“Do you still think it’s small?” He asked as he pushed his cock in as far as it could go.

		“Y-yeah!” I said knowing that he was quite aware of my playful lie.

		“Shut the fuck up!” He said as he spanked my ass roughly. He grabbed me by the hair again only to shove me back down into the cushion.

		From that point on, I could not keep silent. The sensation of having my husband fucking me with a rageful cock while I thought about how much of a cheating asshole was making me go wild. I knew that I was going to come, and that it was going to happen faster than usual. He was grunting as he pumped into me, and I felt no sign of him caring for me tenderly, or loving me. It was just pure sex and I was positive that, in his mind, he was merely using me as nothing more than a fuck toy to release himself into.

		I was howling, and he just started to laugh at me as he picked up the speed of his fucking. He was timing it so that he would shoot his hot come inside of me right as I achieved orgasm, and I was amazed at the perfection of his timing.

		“That’s what I thought!” He said triumphantly as he blew his load inside of me. He said it as if he was doing me a favor by fucking me. He knew in the back of his mind that he had tighter, more beautiful pussy for him attached to a younger, more fit woman. I was just the stupid wife that was getting progressively less attractive by the day to him. 

		“T-thank you!” I said as he slowly pulled his cock from my hole. I gasped again, “that was amazing.”

		“I know.” He laughed and walked into the kitchen, “did you make dinner?”

		“No,” I said as I tried to catch my breath. “I thought we could order delivery tonight.” I struggled to stand, but I fought through the pain.

		“Order it up,” he said, “I’m going to get a shower.” 

		I watched as he sauntered upstairs to clean his cock of the two women’s juices as he left me to order the food. I dialed the number to our favorite pizza place, and placed our usual order. I sat down and just stared off into space as I waited for him to return. I was hoping that he would bring up the cuckquean issue sooner rather than later. 

		“Did you order it?” Harry said as he walked into the kitchen. He was wearing his boxers and a white undershirt.

		“Yep,” I said as I looked down at the table. I wanted him to talk about what I had said the night before, but I felt like I needed to wait for him to initiate. If I said too much, he might have suspected that I somehow knew something that I should not have.

		“So, uhh,” he said. I knew that it was finally happening. “That stuff you were talking about last night. Was that serious?”

		“Yes,” I said.

		“No games?”

		“No games.” I looked him straight in the eyes to show him how serious I was.

		“Okay,” he said, “I looked into it a bit, and I kind of understand it.”

		“That’s great!” I said as if it was the first time I was hearing the information. I think I did a good enough job acting, because he showed no signs of thinking otherwise.

		“I think I can find a woman,” he said, “there’s this woman that works near me. Her name is Rachel.” My heart stopped for a second or two, and then it kicked into overdrive. “She keeps looking at me, and trying to flirt with me. I’ve been brushing her off for a while, but I bet I could convince her to play around with us.” 

		He had a big smile on his face, but I could sense that he was nervous as well. It was possible that I would start questioning him about why it was that he thought finding a woman to have a deviant sex session with us was so easy, but I had no desire to make him feel uncomfortable.

		“Okay,” I said, “make it happen.” I smiled at him, and then my phone started to ring. “That’s our food.”

		

		No longer just a fantasy

		It was the following Saturday evening when Harry told me that his friend Rachel was going to come over. He said that she was a bit hesitant at first, but she eventually was willing to indulge me when she heard more about it. I knew that he was lying to me, and just trying to make it sound real, but I could not care any less. She was apparently okay with the idea of dominating, and humiliating me while I worshiped her like a deprived lunatic. She was going to fuck my husband, and I was going to lick her body like it was a privelege. I was not able to sit still until she finally showed up. 

		“She’s here,” Harry said as he looked at his phone. I never saw him get out of his chair so fast, and with such enthusiasm before.

		“You don’t know her,” I thought to myself, “this is the first time you’re seeing her.” All that I could think about was how beautiful she was, and how much my husband loved exploring her body with his mouth. 

		She walked in through the front door wearing a skimpy skirt, and a tight top that showed off her perfect figure. I was introduced to her officially for the first time, and she smiled at me, but behind that smile was a desire to show me who the real boss was. She played it off as if she had never slept with Harry before, but I could sense their chemistry right away. I wondered if I would have been aware of it had I not seen them fooling around already.

		“So you’re Cathy,” she said with a fake smile, “I’ve heard so much about you.”

		“Like what?” I asked.

		“Oh,” she put her index finger over her lips, “you know, like how you want to watch me fuck your husband, and how you want to be my little pussy licker.” She started to laugh, and I knew my face was starting to turn bright red. “Was that mean?” She asked.

		“N-no,” I said, “it’s, uh, it’s true.” I was unable to control my breathing. I knew that she could see that I was an absolute mess.

		“And I bet you want to do other things to me,” she said, “you look like you’re into even weirder stuff.” She bit down on her lips, and turned around to show me her perfect bubble butt. “Kiss my ass,” she said with a smile.

		Harry was standing off to the side, and I could that he was unsure as to what was going to happen. He must have felt like his side piece was coming on strong, but she was doing everything that I wanted. I was nervous, and shy to kiss her ass, but I could not deny the fact that I wanted to show how fucked up I was.

		“Okay,” I said as I dropped to my knees. She inched her perfect ass near my face, and I planted my lips right on her right cheek.

		“Isn’t that sweet?” She said as she put her hand on the back of my head. “Do you like my ass?”

		“Yes,” I answered truthfully.

		“Do you want to lick it?” She lifted her skirt to reveal that she was wearing nothing underneath. 

		“Yes,” I answered as I started to bring my lips to the center of her ass.

		“Good,” she said, “fucking do it! Kiss me Harry. Kiss me while your fucking loser wife licks my asshole like the freak that she is!”

		I lost the ability to watch my husband’s reactions as my face became covered in her ass. I wedged my nose between cheeks and inhaled her scent before sticking my tongue into her hole. She gasped and pressed my face further into her cheeks, and I could hear her kissing my husband. 

		“Hold her face in my ass,” she said to my husband.

		He said nothing back to her, but I felt his strong hands reach around her and pull me in deeper. It was the most humiliating thing that I had ever done in my life. Not only was I licking the asshole of another woman, but my husband was about to fuck her while I watched. Everyone in the room knew that when it was all done, I was going to press my lips to her pussy and suck the come out of her. It was the most excited I ever felt in my entire life.

		As they kissed, Rachel was moaning from my tongue pleasuring her ass. I was on my knees, but they were still shaking. I could not believe that what was happening was real. 

		“Fucking lick my ass!” Rachel said, “your wife is fucked up!” The two of them laughed resumed kissing while licked her asshole clean.

		I heard the sound of Harry’s jeans being unzipped, and soon they were at his feet. I was instructed to help him get them off, and I was slightly disappointed that I had to stop licking her divine asshole, but I was happy to know that we were moving on to the next stage. 

		“This is kind of nice,” Rachel said, “it’s like having a personal assistant while we have sex. She can clean me, she’ll help us take our clothes off. What else can you do?” 

		“Uhh,” I said as I managed to get my husband’s jeans off. He had taken his shirt off while I was doing that, and I looked up at Rachel as she pulled her top off. “I can do anything you want.”

		“Really?” She asked as she threw her shirt at me. It covered my face, and I left it there for a moment before I took it off. “You’ll do anything? Are you sure?”

		“Yes,” I said as my heart raced. “I’ll do anything you want.”

		“Help me get out these heels,” she said. “Be careful now, they’re were pretty expensive.” She grinned and shot a look at my husband. Somehow I knew that he bought them for her. 

		“Okay,” I said.

		“Okay?” Rachel was not impressed, “I think you need to speak to me with a little more respect. How about saying ‘yes ma’am!’ I think that suits my position.” 

		“Yes ma’am.” I said as I started to take off her high heels. 

		I could tell they were expensive, and I was thinking about all of the credit card charges over the past few months. I was sure that Harry must have paid cash for them. If he was paying with a card, I probably would of caught on to his game a lot sooner. 

		“Good,” she said when I took the second heel off. “Now kiss my feet.” 

		I said nothing, but I started to lower my lips towards the top of her feet. It felt like I was moving in slow motion, but I was just moving at a regular speed. I could feel their eyes on me, and I knew that I was nothing more than a joke to the both of them. They laughed in unison as I kissed her foot, but my pussy did not find it funny. I was ready to be penetrated, but I knew that Harry was saving his cock for the beautiful woman that was laughing at me. 

		“How do you like that?” Harry said as he put his foot on the back of my head. “You have a foot fetish now?” He laughed. “I had no idea my wife was into feet! Maybe I’ll have you suck my toes later.”

		I never had a foot fetish, but the idea of being humiliated by being treated as if I was some sort foot fetishist turned me on even more. I continued to kiss her feet until my husband lifted the weight off the back of my head.

		“Let’s go,” he said. “I’m ready.”

		“You heard him,” Rachel said as she snapped her fingers. “Let’s move,” she playfully kicked me on the side and laughed. I was still shaking, and breathing like a smoker that had just ran a couple of miles.

		“Yes ma’am.” I said as I followed the two of them up the steps towards the bedroom. 

		Once we got into the bedroom, I really started to feel like I did not exist. The two of them were only focused on one another, and I found myself crawling up to the food of the bed as my husband worked her into a position where he could pummel his throbbing cock in and out of her.

		“Come here,” she said to me. Just knowing that I was getting some attention made me feel happy on the inside.

		I got on the bed only to be ordered to take my clothes off. Rachel wanted to see if I had anything special about me.

		“I just don’t understand how you ended up marrying such a fucking god of a man!” She laughed. “Look at those tiny little boobs. Come on Harry! What’s wrong with you?”

		“You do have nicer tits,” he said as he tried to move on to the actual action, but it looked Rachel wanted to verbally humiliate me more.

		“Look at her pussy!” She said with her finger pointed at me, and a face that showed nothing but disgust. “It looks old, and used up!”

		Harry laughed, but quickly snapped back to reality. He looked happier to just be able finally fuck his mistress without having to hide it. It did look like Rachel, however, actually was enjoying the humiliation aspect. From her perspective, I was the one that was in the way between her and her one true love. I could not blame her though, Harry is one hell of a man. 

		“Lay down on your back,” she said. “I want you to really see what’s going on!” Her laughter reminded me like an evil witch from a movie that I saw when I was younger.

		She mounted my face with her head facing my feet, and I was buried in her wet pussy for a moment. I thought about licking her hole, but I did not want to do anything without being instructed to do so. Just knowing that she was sitting on my face was enough to get me ready for what was to come.

		I felt the bed moving, and I knew that it was Harry getting into position. Rachel leaned forward, and I was able to see again. I looked up to see my husband looking down on me with a victorious smirk on his face. His cock was huge and ready to fill her up, and I watched as he pushed it inside of her.

		“Oh my god!” She said, “fuck your cock is so fucking amazing!” She was laughing in joy, but that quickly ended when Harry began to thrust in and out of her. Like me, Harry’s size was too much to keep her interested in talking.

		I was confronted with my fantasy becoming my new life. Harry’s sack was swinging freely, and hitting the top of my head as I watched his powerful cock pleasure her the way that he had pleasured me many times. Just knowing that other women loved his cock made me wild, and I could feel the need to get off. 

		“Do you like my pussy Harry?” She asked. I already knew that he did, or he wouldn’t be wasting his time with her to begin with.

		“Yes.” He said. He was more focused on getting off than talking to her.

		“Is it better than hers?”

		My heart stopped as I waited to hear his response. He grunted and pulled her hair, and I thought that he wasn’t going to answer her, but he did.

		“It’s way better.” He laughed as he playfully smacked her ass. “Her pussy is fucking gross!”

		I gasped, and all that did was cause her to laugh more, and for my pussy to become even more wet. I had accepted my cuckquean status long ago, but I still was having issues dealing with the ramifications. My husband was telling the truth now. I wondered if he would continue to do so outside of our sessions with his side piece. 

		I was helplessly watching my husband get off inside of her. He was making sounds that I never heard before, and I got the impression that he felt like I was not even in the same room as them even though my face was inches from the action. 

		“Come inside of me!” She said, “I need your come!” She was clearly acting, but it was a dose of reality. My husband was about to shoot his semen inside of another woman, and I had to deal with it in more than one way. “Oh fuck! I love it!” She said as it became clear that my husband had just emptied himself inside of her.

		I was shaking, and staring at her pussy. I could see his come slowly dripping out of her, and when he pulled his beautiful cock from her, some of his come dripped onto my face. It felt right to be in the position that I was. My first go at being a true cuckquean was about to happen, and I could hear nothing but her laughter as she started to sit back on my face.

		“Clean me cuckquean!” She said as her ass landed on my forehead, and her pussy covered my mouth.

		She was not interested in hearing me say, “yes ma’am.” All she wanted was to know that my tongue was going inside of her pussy as I cleaned out the mess that my husband made inside of her. The moment my lips touched her pussy, Harry’s come was already pouring out of her. I consumed his sperm as quickly as I could, so that I could prepare for the next wave.

		The bed was moving as Harry got off, and I was curious about his thoughts on what was happening. He knew what I wanted to do, but he had not seen it happen yet. All that I could hear was the sound of him taking a seat, and I assumed that he was watching me as I licked his mistress’ pussy clean.

		“That’s a good cuckquean,” she said with a condescending laugh. “You’re really good at this. Are you sure it’s your first time?” 

		I was waiting for her to lift herself from my face, but she never did. All of her questions were rhetorical, and they only served the purpose to further put me in my place. My pussy was wet, and I was starting to squirm. 

		“Look at you,” she said, “looks like the cuckquean is feeling frisky!” She ran her hands down my thighs, and she briefly touched my pussy. I jerked in response, and she laughed even more. “Are you done?” She leaned forward to finally let me speak.

		“Yes,” I said with come in my mouth. I quickly swallowed, and addressed her in the way that she had demanded. “Ma’am.”

		“Good,” she got off of my face, and I saw her smile at me as she started to make her way towards Harry.

		I started to touch myself when I realized that they were too busy with one another to notice me. I was getting to the point where I was about to come when Rachel took notice of me.

		“What the fuck is this weirdo doing?” She said as she ran over to me. “No!” She slapped my wrists as if she was the boss of me.

		“I-I’m sorry ma’am,” I said as I was breathing heavily. I wanted to play with myself for just a little bit longer, but she was unfortunately there to stop me. 

		“That’s gross!” She said, “your pussy is disgusting! Save it for when we leave!”

		“L-leave?” I asked.

		“Yeah,” she said with wide eyes like I was supposed to know something. “Your husband is taking me out to dinner tonight. Isn’t that right Harry?” Her smile was evil, and it made me feel worthless.

		“Yeah,” Harry said as he stood up, “let’s get in the shower first. I’ll be back sometime tonight Dear.” Harry said to me.

		“O-okay,” I said as I watched them go towards the bathroom together. I waited for the door to shut, and then I seized my opportunity to rebel against Rachel’s commands. 

		To an outsider it might look pathetic, but the feeling of being a pathetic cuckquean masturbating alone while your husband takes a shower with another woman as they prepare to go out to dinner without you is amazing to me. I managed to come without either of them knowing, and I said nothing when they left to dinner. I knew that I was a cuckquean, and it was my duty to allow them to do as they pleased. 
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		Lacy Ciccone enjoys writing stories about cheating spouses. Cuckqueans, cuckcakes, hotwives, and cuckolds is what turns her on. The simple fact that a person in a committed relationship would have the desire to sleep with someone else makes her excited. Her stories often feature a humiliated partner that not only witnesses the affair but is also charged with cleaning up the mess!

		

		

		

		Other books by Lacy Ciccone
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		Professional Cuckcake Series: Parts 1-3

		This collection contains all 3 parts of the Professional Cuckcake Series. Is is over 15,500 words. This is the most cost effective way to enjoy the whole series!

		Professional Cuckcake

		Good Morning Cuckquean

		Trained to Dominate Me

		My best friend was ranting about how wonderful this woman Diane was at fixing marriages. It all seemed so shady at first when I realized that Diane was basically sleeping with married men right in front of their wives. It didn't make sense, but Marco and I had grown apart so much that I was willing to give anything a fair shot.

		I wasn't expecting to enjoy it so much, and the thought of cleaning up after their mess was something that I worried about. The act itself was something that somehow fixed marriages, and Diane had a long list of clients to back up her methods. I gave in, and submitted myself to her and my husband.

		The results were eye opening.
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