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		Stern Cuckcake

		

		I became addicted

		My outlook on life changed the first time I found myself standing over a kneeling woman as her husband’s hands went up and down my body. Looking into the pathetic eyes of a married woman that got off on watching her masculine husband please me was the most fuel that my ego had ever received. I loved it from that point on, and the very first couple that introduced me to the lifestyle continues to please me to do this day. I’d say the hardest part is coming up with weird excuses as to why you live with a married couple and never date. I couldn’t imagine some people knowing the truth about me, and the humiliating things that I do to my cuckquean!

		Initially, I was extremely nervous. I wasn’t fully comfortable with another woman watching me get undressed while she remained fully clothed. 

		“Relax,” her husband Michael said, “she isn’t half as beautiful as you!” My nipples grew erect when I heard the cuckquean let out a disappointed sigh. I couldn’t imagine what it was like to hear your husband speak about you in such a way.

		“Yes, sir!” The cuckquean said. She was breathing hard and it was a familiar sound. It was in that moment when I realized that she was actually enjoying the harsh words and getting off on the idea of being cheated on by her husband.

		Michael was a handsome man, standing over six feet tall, and a body like hard rock. I was told that he was a regional sales manager, but his true passion was in running marathons. He alone gave me a weird bias for men that enjoyed running. Something about all of the cardio that they do makes their cock stronger and seemingly everlasting. 

		“Oh,” his wife Tina moaned when her husband sat my butt down on her dresser. He was opening my legs and getting ready to give me his strength, and all she wanted to do was be recognized as less than me. 

		“Come here,” he whispered to me as he put his hand around my neck. He pulled me in for a wet kiss and I tried to combat his tongue but he overpowered me. My breathing was much like Tina’s but my position was significantly higher.

		As he began to rock in and out of me, all of Tina’s makeup started to be knocked over. It was symbolic of her relationship’s integrity. She watched and moaned as I enjoyed the pleasure from her husband’s cock. I had his full attention as he caressed my breasts and let out a deep breath. I struggled to ignore his wife watching us from the floor, but eventually the pleasure became too great. I zoned out the world and howled like a woman that had been denied sex for ten years.

		“I’m going to come inside of you!” He said loud enough for his wife to hear, “I don’t even fuck her without a condom on!”

		I don’t know why, but that simple fact set me off. I was getting something that Tina never got, and it made me feel extraordinarily special. In his eyes, I was younger and more beautiful, thus I deserved to receive him more than the woman he said “I do” with. 

		“Michael!” I cried out when I first felt his cock unload, “oh yes!” I couldn’t help but give his wife an evil grin. She was sobbing but her hands were between her legs and she was rubbing her clit while I received the real thing.

		“You see that!” He said to his wife as he pulled his cock out of me. I watched him grab her by the arm and have her look at my come filled pussy. “That,” he said with passion in his voice, “is a pussy! Isn’t it beautiful?”

		“Yes, sir,” she said as she looked longingly at my used up hole. “I want, I want,” she was nervous and I had no idea what she was trying to say. “Can, c-can I please lick it?” She begged.

		I was surprised and shocked but my expression was nothing more than a twisted smile as I looked down on her from my higher vantage point. Her face was between my legs and she could see what her husband had done, yet her only request was to taste my pussy after we had finished. 

		“Go ahead,” I said. I didn’t believe her until I felt her warm tongue slide up and down my crotch. I let out a moan and grabbed her by the hair, pushing her further inside of my used up hole. “That’s fucking right! Clean me!” I felt like royalty. I imagined myself as a queen that had so much power, women were kept on retainer for the purpose of cleaning my pussy when the king was finished using me. I was among the highest members of the land in that moment, and I couldn’t help but laugh and mock her for allowing me to be her master.

		Michael stood over his wife and watched her as she cleaned up the mess he made inside of me. I was praised for allowing her to do the despicable act, and he went on to explain that she lived for it.

		“You’re a natural,” he said as he ignored my moans, “most cuckcakes are pretty standoffish.” He looked into my eyes and I felt like he saw so much potential in me.

		I met the two of them at a party and I initially thought they were strange. Michael was very forward and relaxed about flirting with me and I had a hard time playing along while his wife stood beside him. The two of them revealed what they were into and explained how it all worked. For some reason, I was really interested. It was something new, something that I never would have thought to even search for on the internet. The two of them promised a sexual revelation and as I looked into Tina’s submissive eyes while she licked my pussy, I understood what they meant by that.

		“Are you seeing anyone?” He asked.

		“N-no,” I answered as his wife shoved her tongue inside of me. I found it difficult to have a conversation while a woman was going down on me. 

		“That’s good,” he said as he crossed his arms and studied my face. I was panting hard and in the process of having another orgasm. “I think Tina likes you,” he said laughing.

		“I do,” she said as she came up for air. She tried to lunge towards my pussy again, but I blocked her with my hand. “Yes ma’am,” she said, realizing that I was finished with her. 

		She crawled away and curled up at her husband’s feet. She was so happy and willing to be seen in such a weak position. I had no idea why she would want to be a cuckquean, but I knew that I enjoyed being a cuckcake.

		“Do you want to stay with us?” Michael asked. I could tell that he was very experienced asking women this question. Some men struggle to ask a woman out for a date, but Michael had obviously lost all fear a long time ago.

		“What do you mean?” I got off of the dresser and my legs nearly gave out. I was shaking and much weaker than I anticipated. Michael motioned for me to sit down beside him. 

		“Watch this,” he said to me as if I was in on an inside joke. “Tina, make yourself useful!”

		“Yes, sir!” She said as she got on all fours. She presented us with her back and I watched Michael rest his feet on her. Reluctantly, I followed his lead and it felt so empowering to use another woman as a footstool.

		“Anyways,” he said, “I think you’d enjoy sticking around here for a while. You don’t have to work, you won’t want for anything, and all you have to do is help me keep this one happy.”

		“Keep her happy?” I asked. I had just assumed that Tina had accepted such behavior from her husband because of how out of her league he was. 

		“Who do you think had the most fun?” He said, “I mean, like, just now.” He smiled at me as I tried to come up with an answer. The obvious answer was clearly going to be wrong, “exactly.” He said. “Tina wants to be a cuckquean, and she can’t think of anything but being beneath you. Isn’t that right?” 

		“Yes,” Tina answered as she maintained position to keep our feet from moving, “Eve,” she said, “I want you to do for my husband what I can’t, and I want to worship you every day as my special way of saying thank you!” Her breathing became erratic, and I realized that the simple admission was a trigger for her lust.

		“What do you mean?” I asked. “You want to worship me?” I had a strange image in my mind of ancient people worshiping a demi-god.

		“Yes,” she answered quickly, “I want to treat you the same as a goddess. I want to bow to you and kiss the ground you walk on. I’m nothing but your follower and I’m begging you to please make Michael happy!”

		“Look,” Michael said, “have you ever wondered what it would be like to have a maid?”

		“Yeah,” I said with a laugh, “that’s my dream!”

		“Tina!” He shouted, “prove yourself!”

		“Yes, sir!” She waited for us to remove our feet before asking me which articles of clothing I wanted washed. “Do you have any preferences for dinner?” She asked after she gathered my dirty laundry.

		“What can you make?” I was looking at her carefully. I was still having a hard time believing her.

		“Anything you would like,” she said, “if I can’t do it, I’ll go buy it.” There wasn’t even an ounce of deceit in her eyes. 

		“Surf and turf,” I said to test both of them.

		“That sounds great!” Michael said, proving that he was going to do everything to keep me happy. “Get on it!” He smacked his wife’s ass as she ran off with my clothes. “This,” he said as he laid back, “is what your life can be!”

		“T-thank you,” I said as I rested my head on his hard chest. I clearly had authority over his wife, but I wasn’t the big boss like him.

		

		Orientation

		Dinner was arguable more humiliating for the cuckquean than the actual act of her husband cheating on her. Michael and I were presented with beautiful plates of delicious food while she remained on the floor eating out of a bowl. Michael didn’t even talk about it, and that was what made it so odd. He knew and expected his wife to eat the scraps while he and his cuckcake enjoyed the fruits of her labor.

		“Look,” Michael said as he took a sip out of his glass, “this is real, but it’s also a fantasy world.” I could see the alpha male persona being set to the side as he tried to communicate with me in a very open and sincere fashion.

		“Okay,” I said. “What does that mean exactly?”

		“This woman that’s eating food off the floor,” he said with a chuckle, “that’s my wife. I do love her, and she loves me. This whole thing is essentially extended role playing. I’d hate to see you let it all go to your head.”

		“Does that happen a lot?” I asked. I hadn’t been there for long, but I felt like I already knew the answer to my question. 

		“Yes,” he said, “we struggle to find a woman that’s even capable of what you accomplished, then we have a whole separate problem.”

		“What’s that?” I asked as I stuffed my face with the delicious steak.

		“Limits,” he said, “you can do almost anything you want, but there are rules. Most importantly, we use a safe word.” He looked at me as if he was trying to gauge my understanding of the term.

		“Okay,” I said in between bites. “And?” The concept of a safe word wasn’t new to me, but I had never actually had the type of sex that required one. 

		“Our word is Texas,” he said, “if anyone of us uses that word, it means we all need to stop. You can use the word too.”

		“Texas,” I said quietly, “I understand.” It made sense and it even made me feel at ease to know that I had control over the situation. I could see times where Michael could become relentless in the way that he dominated me, and I felt much more safe and appreciated knowing that they had a contingency in place for such a thing.

		“Also,” he said, “you are not to see any other men.” 

		“A-alright,” I said. I was starting to understand the reality of being involved with them, “that’s fine.” It seemed hypocritical, but it wasn’t a point worth defending. I never was into seeing multiple men at the same time.

		“Good,” he said, “you can play with our little toy here if you get bored,” he said with a smile, “as you have already witnessed, she will do anything to make you happy, so long as you make me happy!”

		Admittedly, I was still trying to process everything. I had went from just meeting these people to having sex with a married man, to suddenly eating an expensive dinner in the nude while a woman ate less food from a bowl on the floor. Their lifestyle was nothing like anything I had ever seen, and it was hard to deny how much fun I was having. At the time, I didn’t realize that I would evolve my methods, and being a cuckcake would soon be the only thing that I was interested in being. Watching a woman acknowledge you as a goddess is a powerful thing.

		“That’s the wash,” Tina said as she stood up in response to an alarm. “May I please be excused?”

		“Yes,” Michael said, his eyes never leaving me. He waited for his wife to vanish into the basement before continuing. “You’ll have to train her.”

		“Train?” I said.

		“Yes. She wants you to basically be her boss. She wants to exist to please us, and part of pleasing me is making sure that you’re happy.” It felt like they were playing some sort of mental gymnastics as everyone’s goal was to please the other, and that in turn pleased them.

		“What should I do?” I asked, the first thing that came to mind was putting her on a leash and blowing a whistle.

		“When you’re ready,” he said, “go downstairs and find something wrong with how she did the laundry. Punish her.”

		“Punish her, like how do I do that?” It sounded so dark but it was making me feel the need to feel his cock inside of me again.

		“Spank her,” he said plainly, “spank her until she understands.” He motioned with his hand as if he had a woman kneeling over his lap as he punished her for doing something wrong. I let out a deep breath as I imagined myself in that very same position.

		“What else does she like?” I asked, feeling as if he was basically being Tina’s spokesman.

		“She likes it all,” he said, “do you know what a dominatrix is?”

		“Yes,” I said, “leather, sexy, mean.”

		“That’s part of it,” he said, “Tina will lick your pussy for as long as you want, she’ll kiss and lick your ass until you’re finished laughing at her, and she’ll suck on your toes while thanking you for being so kind.”

		I started to laugh. The image of a woman doing such acts was hilarious, but I knew that he was telling me the truth. He went on to explain that I should use her for her services, because it would prepare me for what he had in store for me later that night. I was starting to understand that Michael had an insatiable sexual appetite, and part of Tina’s duty was to ensure that I was always prepared to take him inside of me. 

		“How long do the two of you want me to stay?” I said as I finished my plate. Thoughts of my apartment came to mind, and I wasn’t sure if I should just throw away my old life for something so new and crazy.

		“For as long as you want, or for as long as you follow the rules,” he said, “are you having doubts?”

		“No, uhh, I just have an apartment and stuff like that-” Michael cut me off before I could continue.

		“That’s no problem,” he said, “I’ll pay your rent for as long as you want. You’ll still stay here, but if you decide to make the leap, we’ll gladly accept you. Tina really sees something in you. I think most of the fun is going to happen when I’m not around.” He laughed, but I wasn’t taking his words in a humorous way.

		I almost got up to clean our dishes. For as much as a natural that they were saying I was, I didn’t feel like I was quite there. I walked around their house for a moment as I thought about what I was going to do with Tina in the basement. It sounded like I had a full-time servant that was there to fulfil my every need.

		I went to that party looking for a long-term partner. It was supposed to be full of young and rich men. It wasn’t a singles party, or anything like that, it was just the general demographics of the event. It was so strange that I gravitated towards Michael and Tina when there were men giving me looks and I knew they had everything. Something about being a cuckcake was in my nature, and that’s the only reason I have for why I came to become one so easily. 

		“I’m going to go try it out,” I said with a smile as I passed Michael. 

		“Remember,” he said, “Texas.”

		“I know,” I said, “I don’t think she’s going to want to use it with me!” I was naked and about to confront a woman that was begging to worship me. “Oh, Cuckquean!” I said at the top of the steps, “I hope you’re doing a good job down there!” Michael joined me in a laugh before I started to slowly descend the stairs. I could hear my subject gasping with every single step I took, so I purposely took my sweet time.

		

		You need to be punished!

		The basement looked just like every other basement I had ever seen. I was amazed at how normal everything in their home appeared. Most of their appliances and stuff were name brands, and the overall design pointed to a couple with money. Michael’s promise to pay for my living expenses as well as maintain my old life was proof that he had access to a lot of money. It appeared that Tina was a stay at home wife and her duty was to serve his every need, in addition to the women he brought into the home.

		“Hello,” I said mysteriously when I reached the bottom of the steps. Tina had dropped whatever it was she was doing and was on her hands and knees with her face pointed at the floor. “Oh, you’ve even taken the time to fold them.” I said as I slowly walked by her, making sure that my feet almost touched her head. 

		“Yes,” she said, “is everything okay, Goddess?” She was breathing hard and fast again, and I laughed when I heard her actually present me with the goddess title.

		She remained kneeling while I walked over to examine my folded laundry. Everything looked ten times better than what I would do, and I pretended to be looking at it much closer than I really was as I bought time to think of a reason to punish her. However, as I inspected everything again, I realized that something was missing.

		“Where are my panties?” I asked when I realized they were missing.

		“Umm,” she said nervously, “t-they’re not clean yet. I was going to h-hand wash them!”

		“Don’t lie to me,” I said as I turned around. I realized that I had caught her in something. “Where. Are. My. Panties?!” 

		“R-right here,” she said as she pulled them out of her pocket, “I’m, I’m sorry Goddess!” She held out my scrunched up and dirty underwear and I snatched them out of her hand.

		“And why might they be in your pocket?” I asked, knowing that something was up. Washing them by hand was unnecessary, but not completely ridiculous on its own. There weren’t too many reasons why somebody would put them in their pocket.

		“I, umm, I was sniffing them,” she said, “and then you came down. I’m so sorry Goddess!” She cried out. I could see the shame in her eyes and I was going to capitalize on it.

		“I see,” I said, “stand up.”

		She stood up and I walked over to her with a sinister smile. She had no idea what I was planning to do to her, and neither did I. I was just making it up as I went along.

		“Lean against the washing machine!” I ordered, “so you’re a little panty thief!” 

		“I’m sorry,” she said, “I won’t do it again!”

		“Yeah,” I said, “I’m sure.” I came up behind her and I could see her body trembling. “Why didn’t you just ask?”

		“I was embarrassed,” she said, “I can’t help myself sometimes!”

		“Okay,” I said as an idea popped into my head, “I’ve got good news for you.” I opened my panties and put them over her head. The part that covered my ass was directly on her face and the elastic band tightened right above her lips. “You’re going to wear my panties as a mask! You keep them on your face until tomorrow!”

		I was pleased with my solution. For the rest of the night, she would have to walk around the home and Michael would see her and likely make several jokes at her expense. She would be seeing the world through a colored lens and that would remind her of me knowing about her secret panty sniffing missions.

		“Yes, Goddess!” She said, “I understand!” I knew she was secretly enjoying my punishment, so I decided to add more.

		“Now,” I said as I pulled down her pants just enough to expose her underwear covered ass. “I’m going to spank you for being a little naughty panty thief!” 

		Her breathing started to speed up and I laughed as I pulled her panties up. She moaned when I turned her regular panties into a thong, and then she let out an even stranger sound when I continued giving her a rough wedgie.

		“I don’t know who you think you are!” I shouted as I spanked her bare ass as hard as I could, “who fucking said you could smell my panties?” I was shouting loud enough so that Michael could hear it. She moaned and cried out every time I spanked her ass. “Beg me,” I said, “beg me to spank your ass!”

		“Please!” She said, “spank me! I’ve been very bad!” 

		“Yes!” I said as I cracked her ass again, “you have been!” I continued to spank her until it began to actually make my hand sting. “Lay down!”

		I let go of her underwear and she dropped to the floor. I smacked her with my foot when she tried to settle on her back; I had better ideas. 

		“Now,” I said, “lift your head up and lean back!” I began pulling on her panties as hard as I could. She let out a pleasurable moan as I pulled them closer and closer to her head. They ripped slightly and that enabled me to complete my goal. “Wow,” I said as she wore my panties like a mask and her own like a hat, “I wish you could see yourself right now. I’ve never seen someone look so pathetic before!” 

		I pulled up a chair right in front of her as she remained still on the floor. Her muscles were convulsing and her breathing told me that she was having the time of her life. I suspected that no cuckcake had ever done such a thing to her, and she acted as if she was amazed of my creativity. 

		“Suck on my toes,” I said, “make sure they’re spotless!” I pressed my toes against her lips until she opened them. The sensation of them being inside her hot mouth was surprising. It was the first time I had ever experienced such a thing, and I understood why some women enjoyed a man with a foot fetish.

		The power was turning me on. Seeing how and what she would do for me was making me crave her husband’s cock inside of me again. I had never thought that I would find joy in indulging somebody’s submissive needs, but the feeling between my legs was undeniable evidence. 

		“Is everything okay down here?” Michael asked as he marched down the steps, “whoa! Fuck!” 

		He had to grab the railing to prevent himself from falling down the steps as he burst into laughter. I smiled at him as I waited for him to be able to form a complete sentence, but the laughter went on for a considerable amount of time. The only thing he managed to do was get down the stairs and to stand right beside me.

		“Look at her!” I said to encourage more laughter right as he finally finished. This time I joined in, and his wife moaned while she tasted my feet. “She has to wear my panties on her head,” I said, “do you know what she was doing?”

		“What?” Michael asked as he put his strong hand on my shoulder.

		“She was sniffing my panties!” I said with a laugh, “can you believe your wife is a little panty thief!?” I knew that using the term panty thief was going to give him an image of some creepy guy that hung out at laundromats. The fact that she was in the same club as that imagined creep only made it funnier.

		“Interesting,” he said as his hand started to gently massage my back, “well, uhh, I think it’s time to get to bed. If you know what I mean.” He laughed and I took my foot out of his wife’s mouth.

		“Ugh!” I said, “it’s wet!” I continued to make jokes as I wiped the saliva off of my foot on her shirt.

		“Tina,” he said, “I want you to finish up what you were doing down here and then go to bed. You are not permitted in our room tonight.”

		I realized that he was dishing out the true punishment. Tina loved being humiliated and laughed at, but to deny her access to her husband fucking me was even more cruel in her mind. She quietly agreed and thanked us for simply existing before Michael grabbed me by the hand and led me upstairs to the bedroom.

		

		In her bed

		“That was great,” Michael said when we reached the room. “I’ve never seen any woman pull a stunt like that!”

		“Yeah,” I said, feeling sexy and in need of his hungry cock, “I guess I just, uhh, have a special something going on in my brain.” I laughed as he looked deeply into my eyes. It was obvious that what he stumbled upon had made his cock full of rage.

		He set my naked body down on the bed as he closed the door and started taking off his clothes. I watched him intensely as he walked towards me, his eyes never left mine. It made me feel like the fact that I was naked in front of him was of little importance, yet when he put his hands on me I felt his desire to be with me. 

		It was just Michael and I. His wife was probably still in the basement as he began kissing me and whispering sweet words into my ear. It felt like I was the one married to him, like I was the woman of his dreams, and Tina was only our maid. He pushed me down and proceeded to kiss and lick around my nipples, but he never touched them. It drove me wild, and I couldn’t take it any longer, so I grabbed his head and looked at him as he began to suck on them.

		“Oh fuck,” I said softly, “that feels so good!” It felt like he was worshiping my body, and he allowed me to enjoy it for just the right amount of time before he decided to take charge.

		Michael grabbed my hair and pulled me so that I was on my stomach. I planted my knees firmly into the mattress as he worked his way behind me. I could feel his warm, throbbing cock resting on my bare ass, and I was almost at the point of begging for it. My feet felt like they were still being sucked by his wife and I wiggled them to remind myself that I was alone with him.

		“Do you love my cock?” He asked as he firmly grabbed my ass.

		“Yes,” I answered in a sexy tone.

		“Yes, what?” His voice grew firm and he slapped my ass. “Yes Master!” 

		“Okay,” I thought to myself, “I’m not the real boss.” It was hard to change gears but it did feel natural with him taking the lead. “I love your cock, Master!” I said to satiate his ego. I was rewarded with a soft kiss to the ass and another spank to wipe away his submissive need to kiss it.

		He maintained his grip on my hair as he pushed my face into the bed. Right as I turned my face to avoid smashing my nose, he entered my pussy with his cock. I let out a moan, and he began slowly going in and out of me, watching my expression for signs of pain. I became adjusted to his size and he began speeding up his thrusts. He did this until he was fucking me with enough power to make it sound like I was laying over his knee and receiving a harsh spanking.

		“Oh my god!” I cried out, “fuck me! Fuck me harder!” He spanked me for crying out but he silently obeyed me. I was feeling his cock much better than I was on the dresser, and it was just about him and I. The cuckquean was not present, and I wasn’t expected to humor her twisted fantasies.

		Michael released his grip on my hair and went for both of my wrists. Suddenly, they were pulled behind my back and he was pressing down on them as he fucked me. I felt like I was his and that his domination was to reassert his position over me. He had just witnessed his wife being humiliated and he couldn’t allow my ego to continue on thinking as if I was a true goddess that had dominion over his household.

		“That’s right,” he said as his cock began convulsing inside of me. My walls were starting to tighten around his cock and I was on the cusp of orgasming. “Who am I?” 

		“Master!” I answered, “my fucking master!” I wanted him to feel big, and I was successful. His cock began emptying inside of me, and his come provoked my pussy into gushing pleasure all over the bedsheets. I silently laughed as I knew the cuckquean would soon be ordered to wash our sheets, and I imagined her licking the sheets like the perverted being she was.

		“Very good!” He said in the most condescending way imaginable. I had no time to think of a response as his come continued to be shot deep inside of me and cause my thoughts to become scrambled.

		Michael kept his cock inside of me as he caught his breath. After a few minutes, he leaned forward and began sweetly kissing my cheek and saying nice things. He wanted me to feel like I was appreciated even though he had expected me to devote my body to him unconditionally and refer to him as my master.

		“Poor little Tina,” he said as he finally removed his cock and laid down, “she didn’t get to see us.” He put his hands behind his head as I slowly crawled off of the bed.

		“Yeah,” I said, “the only problem is I don’t have anyone to clean up!” My hand was under my pussy to try and catch the gobs of come that were leaking out. “I’ll be right back,” I said, “I need to take a shower.”

		Michael said nothing as he pulled out his phone and starting reading something. He was used to leaving women satisfied but with a huge mess to clean up after. I opened the door and I nearly jumped, but somehow I managed to remain silent. Tina was on her knees on the other side of the closed door, the panty mask securely covering her eyes.

		“Fuck,” I whispered as I walked out and closed the door behind me, “you scared me!”

		“I’m sorry,” she said, “please forgive me Goddess.” She was looking up at me but I couldn’t see the weakness in her eyes. I knew that she had been listening to her husband making me feel like an absolute woman.

		“Follow me,” I said, “you may as well make yourself useful!” I turned on the lights and waited for her to crawl into the bathroom. “Clean me!” 

		“A-are you sure?” She asked.

		“Did I stutter?” I was looking down at her and with the light of the bathroom, I was barely able to see her eyes. “You’re lucky that I’m lazy,” I said as I leaned against the sink.

		I watched her as she made out with my pussy, the come smearing all over her lips. She sucked and swallowed every last drop of it, and I was just an interested witness. I didn’t feel pleasure from the act of having her mouth on my pussy, but mentally I was feeling even more powerful. 

		“I can see why some let it go to their head,” I thought to myself as I watched Tina expertly clean my pussy with her tongue. I pushed her head away and ran my finger between my legs. “You are way too good at this,” I said as I wiped my finger off on her clothes.

		“Thank you, Goddess,” she said with a hopeful smile.

		“Let me ask you something,” I said, “do you ever get tired of doing this?”

		“No, Goddess,” she said quickly, “everything that we’ve said is true. This is the life that we’ve chosen, that I’ve chosen.”

		“And what happens if I go tell Michael that you were listening in on us through the door?” I looked down at her with serious eyes. I wanted to hear the truth.

		“He already knows,” she said, “this is all part of the fun.” She was looking down at the floor but I trusted her answer.

		“Alright,” I said as I reached down to pinch her cheek, “I see you’re still wearing my panties as a mask, but what happened to your hat?”

		“I, umm, you said I only had to wear the mask.” She sounded nervous again and I couldn’t help myself. I reached down and pulled her underwear hard until the point that it couldn’t hold any more. It tore and I managed to put it over the top of her skull.

		“Crawl,” I said as I left the bathroom, “I want Michael to discover you sleeping outside the room.”

		She couldn’t respond as she focused on slithering her way down the hall without her wedgie coming undone. I had a huge grin on my face as I watched her settle in front of the bedroom door, and I knew that she would have a hard time sleeping.

		“Try not to wear that clit out,” I said, “and don’t wake me up!”

		“Yes Goddess,” she said, “thank you.” I watched her move her hand down and touch herself before I went back in to cuddle with her husband.

		

		Pampered cuckcake

		I woke up and there was nobody there by my side. As I wiped the crust from my eyes, I was able to see that I had slept in past noon.

		“Work today. Tina will prepare you for tonight. By the way, I laughed my ass off this morning.” I read on a piece of paper that was set on my side of the bed. It took me a minute to remember that I had ordered Tina to sleep with a wedgie over her head. I was surprised to find out that she had obeyed me.

		After taking a shower and putting on some basic makeup, I went downstairs to discover Tina waiting for me at the kitchen table with my panties still covering most of her face. I laughed and sat down opposite her.

		“Take my panties off your face,” I said, “make sure they’re clean.”

		“Yes, Goddess,” she answered as she took them off. Her face looked rough from a night of sleep and I suspected that her face was going to have my scent on it for a long time. “Would you like some coffee?” I nodded my head and she poured me a cup.

		I told her I wanted two sugars and a splash of cream. I was really enjoying the ability to walk into the kitchen and not be expected to lift a finger. Tina must have been bored as she waited for me to finally wake up and leave her bed.

		“How does this work?” I asked as I took a sip of hot coffee, “I mean, like with Michael being at work. What’s the usual deal here?”

		“Oh,” she said, “well, we can pretty much do anything. Michael will work until about five or six, but afterwards he spends a couple of hours with his friends.”

		“Doing what?” I asked.

		“Training,” she answered, “you don’t get a body like his by just sitting around.” She chuckled and I actually agreed with her. Michael told me that he was hugely into running, and Tina went on to explain that he trained at least four or five days a week.

		Tina asked me for permission to clean my underwear and I asked her to retrieve my clothes. I was going to have to stop by my apartment at some point, because I only had one outfit to wear. 

		“Would you like my help?” She asked as she held my neatly folded clothes out.

		“No,” I said, taking them from her. “I’m okay.” I started to walk away to get some privacy. I had been naked for so much time, yet I still preferred being able to put them on without her licking me with her eyes.

		“Michael has left me some cash,” she said, “he wants me to buy you something sexy to wear.”

		“Oh yeah?” I asked with a huge smile on my face, “that sounds fun.”

		“Yes,” she said, “I must prepare you for when he comes home tonight. He’s going to be all over you,” she paused, “again.”

		I returned to the kitchen with my clothes on, and Tina had just come up from the basement. She let me know that she hand washed my panties and that they were hanging up to dry. 

		“To be honest,” she said, “I wouldn’t even bother wearing them tonight.” She seemed to know something I did not, but I chose to wait and see what would happen.

		I enjoyed my coffee while Tina got herself ready to drive me to the mall. It was the first morning that I spent at their home, but I was already convinced that I would stay with them. The lifestyle was already too good. There was no need for me to get up and go to some boring job, and I didn’t even have to do housework. They were spoiling me like a princess and I couldn’t get enough of it.

		We drove to the mall and I was surprised when she led me into a very nice store. She told me that Michael wanted to see me wearing a pretty dress for him. Apparently, Michael loves to pull a woman’s dress up over body and have his way.

		“This is fucking beautiful!” I said when I spotted a dressed mannequin. It was a sleeveless bright red dress that went down halfway to the knee. “Too bad,” I said quietly when I checked the price tag. It was far more expensive than anything I had ever worn.

		“This,” Tina said, “would look so sexy on you! You have to try it on right now!”

		“Yeah, but see this?” I said, showing her the price tag.

		“So what?” She said, “that leaves enough to get you some heels!” She asked the employee at the shop to bring us out a dress for me to try on and asked about a pair of heels that went well with it.

		The woman working brought over the dress and a pair of heels that she said were perfect for the dress. The heels were a matching shade of red and they would make me tower over Tina. 

		“Try it on!” Tina said with excitement, “I can’t wait to see!” I really did feel like a goddess as I walked into the dressing room with such expensive clothes. Putting them on just felt so right and when I stepped out to show them off to Tina, she looked ready to bow me several hundred times in the store. 

		“What do you think?” I asked.

		“You look so fucking hot!” She said, “Michael is going to be so happy!” 

		I had already felt sexy around the two of them but knowing that I was going to be wearing that dress gave me loads of confidence. If I wore that outfit in a public area, I knew that I would have men drooling and fighting over the chance to talk to me. I felt so much power when I wore it, and I couldn’t wait to get home and wear it again.

		“Now,” Tina said as we walked towards the car, “I have to do your hair and makeup.”

		“Do you enjoy this?” I still had some doubts about her commitment.

		“Yes,” she said, “I love making women look their best! Seeing you in that dress reminded me why I’m so lucky to worship you.”

		“You are lucky,” I said with a laugh. It was funny to me but lust inspiring to her. I watched her struggle to drive us home without touching herself.

		Tina took me into the bedroom, and she opened a special drawer containing brand new makeup. I sat down and remembered how I had knocked over all of her personal stash when her husband fucked me on the dresser, and I smiled when I saw that she had reserved the expensive stuff for me. 

		“When I’m done with all of this,” Tina said as she crouched to my feet with nail polish, “you are going to even look better than you did in the mall!”

		I turned on the TV and flipped through the channels as she very carefully did my toenails. After she finished with that she used the same beautiful red color on my fingernails. Despite her own makeup not looking special, she obviously knew what she was doing.

		“How did you get so good at this?” I asked.

		“Well,” she said as she finished up my final fingernail. She motioned for me to wave my hands and let the air help expedite the drying process. “There was a time when we couldn’t find a cuckcake, so I asked Michael if he’d let me take a few classes.”

		“Really?” I said, “you guys are really dedicated. Wow.” I was simply amazed at how much thought and effort they put into their sexual lifestyle.

		“Yeah,” she said, “I think it was smart. I can make you so beautiful,” she started to look nervous, “I mean Goddess, you are a naturally beautiful woman.”

		“I know,” I said, “I’m not upset about you saying that. Believe me, I know and love everything about makeup.”

		We both smiled at one another. It was a strangely sweet moment between her and I. I enjoyed the way she constantly tried to make me feel like I literally was a goddess, and she seemed to appreciate it when I broke the act for a moment to talk to her as a friend. She carried on putting eyeliner, mascara, and blush to make my face stand out even more.

		“Michael will be home soon,” she said after checking the digital clock on the wall. “Put on the clothes we just bought and wait here.”

		“Where are you going?” I asked as she rushed out of the room.

		“I have to prepare my husband,” she said, “he’s always so sweaty after training!” She looked even more excited to deal with her sweaty man, and I just laughed. Tina’s entire life purpose was to fulfil her overly submissive nature, and I actually considered myself lucky to have access to such a woman.

		

		Forever a cuckcake

		Right as I was starting to get impatient, Michael entered the room wearing only a white towel around his waist. His abs were pulsing and he looked at me as if he pent up aggression that he was ready to unload. Tina was at his side but on her knees and looking up at me. I smiled at her for a brief moment before standing up and approaching the perfect alpha male that deserved to have me.

		I walked towards him slowly, his eyes looked me up and down and I felt so damn sexy. He ripped off his towel, and without being commanded, I dropped down to Tina’s level and began kissing his cock. After kissing for a short time, it started to become hard, and then I shoved it in my mouth and sucked him the way that he deserved. I looked at Tina out of the corner of my eyes, and I could see how jealous she was. 

		“Don’t worry,” I said after pulling away from his cock, “I’ll share.” I stood up and grabbed her by the hair, pulling her head backwards. “Open,” I said as I let the built up cock flavored saliva slowly drip out of my mouth and into hers. 

		She swallowed it and she started to squeeze her breasts. I pushed her face towards her husband’s cock and she took over where I left off. I stood in front of Michael, the cuckquean sucking his cock between my legs, and I began kissing his hard chest.

		“I want you to fuck my ass,” I whispered. I just felt so beautiful and sexy because of how well he was taking care of me, and I felt that he deserved something special.

		His eyes looked like fire when he heard me offer him my ass, and he pushed his wife away from his cock and grabbed my arm. He led me to the bed and bent me over, my knees on the edge of the bed. As Tina mentioned, Michael pulled the bottom of my dress over my body to expose my naked ass. 

		“Clean it!” He said to his wife. 

		I looked over my shoulder and I watched him grab her by the hair and push her face into my ass. I put one hand on my ass and spread it open as she began kissing it.

		“I said clean it!” His voice grew louder and his cock was standing tall. He pulled Tina’s hair out of her face and guided her tongue to my asshole.

		“Oh fuck!” I said when I felt it. The sensation of having a woman lick my ass in preparation for a runner’s cock was eye opening. She shoved her tongue deep inside of my hole and I squealed with delight. Michael roughly pushed her face in so that I could feel every inch of her tongue and he pulled her out unexpectedly. “Fuck it Michael!” I begged, “I want it so bad!” 

		I closed my eyes as he put the crown of his pulsing cock to my asshole. Feeling his cock enter my ass was not painful, and I felt my knees begin to shake instantly as my walls tried to constrict around his massive size. Slowly, he fucked my ass and right as I was about to beg for more, he pulled out.

		“Clean my cock!” He ordered. I turned around and watched his wife lick and suck his cock. He looked satisfied and then demanded her to get on the bed. “Sit on her face,” he said with a grin.

		I had my bottom lip tucked between my teeth as I began to straddle her face. I set my bare ass right down on her nose and teased her pussy with my fingers. I could see the goosebumps forming on her skin.

		“You’re going to clean my ass,” I said, “after your husband comes inside of me!” I laughed and leaned forward as Michael pushed down on my shoulders. Tina was moaning and I quickly shut her up as I covered her face with my soaking wet pussy. 

		As Michael shoved his clean cock into my ass, my pussy started to grind on the cuckquean’s face. The combination of stimulation was almost overwhelming, and I was thankful that Michael allowed me to make so much noise. His cock felt harder than it had been the other times. I couldn’t figure out if it was because he had been given the opportunity to fuck me in the ass, or if it was the beautiful clothes that I wore for the occasion. 

		“That’s a good cuckcake,” he said as he pushed my face into Tina’s belly. She gasped as her husband began pounding me from behind with as much power as he could. 

		“Fuck me!” I shouted, “oh god!” I had already orgasmed, and the two of them were taking me down the path of several more. 

		If it wasn’t for Michael’s firm grip on my body, I would have shaken so hard to the point of falling off the bed. My toes curled hard into my skin, and my nipples could cut glass. I moaned and moaned as he fucked me, and then I praised him when I felt his cock unable to hold back.

		“Thank you, Michael!” I said, “I love it so much!” His cock began spraying come inside of me, and I allowed my body to go limp. 

		Michael breathed hard as he kept his cock in my ass, waiting for the final drops to spill. Carefully, he pulled his cock out and I gasped. Feeling him inside me felt so right, and when he removed I felt like there was a massive void in my life. The only way to fill it was to sit back and allow the cuckquean to worship my asshole.

		“Clean me,” I said as Michael helped me sit up. I felt weak and he kept his hands on me until I was firmly planted on her face.

		She said nothing as she licked and sucked my asshole, but her feet were unable to stay still. Tina was experiencing a new form of humiliation that I could tell was never given to her. My ability as a cuckcake was apparent in the way that Michael spoke to me as his wife clean up our mess.

		“You,” he said, “you really are special.” He smiled at me and kissed me on the cheek.

		“Thank you,” I said, “but I need to ask you something.”

		“What is it?” He asked as he watched his wife squirm.

		“I need, oh my!” Tina was making it hard to have a conversation. Her tongue was working magic as she savored her husband’s come. “Can you take me to my apartment?”

		“Oh,” he said, “sure. Is something wrong?” He looked confused and almost fearful that I was trying to leave them.

		“Nothing’s wrong,” I said as I lifted my ass from Tina’s face just so that I could sit back down on it. “I need to get my things,” I said, “I love this!” I smiled at him widely and I watched all of his concerns disappear

		“I love you,” he said, his wife’s body began shaking even harder. “You’re the perfect woman.” His eyes were steady and I knew that he was telling me the truth.

		“No!” I shouted as Tina tried to touch herself. I laughed and pointed out that she wasn’t the only woman her husband loved. It drove her wild. “I love you too,” I said, not completely sure if I had that exact feeling, but I wanted to rub more than my ass in Tina’s face.

		“You seem to be training her rather well,” he said, “you’re quite stern. You literally had me hacking up a lung when I nearly tripped over her in the morning. I thought I was going to wake you up.” I loved how we just talked about her humiliation as she was in the process of being humiliated again. 

		Tina was ordered to prepare us dinner when I stood up from her face. Michael took me by the hand and led me into the shower where we could wash away the sweat and grime from our heated session. He was so sweet and gentle when we alone in the shower, and as he rubbed soap all over my body, I nearly forgot that he was a married man and that I was a mere cuckcake.
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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!
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		Lacy Ciccone has several stories out that are waiting for you to enjoy!

		

		Cruel Cuckcake

		I couldn't for the life of me figure out how the frumpy neighbor, Nancy, managed to get and keep her alpha male husband, Jeff. He was way out of her league, and I knew that something was just not right.

		Being the cruel and sinister woman that I am, I naturally found myself trying to work my way between the two of them. All I had to do was wait for Nancy to leave on Sunday to go shopping, and I had my chance to isolate Jeff, and give him my body. I knew that he had to have grown tired of Nancy, and he confirmed my suspicions when he let me feel his excitement.

		But Jeff ended up not being enough for me. I was craving Nancy, and I wanted to see her on her knees in front of me. I wanted to dominate her.

		I wanted to see her clean up our mess, and for her to worship my body. She was to become a cuckquean and her duty was to obey me as her divine cuckcake.

		"I had her on a leash and I walked her around her own home while Jeff stood by and laughed at her."

		

		Cuckquean in Japan

		Aaron had just moved to Tokyo with his wife, Nicole, and he regretted the marriage almost immediately. All around him were beautiful and exotic women that he wasn't supposed to go after, but he couldn't help himself. For months, Aaron went on working his job as an English teacher and using work parties as an excuse to visit some professionals in the red-light district.

		All that changed when decided to snoop. He couldn't believe that his wife was faithful either, but what he uncovered was the most amazing thing ever. She wanted to be a cuckquean. He found tons of evidence that made his wife look like she had an uncontrollable desire to be cheated on, and to clean up the mess afterwards.
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