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		Soon to be Married

		

		

		Her cuckquean fantasy

		My soon to be wife told me on a few separate occasions that she had a strange kink that was inside of her. She was always doing things for me that I knew she didn’t derive much pleasure from, so I opened my ears and listened to her dark secret.

		“I want you to cheat on me,” she looked ashamed to admit it, “but I want to be in the room to watch it. I want the woman to humiliate me physically and emotionally.”

		When she told me this I was shocked. On the one hand it was like having a free pass to fuck another woman. I thought about it quite a bit and came to the realization that it might be hard to pull off. I had three obstacles. Number one, I had to find a woman that would sleep with me. Number two, the woman I found had to be willing to sleep with me even though I was in a relationship. Number three, the woman I found had to have the desire to physically and emotionally torment my woman. I wanted to make my wife happy, so I did everything in my power to make it happen.

		It was a strange predicament to be in, and one I was unable to share with those around me. I wasn’t even sure where to begin. Many guys cheated on their girlfriends without any remorse or fear of getting caught, but I was paralyzed by the matter even though I was given explicit permission and regular encouragement. 

		“I wonder if this is a fuckin’ trap.” I always thought this because it seemed like a “too good to be true” type situation.

		Figuring out how to please my future wife in this way was going against my every instinct as a monogamous man. I did, however, realize that if I did not indulge her fantasy, she may never truly be happy. It would be a strange way to have your woman leave you. I imagined the questions I would get from friends and family.

		“Wait, you guys broke up? What happened? You were perfect for one another!” They would ask.

		“Well, Kara wanted me to find women to bring into our bedroom so she could watch me have sex with them. Oh, I also forgot! She wanted to lick the woman’s pussy and ass while she was called a dirty slut!” I always answered in my hypothetical scenarios.

		It was a bizarre position to be in.

		

		Research

		I’m the type of guy that scours the web for reviews and articles about products before I buy them. This situation, though a little different, was going to be treated the same way. Naturally, I ran a search on the internet about my wife wanting me to cheat on her. No matter what I typed in, I just couldn’t get any relevant results about what was going on in my wife’s head.

		That is until I remembered something I learned a while back. When you read as many internet forums as I do, you tend to come across a special type of vernacular. One of those words that I kept seeing used was “cuck.” Men would call one another cucks as a way to degrade them and attack their manhood. When I ran the word cuck through a search engine it brought up the strangest type of pornography that I had ever seen in my life. The video I saw had this skinny white man with a metal cage around his cock. He was presented as the sexy blonde’s husband, and he would be on his knees. The wife then had her “boyfriend” come over, a well-endowed black man, and fuck her in front of the man. It was the craziest thing I had ever seen in my life. Why would a man want that?

		That’s when I typed in “female cuckold.” A lot of the results shot back the same stuff. I realized that I had to modify the search engine so that the term “female cuckold” was found as it was written. After modifying the search engine, the results came back without as many traditional cuckold results. Thank goodness for that because I was tired of seeing men allow themselves to be subject to that type of humiliation.

		There were a few links to some videos, but a forum post caught my eye first. Clicking the link took me to a popular website that I had seen before, and men were talking about their experiences. Many of the concerns expressed by the men were similar to my own. I did notice quite a few men asking questions trying to figure out how they could turn their wife into a cuckquean. It seemed like a malicious thing to try and attempt. 

		The posts that talked about wives going to their husbands with the fantasy were what I was interested in reading. Some of the men’s wives only wanted to watch the act take place, while other women wanted to get involved physically with the other woman. I was starting to understand what it was my woman wanted. She wanted to experience another woman having power over her, but she also wanted to see me be a hyper dominant, alpha male. I read nearly all the posts that pertained to my situation before moving on to the videos.

		It only took one video to convert me. The video showed a willing wife being hogtied by her husband and a younger, more sexy woman verbally taunting her. The look on the wife’s face was enough to get my cock moving and I nearly shot my load the moment the other woman, referred to as a cuckcake, rubbed her ass on the wife’s face while sucking the man’s cock. The power that male porn star must have felt must have fueled his cock to become ten times more powerful than it usually was. When I saw the semen my own cock produced I knew that exploring my wife’s desires would give me a form of pleasure that I had never experienced in my life. As soon as I cleaned myself up and closed the video, I was prepared to dig deeper into my future wife’s mind, so I could determine the most mutually beneficial arrangement that was possible given our circumstance.

		

		So, I’ve been thinking…

		Miranda and I were to be wed in the summer of this year. She always wanted a June wedding. Being a man, I didn't really care when we got married; I just wanted to lock her down, so no other man could have her.

		Since we lived together already all I had to do was wait for her to come home from the grocery store that Saturday afternoon. As I helped her put away the groceries I considered starting the conversation then and there, but decided to wait when I noticed a large jar of dill pickles in her hands. It would be my luck that she would drop the jar due to the excitement that would come over her.

		“Miranda, sit down for a second.” I opened a can of soda, “We need to talk.”

		She turned around slowly as if I was about to say something she did not want to hear. In her defense, conversations that started out with “we need to talk” hardly ever worked out in the other person’s favor.

		“What is it Frank?” She was trying to sound annoyed, but I could see that she was just trying to put up a wall incase I were to drop a bombshell. 

		“It’s not bad,” I could see her relax a little bit, “I wanted to talk a little bit more about this thing you brought up before. You know, in the bedroom.” 

		She sat down and it was obvious that I had her full attention now. For whatever reason, I could tell that she was still on guard. Maybe it was because I hadn’t fully committed to the idea yet. 

		“I looked more into it. You want to become a cuckquean?” I asked.

		“Yeah, that’s what everyone calls it.” She answered still watching my face as if she was trying to read my mind.

		“And you want to have a woman dominate you like she is a dominatrix?”

		She took a deep, quiet breath. Her face began to blush, and I noticed her squirm a little bit in the chair. I thought for a moment if the word “dominatrix” is what set her off, so I continued to use it as much as possible.

		“I did a little research. Most of it was reading about this whole cuckqueaning thing from the point of view of the man. The video I saw was fuckin’ hot!” I pulled my chair a tiny bit closer to her, “the wife was tied up while the dominatrix rubbed her ass on her face.”

		She did it again when I said “dominatrix” but got even harder when I talked about the wife’s face being used by the dominatrix. At this point, I was certain that she was craving this type of humiliation.

		“I this what you’re looking to try?” I asked to ensure that I had a clear yes or no answer.

		“Yes Frank,” she looked down at the ground, “Can I see the video?”

		I had all the confirmation I needed. We went into the other room and I pulled up the video on my laptop. I watched her every move, and she shivered every time the dominant woman humiliated the wife.

		

		Hi, I’m Frank and I’m engaged to a wonderful woman. Swipe left if that’s a problem!

		Miranda and I talked about how we were going to find a woman to humiliate her. We went back and forth for hours, and settled on trying to use a popular dating app. Neither of us had ever used it before, but we both knew what it was, and how it worked. All you had to do was make a profile, put up a few photos, and start browsing other profiles. If you were interested in the person you swiped right, but if you didn’t want to talk with them you would swipe left. It seemed like the easiest way to find a woman that was interested in this.

		My fiancé impressed me with her ability to finely tune my dating profile to cater to women. She made me pose for a few pictures and used some of the older ones that she thought would interest potential suitors. Watching her customize my profile was oddly erotic to me. To see how passionate and determined she was to be tied up and have her face deep in a woman’s ass was a real eye opener. I realized how lucky I was considering all the men on the internet trying to find ways to “manipulate” their wives into the lifestyle. It was being served to me on a silver platter by a sexy woman.

		There were only two contributions that I made to the construction of the profile. I wanted one of the photos to have both of us in it, and a clear message stating what we were looking for. Miranda agreed that it would be best to be upfront even if it meant less women would be interested. As the profile went live, I could see her becoming aroused.

		“What got you all worked up?” I asked having a bit of an idea already.

		“Anyone can see Frank!” She kissed me on the lips, “That’s so fuckin’ hot!”

		The mood in the room was as hot as it was the night I got on one knee and asked for her hand in marriage.

		I stood tall while she worked her way towards my cock. She freed my cock from my pants, and worshiped it with her kiss. Placing my hand on her head signaled to her that I wanted to be pleased more.

		My cock grew when she put her lips around it. She had never dared to take the whole thing inside of her mouth before, but tonight was different. As I watched my cock disappear inside of her mouth, she held her hands behind her back to simulate being tied up. Even though she could not speak with her mouth full of me, I knew instinctively that she wanted me treat her mouth the same as her pussy. 

		With her lips delicately sealed around my cock, I began to thrust. Starting of short and slow as I transitioned to fucking her face mercilessly with my cock. Not once did she try to pull away or move her hands. Her eyes remained fixed on mine as I released myself inside of her mouth. I could feel her throat trying to swallow my come while my dick remained inside her mouth. My cock lost interest in being inside of her mouth and I pulled it away from her. She remained on her knees with her hands behind her back.

		“I love you Frank.” She said as she swallowed the last drop.

		“I love you too.” I maintained my position over her, “Kiss it.”

		

		Automation

		There was one thing I was always good with: computers. The following day, I had told Miranda that I would take care of getting us the matches.

		“How are you going to do that? I thought we could look at the profiles together.” She seemed a little let down by what I was saying.

		“Listen,” I tapped her on the nose, “I have a plan. When we have our list of matches, we can sit down together and look through them.”

		I connected the smartphone to our PC. From there I set up a program, basically a robot, that automatically swiped right on every profile. I explained to her that the program would allow us to match with everyone in the area that decided they were interested. After we had our list of potential candidates we could go through the list and be more particular.

		“That’s clever.” Her attitude was changed after the explanation.

		“Yeah it is. It removes bias as well.” I took a sip of my coffee before I explained further, “if we look at each profile there is a chance we swipe left on people that are actually good matches. We don’t want to be too picky because we have no idea what “level of a woman” will be interested.”

		“You’re 100% right,” I could tell she found my plan to be genius, “we might find somebody more attractive if we know that they’re interested in us.”

		“My thoughts exactly!” I got up and kissed her as a reward for understanding my opinion.

		Once I finished setting things up, I loaded the program to make sure that I had done it properly. We both stared in amazement as we saw the profiles appear on the screen and automatically swiped right. Miranda was even more impressed when she saw that I had accounted for the apps tendency to throw ads into the mix. After so many swipes, a pop up would occur that would require the user to click “decline offer.” My little bot was programmed to click a space where that box would appear in between each profile. Each task I had programmed my PC to perform was happening within in microseconds, so the entire process was effortless and fluid.

		“We’ll leave this on for a few days. Make sure you don’t touch either the PC or the phone and before you know it we will have swiped right to every single possible profile!”

		“I wonder how many matches we’ll get!” Miranda was excited as she watched the profile pictures speed by on our computer.

		“Let’s just say I would bet anything that you end up getting what you want.” I put my arm around and kissed her on the cheek.

		“I hope so.” She said as if she was automated as well. 

		Her eyes were glued to the screen in amazement.

		

		The next step

		Over the course of two days I had to constantly find a way to drag my fiancé from the computer screen.

		“She’s cute! She’s cute!” I would hear her say over, and over as the faces flashed by.

		I was more concerned with how to handle the likely massive pool of women to choose from. Much like we were indiscriminately swiping right, it would be foolish to expect different from the other women. 

		“Miranda, help me with something.” I called to her from the other room.

		“What is it honey?”

		“Help me write an introduction message that we can copy and paste to all of the women. We want it to be very clear about what it is we are looking for.” I explained.

		“You want to send each woman the same message?”

		“Yeah. We’re going to have a LOT of matches.” I pulled up a word processing document, “this will help us narrow down the list to a level where we can provide a more personal response.”

		“You’re good at this.” She started to laugh, “a little TOO good.”

		I just laughed because I wasn’t sure how to respond. She was trying to get me to sleep with another woman after all, what other reason could she possibly have to justify feeling worried.

		The two of us worked on the introduction message we would copy and paste to each of the women together. A half hour later and we were able to come up with something that made us both happy.

		“Hello, how are you? Just in case you didn’t bother to read our bio, we are an engaged couple seeking a woman to assist us in the bedroom. We are looking for a woman that wants to humiliate another woman physically/verbally while having sex with her fiancé. If you want to know more feel free to message us and we can talk about it in greater detail.”

		We both agreed that it wasn’t the smoothest pick up line in the world. At the end of the day, it came down to being a numbers game. If they were seriously interested, they wouldn’t need us to “court” them with clever jokes or sweet compliments. I also made sure to paste the link to the video we watched into the same document, so that it was readily available if a woman wanted an idea about our specific fantasy. 

		“I’m glad we’re being honest about it Frank.” 

		“Me too. If we tried to trick someone into this we would run the risk of them getting hurt.”

		“Yeah, maybe they fall in love with you!” She nudged my shoulder.

		“Yeah that would be interesting. It would be like I was cuckqueaning two women at the same time!”

		

		You can take it from here

		I didn’t go to work the day that my program had ran through all of the potential matches. This gave me the entire day to send the pre-written message to every woman on the list. Miranda and I had an understanding that no matter what we wouldn’t talk to any of the people that replied until every last woman got the message. 

		“This is so exciting Frank!” She kept pointing at the screen, “Look at her! She got back to us!”

		“I see, I see. Right now I’m just trying to get this done.” I tried to calm her down a little bit, but she continued to get excited when she saw the notifications.

		By the time I had finished posting the final message my fingers were practically useless. The dating app said that we had 150 matches. 

		“You can talk to them babe. I’m gonna have a beer.” I got out of the chair and let her take the seat. “Let me know if anything happens.”

		“Okay sweetie.” She was half ignoring me now that she had a buffet of potential women to dominant her.

		I cracked open a can of beer and looked out the kitchen window. My mind became empty for a brief moment. It was strange to see how proactive my future wife was when it came to being degraded by another woman. Thoughts of a sexy woman commanding her to kiss her ass while I spanked her ass for not kissing it good enough entered my mind. It wasn’t just Miranda that wanted it; I was developing a taste for her humiliation as well. The feeling of power being in my hands was something I knew most men would truly understand. The freedom to fuck another woman while my wife to be is tied up and pathetically becoming more aroused was an evolution that I was craving. 

		It all seemed like it was going to happen soon. Reminding myself that it was still just a an unfulfilled fantasy was important to maintaining frame. As they say, “don’t count your chickens until they hatch.”

		

		Rose

		Miranda was chatting various women for hours. It didn’t make sense to me to even try to inject any of my own thoughts.

		“She could choose an ugly, overweight woman for all I care.” I thought to myself when as I continued to remind myself that I was going to get to fuck another woman.

		Not knowing how to occupy my time while my fiancé worked on finding her fix led me back to the cuckquean internet forums.

		It was time for me to get involved with the community. Now that I was immersing myself in the kink it seemed like a reasonable idea. I registered an account with the website and decided to make my first post. I titled the topic “My fiancé is searching for her own demise…” It seemed like an attention getter. I had no plans on what to write but the words seemed to natural flow out of my fingers. 

		“My girlfriend, well actually fiancé, is right now “interviewing” many women on a popular dating app. She appears to be looking for a woman that wants to dominate her sexually while submitting to me. There’s a part of me that wouldn’t mind being submissive either if she was hot enough! It’s so crazy guys (and ladies?) to be in this position. She approached me with the idea! I was the one with the doubts, lol. I’ll report back to you guys when the deed is done. I think I might even write a small, erotic recollection of the events!”

		It felt good to anonymously publish my feelings. Besides, it gave me something to do and people to talk to while my girlfriend was busy “cheating” on me with other women.

		“Frank!” It sounded like an emergency, “come here! I think I found her!”

		I put down my laptop and mentally prepared myself to see what might be my next lay.

		Miranda had a chat box pulled up, and by the looks of it, they had been going at it for hours. She clicked the woman’s profile picture to pull up her entire bio. The first thing that I noticed was how beautiful she was. Dark red hair, flawless pale white skin, and piercing blue eyes. She had the look of an alpha female all over her face. Another photo showed her entire body in tight clothing. Her ass was round and looked tasty and her breasts looked big and firm. I imagined my wife sticking her nose between her ass crack while the woman pushed her in deeper and called her names. Before I sat down to talk about her, I had to tuck my erection in my waistband. 

		“Her name is Rose,” she clicked to another photo. “Isn’t she beautiful?”

		“She’s hot as hell,” I still wasn’t sure how to deal with complimenting another woman in front of my wife, “she wants to do this?

		“Yeah, she wants to meet us. She thinks your sexy Frank!” She made an excited screech, “she said she wants to sit on my face!”

		“Really? So, she knows she’s talking to you right, and not me?” I asked.

		“Yeah, I told her right away.” She took a moment from chatting Rose, “she said she paid her way through college by being a dominatrix! She is perfect!”

		“That’s” I paused as I imagined being underneath Rose’s heel as she ordered me to kiss her foot, “perfect.” I was in a trance as I looked at the photos of Rose.

		

		Coffee threesome

		My fiancé organized a coffee date for the three of us at a local shop. Rose didn’t live that far away, and she said she wanted to see us in person first. It was agreed that it was just going to be a time to get to know one another and get a feel for each other. Nothing sexual would occur. It seemed like the right way to go about this.

		I checked my forum post that I made the night prior, and it had blown up. Many men were hyper jealous, and others were simply congratulating me. A few guys offered some sound advice as well. I chose to post within the thread to provide a tiny update, a little crumb for them to nibble on while they waited to hear of my conquest.

		“We found a beautiful redhead. She’s smart, tall, busty, and friendly. She used to be a dominatrix when she was in college. My wife to be is more excited than I am, and well, I’m pretty fuckin’ pumped to see what happens! I’ll update when I can. PS: Fuck off haters :p”

		Miranda called me into the room and told me what to wear. It was strange being bossed around by a woman that was dying to be submissive. I took her word for it; she did set the whole thing up, and likely knew how to impress Rose.

		Rose was already in the coffee shop when we arrived. We noticed her right away because she sat near the window sipping on her beverage.

		“Hey!” Miranda said to her as she walked towards Rose, “so nice to meet you!”

		I smiled at Rose and headed to the counter to order a coffee for the two of us. I could hear the two of them talking like old friends.

		“I love your top! It’s so sexy” I could hear Rose say to Miranda.

		Her voice was confident. She almost had the type of voice that could narrate erotica.

		“Thank you, I love your shoes!” Miranda and Rose were wrapped up in their own little worlds while I sipped coffee and smiled when it seemed appropriate.

		There was a point where I was really impressed with my fiancé. She didn’t once mention sex or anything about the being cuckquean to Rose. It was as if she knew exactly how to game a female After all, I suppose, she is a woman too and is more in tune with how they want to be courted. 

		Our coffee date only lasted 45 minutes before Rose said she had to go. She told us that she wanted to see us as soon as possible, but this time at our home. We agreed and it was decided that she would come to our house the following Saturday sometime after six in the evening. My wife’s eyes lit up as if Rose had said something sexual, but I realized that it was all subtext between the two of them. The art of the conversation was something that I was still learning, and still working on to this day. It seemed as if women were naturally gifted with the ability to say things to one another with actually saying them.

		

		Everything has to be perfect!

		Leading up to our sexual encounter with Rose, we had to make everything perfect. What I mean by that is, Miranda wanted everything to look perfect.

		“Run the vacuum cleaner in the house Frank, I’m going to make sure that the bedroom is spotless.” She was running around like a crazy woman.

		I didn’t see the point in arguing with her. I was about to fuck the hell out of another woman right before her eyes, so the least I could do was some basic housework to keep her happy. It didn’t matter to me if Rose thought we were dirty people because we weren’t. I ran the vacuum and dusted some shelves. It wasn’t that much of an inconvenience. 

		“Honey, I’m going to the store.” I said knowing I could get out of some of the chores, “I want to get a few things for the fridge in case she wants or needs something.”

		“Okay sweetie! Good Idea!” She continued to hastily clean every surface of our home.

		I took note of this. If I felt like she was slacking on the house work, I just needed to find a woman to bring over. Not the worst thing in the world for a humble man like myself.

		There were a few things I figured we could use anyways. I couldn’t imagine Rose requesting anything in particular, but I picked up a variety of beverages. Some different drinks and snacks in case she needed anything. A few candles for the mood. I was just wasting time to be honest, and money. 

		It seemed rather pointless, but if it made Miranda more confident and pleased with the environment that we could offer our guest it was worth it. Besides, it didn't hurt to have a few extra things around the house anyways. After I checked out at the register, I put everything in the car and decided to sit in the parking lot for fifteen minutes. The longer I took, I figured, the less work would be expected of me.

		

		Welcome to our home!

		Rose was finally in our home. Miranda was ecstatic when she first saw the text message on her phone that Rose had sent to let her know she was outside. I observed Rose walk into our home from the kitchen table. She was wearing a black and her clothes were made of leather. The pants she had on conformed to the perfect, hourglass figure that she had, and the black color of her outfit contrasted nicely with her beautiful red hair.

		“Hello, welcome to our home!” Miranda said as she hovered around our guest.

		“Thank you, your house is quite lovely.” Rose said as she eyed up the place.

		As Rose walked on the hardwood floor her high heels clacked and the sound echoed through the room. The sound of her walk was enough foreplay for me.

		She was carrying a small bag, and she placed it on the kitchen table. I wanted to open it up, and see inside, but I wouldn’t dare cross that line. It didn’t look like a standard woman’s purse.

		“That’s my tool kit.” She said as she looked at me, “look inside.”

		I pulled the bag close to me and unzipped it. There were paddles, handcuffs, ropes, ball gags, blindfolds, and a strap-on dildo. 

		“That’s quite the tool kit Rose.” I said as I examined the strap-on dildo, “You really were a dominatrix?”

		“Yeah that was quite an interesting, yet profitable, time in my life,” she pulled out the rope, “Miranda, sweetheart, be a doll and get naked for me.” Her voice was chilling.

		Miranda was now being put on the spot. She looked at me as if she needed permission, so I nodded my head with a wink. I figured I would sit back and enjoy whatever was to come. 

		“R-right now?” Miranda was suddenly shy.

		“Yes, right now,” Rose approached her and put her hand on her chin, “and from here on out, you will refer to me as mistress. Do you understand me?”

		“Yes.”

		“Yes what?” Rose turned her head and looked deeply into her eyes.

		“Yes mistress.” Miranda’s humiliation was underway.

		My hand found its way on my crotch and I began to rub my hard cock. It felt like I was in an interactive pornography, and I reminded myself to not touch myself too much. If I were to come from simply watching these two beautiful women go at it I would be unable to ravish the dominatrix. That was, after all, the primary benefit to me for allowing my fiancé to engage in sexual acts with another woman.

		

		You’re a disgrace!

		 Rose instructed her to kneel before her as she took a seat next to me at the kitchen table. It was amazing to see the control that Rose was wielding as my wife dutifully knelt before her mistress. 

		“You see this man, your future husband?” Rose pointed at me but kept her eyes fixed on Miranda’s.

		“Yes, mistress.”

		“He’s never going to forget my pussy. I’m going to make him regret asking you to marry him.” She grabbed her by the hair and smacked her hard across the face.

		Miranda didn’t say a word. She rubbed her cheek and had the look of shock on her face.

		“Lay down on your back!” Rose said as she took her heels off and threw them to the side. 

		My fiancé laid down on her back, and Rose placed the bottom of her feet on her face. I couldn’t even see her face anymore. Rose smiled evilly at her doing and looked at me and began to speak.

		“This little slut isn’t worth too much. That’s why we’re going to tie her up, so she can witness what real sex looks like. Isn’t that right slut!” She lifted one of her feet from her face and smacked her across the face with it.

		“Yes mistress!” Miranda said pathetically as her voice was muffled from an alpha female’s feet. 

		“That’s a good little bitch now,” Rose turned her attention back to me, “Tell me Frank, do you think I’m more beautiful than Miranda.”

		I looked down at her, and I could barely see her face. I couldn’t help but laugh.

		“Yes, you are more beautiful than her.” I answered.

		“Tell that to your fiancé please.” She moved her feet from her eyes and wiggled her toes into her mouth. “Suck.” 

		I looked right into Miranda’s eyes and told her that I thought Rose was more beautiful. She moaned a little bit and it made us laugh as she continued to suck on her mistress’ toes.

		“You hear that slut? I know you heard it because your ears aren’t full like your mouth.” Rose was enjoying the power she had over my girlfriend, and so was I.

		“Kiss my feet, go on, you can use your hands to hold them still.” Rose instructed.

		It was time for me to get involved. I stood up and moved towards Rose and placed my hands around her body. I kissed her lips gently a few times then looked her in the eyes with a smile. We both knew that it was time to make out. I peeked during our passionate kiss and used my peripheral vision to confirm what I suspected. Miranda had been watching us kiss the entire time while kissed the bottoms of her cuckcake’s feet. Rose briefly pulled away from our kiss to shout at her submissive.

		“I want to hear you smelling them too! Tell me how much you love them!” Her orders were firm and powerful.

		“I love your feet mistress. Thank you.” Miranda said while fulfilling her desires to be humiliated.

		

		Look at how pathetic you are slut!

		Rose pulled away from our kiss again, but this time directed her focus towards the rope that she had pulled out. She removed her feet from Miranda’s face after ridiculing her for being “a good little foot stool” and she instructed her to go to the bedroom. When Miranda stood up, I grabbed her by the hair and held her head lower than it would naturally be if she just walked on her own.

		“Come here bitch!” I said as I saw she was getting more aroused from the rough handling of her mind and body.

		She was pushed on the bed, and Rose mounted her from behind so that she could tie her up. She roughly grabbed her arms and held them behind her back while she secured a tight knot. Once she felt confident that she would be unable to break free from her bondage, Rose worked on the legs.

		“Look at her squirm!” She commented as she began to connect her tied legs and feet.

		We both looked at Miranda laying on the bed in the most pathetic position imaginable while being completely naked. The look in her eyes proved that she felt powerless, and it was even more obvious when her attempts to break free from the ropes made her look weak and insignificant. 

		I pulled Rose close to my body and began to make out with her again. My hands slid down her smooth, leather wearing body and I firmly squeezed her ass. It felt good to touch another woman, and it felt even better to know that my woman was watching. I felt a zipper on Rose’s back, and I decided to pull it. She began to work on her pants, and as we worked together in harmony, I had to keep myself from drooling at the site of her perfectly fit body.

		“You’re so fuckin’ sexy!” I said as I began to kiss her bare chest.

		“You hear that bitch? Your future husband thinks I’m sexy!” She managed to get her pants off.

		Rose was wearing all black lingerie. Her G-string was so small, I wondered what the point of it was. She began to pull me closer to the bed, and it is then when I suspected that Miranda had shown her the video.

		“Put your face in my butt!” She wiggled her ass in a taunting manner, “watch her as she has to crawl for it. Come on slut!”

		I moved to the side so I could get a better view. Miranda had to slide her body the best she could to inch herself closer to her mistress’ ass. You could see how hungry she was for it. She was desperate to have a woman’s butt on her face.

		“You need some help?” I grabbed her head and pushed her into Rose’s ass, “smell it! I wanna hear you smell it!”

		Miranda began sniffing her ass like her life depended on it. My cock was fueled by her depravity, and I made my move towards rose.

		“Suck my cock!” I ordered the dominatrix.

		No hesitation entered her head. She knew she was my subordinate as well. I was the king of this room, and these women were here for my pleasure.

		“Anything for you Frank.” Rose said softly while her ass was being sniffed, “let me worship your cock while she worships my ass.”

		I removed my pants in one quick motion, and after that I pulled my shirt from my back.

		

		Time to shut her up!

		Miranda was loving every moment of Rose’s ass being shoved in her face. It got to the point where Miranda was confessing her love for it and begging to be sat on.

		“I love your ass mistress! It is a pleasure to worship you. I want to pray to your ass like it is my eternal goddess!” She cried out in pure joy as Rose laughed at her.

		“It’s time to shut this bitch up.” I said as I pulled my hard cock from Rose’s mouth, “I’ll be back.”

		I disappeared briefly into the other room to grab the ball gag and a paddle. When I came back Rose had taken her G-string off and was ordering my fiancé to service her pussy.

		“Lick it bitch! I said lick it!” She said not giving her much of a chance to lick it because she was pushing her face hard into her crotch and rubbing her pussy all over her face. “LICK IT!”

		Miranda was unable to do anything but close her eyes and keep her tongue out while Rose used her face for her pleasure. I set the ball gag down on the bed, so they could both see what was coming and positioned myself behind Miranda with the paddle in my hand.

		“Lick that pussy bitch!” I said cracking her ass hard with the paddle. 

		It was hard to use the paddle because of the web of rope that was keeping her locked in bondage. It didn’t stop me from punishing her soft ass for not listening to her mistress.

		“You love pussy?” Rose pulled herself away for a brief moment and waited for a response.

		“Yes, I love pussy.” Miranda lunged forward to lick as I smacked her ass again with the paddle.

		Rose stopped her from licking and put her face close to Miranda’s.

		“You forgetting something?” 

		“I love your pussy mistress!” Miranda said after a brief pause as she thought about what she might have forgotten.

		“That’s right!” Rose gathered saliva in her mouth and spat in her face. 

		I gave up on paddling her further. I wanted to humiliate her further.

		As I rounded the bed, I could see the spit dripping down her sad looking face. She had a mixture of ass, pussy, and saliva on her face and I wanted to compound the effects. I reached down and grabbed Rose’s G-string from the floor.

		“Open.” I shoved the underwear to her lips.

		She opened her mouth and didn’t say a word. After shoving the underwear deep into her mouth, I began to fasten the ball gag to her face. The sounds she made as the ball and underwear filled her mouth began to fade away as she was only able to use her air for oxygen.

		“That’ll shut her up!” I said while focusing my attention on the beautiful red headed woman that just had her pussy licked by my soon to be wife.

		

		After all that, you don’t even get to come!

		Rose surprised me for a moment when she broke character. After I had used the ball gag she started to speak.

		“I have to do this now. Since she has been bound and is unable to speak, we are not to touch her. This is for safety reasons, do you understand?” She said in a normal professional voice as if she was reliving her days as a dominatrix.

		“Yes.” I answered.

		“Blink three times if you’re still okay with this sweetie?” She looked at Miranda.

		Miranda closed her eyes three times and then held her eyes open for a moment so we could verify her response.

		“Good,” Rose said as she began to kiss me while working my cock with her hands. My cock was still strong.

		I turned Rose around and pushed her doggystyle on the bed. Gripping her hair, I placed her head right next to Miranda’s. I turned her head so that they we were facing one another. I wanted Miranda to see the pleasure I was giving this woman with my hard erection.

		Rose taunted her by kissing the air a few times, but she stopped to moan as I slid my cock deep inside her. I placed my right hand on her shoulders to keep her pinned in position, and with my left hand I squeezed her ass. I began to thrust in, and out of Rose slowly while I watched my fiancé tremble in pleasure.

		“I’ve never felt a pussy like this before.” I said in an attempt to stir up some drama between the two.

		“You hear that my little cuckquean? Maybe I’ll marry him instead!” She stuck her tongue out at Miranda who could not respond.

		Every thrust I made was harder and faster than the last. Rose’s moaning became progressively louder, and I was unable to remain quiet even though I typically can. Seeing my fiancé tied up and knowing about her dirty little secrets made my cock feel larger than it ever had before. 

		“I bet you’ve never been fucked like this before. How does it make you feel to know after all of this, you don’t even get to come!” Rose verbally destroyed her inches from her face.

		My cock began to uncontrollably shoot my load inside of Rose’s pussy. The contractions of my cock sent pleasure into her body and I saw her open her mouth as she moaned loudly in Miranda’s face. I was unable to keep my mouth closed as my cock was drained of its power, and when it was empty, I held it inside Rose for a moment as I rested my head on her back.

		“That was the best orgasm of my life.” I said as I tried to catch my breath.

		Rose just smiled at Miranda.

		“See? There’s a reason why your there, and I’m here.”

		

		Surprisingly unawkward round table discussion

		Rose and I got ourselves cleaned up and kissed a few more times after we had finished having sex. We decided to keep Miranda hogtied, but to be kind we removed the gag from her mouth. 

		“You want to keep suckin’ on my G-string?” Rose asked.

		Miranda didn’t answer but began to chew to show that she still had a sense of humor. Rose pulled them out of her mouth and playfully smacked her face with it.

		“Thank you, mistress!” Miranda said happy that she was able to speak.

		“No problem sweetie. Was that what you were looking’ for?”

		“I’ve never been so happy before. I feel like I could live like this forever.” Miranda adjusted herself but remained bound.

		“You’re not the only one,” Rose was putting her clothes back on, but kept her underwear to the side, “trust me on that!” She winked.

		I went into the bathroom. I looked at myself in the mirror, and I realized what I had just done. The power I gained from that experience would give me the confidence for the rest of my life to do anything that I set out to do. It made me feel like I could go into work the next day and demand a raise.

		When I returned to the bedroom, I saw that Rose had untied my fiancé and they were laughing and joking about things unrelated to what had just happened. It felt like the coffee date all over again, so I decided to go into the other room. I grabbed a few cold coffees from the fridge and passed them out.

		Rose told us about her history as a dominatrix and some of the weird things that the men, and sometimes women, would request. She said she still enjoyed being dominant in bed, but always preferred it when a man took charge. 

		“The innocent ones are always the kinkiest.” She said to my wife and they just laughed. 

		We all shared a laugh and spent a little more time together. Rose had agreed to come to our wedding, and Miranda requested another session for our honeymoon. I went into the other room and loaded up my laptop. I figured I’d post a synopsis for the guys on the forum to drool over. I could see that my stock was rising within the community. 

		As I read the replies that were pouring in, Rose was heading for the door. I said goodbye to her as she and my fiancé kissed one another on the lips. It was as if I was just a prop in this threesome, and that the relationship was between the two of them. It didn’t bother me; in fact, it brought a huge smile to my face to see woman find true happiness.
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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

		

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

		

		Cuckqueaned by the Maid

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

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

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

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

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

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

		This novelette is 12,600 words long. All characters in this story are fictional, and are above the age of 18. This book contains elements of BDSM, and everything is consensual between the characters.

		

		Evil Cuckcake

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

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

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

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

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

		This novelette is 14,900 words long. All characters in this story are fictional, and are above the age of 18. This book contains elements of BDSM, and everything is consensual between the characters.
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		You can find Lacy Ciccone by searching for her at your favorite retailer.
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