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The Billionaire's Cuckquean

How I became a billionaire’s wife

I really lucked out when I found myself dating Bill back in college. The other women wrote him off, but I saw the potential that he had. He was studying twice as hard as anybody, but he didn’t need too. He could have coasted through all of his classes with a 4.0 GPA, but he continued to press harder. Sometimes I wouldn’t be able to see him because he was too busy spending time in the library reading textbooks that weren’t even apart of his curriculum. He was a diamond in the rough, and lucky for me, I was the only woman that recognized it at the time. 

The way I found myself dating him was unconventional and surprised a lot of people whenever we told them the “how we met” story. I had my eyes on him for months and I did everything I could to be around him. I would pretend to study in the library, figure out what routes he took to class, and even changed my eating habits so that we would be in the cafeteria at the same times, but nothing happened. He was laser focused, and I had no way of knowing if he even knew my name or noticed me. 

Eventually, I knew that I had to make the first move. I was terrified of rejection, but I had spent so much time trying to be around Bill that it would feel worse to not even try than to face a potential rejection. 

“Hi.” I shyly said while he was sitting in the library about to open a book, “my name is Melanie.” 

“Okay, umm, hi Melanie. I’m Bill.” He seemed like he was annoyed that I was pestering him, but I didn’t let that stop me. 

“Do you have a girlfriend?” I asked hoping that he would get the idea. 

“No, I don’t.” He said while he was pulling out a study guide. 

“Okay Bill, it was nice to meet you. I’ll leave you be, but I’ll be waiting for you to ask me out on a date.” I left without turning back or allowing him a chance to reply. 

I remember thinking to myself how pathetic it was that I went up and introduced myself to a guy and then told him that I would be waiting for him to ask me out. 

As if I couldn’t have just asked him out there, but I knew that I was still clinging to the traditional system where the guy asks out the woman. It made sense to me at the time, and it was about as forward as I willing to be. People cringed when I told this story, but I always told them that it worked out in the end so it didn’t matter how pathetic it made me look at the time. 

Two weeks went by, and I was continuing my routine of trying to be around Bill as much as I possibly could when finally I could see him approaching me from the corner of my eyes. I tried to play it cool and pretend to not notice him while I was “reading” a book. When he spoke for the first time I continued to go on as if he wasn’t there. Even though I chased him first, I was trying to flip it around so he would come after me. It was a silly way of thinking, but I still, to this day, stand by my strategy because the end result ended up being marriage. 

“Melanie.” He said waiting for me to look up at him, “what are you doing tonight?” 

“Oh, hi Bill,” I pretended to not be excited, “nothing really. I was just going to study a bit for this exam that is coming up.” 

“Alright, well I wouldn’t want to get in the way. I’ll try another time.” He said before turning around and going back to where he had his books. 

I felt so stupid for trying to act like I didn’t want to see him. Embarrassment kept me from running after him and telling him that I made the test up, and I would love to go on a date with him. To this day, I’ve never told any of my friends this part of the story. Bill never found out either. 

After another month of waiting, Bill finally approached me for the second time, and this time he didn’t ask me out. Instead, he chose to simply tell me where I would meet him and what we would be doing. He surprised me with his second attempt, and it gave me the sensation that I was craving. I wanted a man to follow, to take the lead, and somehow, he figured out that he had to tap into his inner alpha and set down the law. My heart was his the second he took this path. 

Bill told me to meet him at the campus coffee shop at exactly 7:05pm. It was such a strange thing being told such a specific time, but I chose not to question it. I wanted him to set the pace of things, and I had to accept the peculiarities of his decisions. I came to find out later about his strict schedule that he had set for himself, and how it was organized in blocks of five minutes. He didn’t like to waste time as he had set out to accomplish great things when he left home. 

I arrived at the coffee shop fifteen minutes early. I did not want to make him feel like I was blowing him off, so I got there early. I waited and waited for him and at exactly 7:05pm Bill walked through the door. 

“Right on time.” I said trying to be cute. 

He gave me a slight smile and asked me what I wanted. Bill wanted me to stay seated while he went and got our coffees and paid. His gentlemanly demeanor was a huge turn on for me. 

Talking with him was eye opening. He listened to my every word like no other man before him, and he actually gave responses that made sense. He amazingly was able to avoid bringing up things about himself, and I found myself asking questions to try and learn more about him. His interest in me made me more interested in him, and the conversation felt natural, yet it felt like a whole new experience. Most people, from what I’ve experienced, are only waiting for their turn to talk about themselves. He took interest in the most mundane of things, and his eyes showed honest intentions. 

After I asked the right questions, I began to understand him more. He was studying economics and logistics. His goal was to someday run his own business. I was shocked that those were his majors, because he studied like he was a science major. 

“I’ve already read all the textbooks for the rest of my education.” He told me, 

“Right now I’m studying individual businesses and trying to figure out what makes them truly successful. You’d be surprised that a number of businesses are making money in ways that don’t seem obvious.” 

He seemed to understand how massive corporations were earning money, and he had confidence in his ability to duplicate the success. His only hurdle was that he had no family to help him. Bill was orphaned at a young age, and he never got to meet his parents. It was a heartbreaking story, but he seemed not to mind at all. 

“They are going to make movies about me someday.” He said, “I won’t be surprised if they teach college level classes solely based around me.” 

“I hope so Bill. That would be wonderful!” I tried to encourage him, but I couldn’t ignore the wetness that was starting to accumulate in my panties from his massive level of confidence. 

I believed every word he said to me. No other woman seemed to be able to identify Bill’s massive potential, and that was wonderful for me. He didn’t wear expensive clothes, or even drive a car, so the other women ignored him and chased after the guys that appeared to have a high level of material wealth. Bill’s mind was the true wealth. 

After our first date, I began to see Bill once a week for the rest of our time at the college. Our relationship moved at a snail's pace, but it proved to me that he was very serious. Despite my attempts to sleep with him, he always turned me down. 

Never in my life had I experienced a man that was willing to put off sex for the sake of our relationship. I was craving him more and more each time we met, but he warned me that he was saving himself for marriage. There weren’t any religious reasons behind it, in fact he viewed it as a career move. 

“My reputation is paramount to me securing a high-level job early on. I need to earn as much money as I can and get as high of a title as I possibly can if I want to succeed in building a massive corporation.” He explained to me one night. 

I began to think that Bill could become the president one day with how straight edge he lived his life. Never once had he taken a drink of alcohol, and he never went to parties, but he still seemed sociable. He had honed his social skills through the various clubs and organizations that he was a part of, some of which he was the founder. 

The day after graduation, Bill proposed to me after taking me on a hike through the wilderness. I was reduced to tears when he slid the ring on my finger. It was in that moment that sealed my fate as the wife of one of the most powerful men in the world. I would become the wife of a billionaire. 

The lifestyle of a cuckquean

It took many years for Bill to emerge from his cocoon, but when he did, he exploded on the scene and became a titan of industry. We went from living in a small studio apartment on the dangerous side of town, to a ten-bedroom mansion with a bathroom larger than our first apartment. Once his business started to pick up, I was instructed to quit my job as a teacher and enjoy the fruits of his labor. I had everything that I could ever want, and a credit card that didn’t have a limit. 

It seemed like I couldn’t spend enough money to make him notice. 

We each had a personal chauffeur, and when I had him take me around, I would be wearing his entire yearly salary in clothes alone. If jewelry was brought into the occasion, it was likely that his entire family tree could pool their money together and multiple it by one thousand and still not even reach a quarter of the value of my bling. When I walked into a room, I had everybody by the balls and people would be willing to do anything in the hopes of getting my approval. My praise was worth more to these people than a generous tip. 

Women envied me. It didn’t matter how beautiful they were, or if they had a better-looking husband. I lived the life that they wished they could, but they didn’t know the dark secret behind my marriage with Bill. I was a cuckquean, and although I was the first woman to introduce him to sex, he had bed hundreds of women. Behind the lavish lifestyle, and deep into the darkness of our bedroom, I could be found bound and gagged watching my husband give his love to a number of women. The only people that knew were the cuckcakes that entered our domain. 

Once Bill started to get massively successful, he was getting the attention of nearly every woman that crossed his path. My girlfriends were hyper jealous and would constantly joke about wanting to steal him away from me. This put me in a defensive position, and I used to let thoughts of other women trying to get between us enter my mind frequently, but there was a moment where I changed all of that. 

When a corporation or celebrity has something shady or suspicious that they fear the media will one day discover, I noticed that the smart people would simply tell the truth. Well, half of the truth, because once they admit the suspicious thing that has happened, they are in control of the story. It was a basic public relation move, but not everybody used it. Though it wasn’t the same thing, I wondered how I could apply that logic to my marriage with Bill. The thought was if I openly came out as a cuckquean to him, he would have no reason to leave me, 

and no reason to cheat. 

With a willing cuckquean, Bill wouldn’t sneak around and find other women to bang behind my back, but instead would be obligated to bring them into our bedroom where I could monitor the exchange of fluids. At first, the idea made me feel jealous and insecure, but over time I found that the jealousy and insecurity translated to arousal and respect for my alpha husband. Women wanted him; it was plain and simple, and I was the lucky woman to be at the side of a man that was arguably one of the most powerful figures on the entire planet. 

Even though I was a cuckquean, I was still by extension one of the most influential women in the world. 

I was glad to have the foresight to allow my husband the right to cheat on me. 

Doing so saved me a lot of heartache and preserved my position. Once he became a billionaire, I could see the shift in his personality. He got used to getting everything that he wanted. Asking for permission seemingly disappeared from his personality, and instead taking and expecting things became normal. 

His shift in personality did not offend me, in fact, it made me respect him more. I wanted Bill to be the man that he became. It just became obvious that I needed to up my game in order to keep him in my life and being his cuckquean was the only option that I had. The level of woman that approached him made it impossible for me to compete physically. The women on television or in movies were now my competition. 

Women that entered our life would be required to sign a non-disclosure agreement about what was going on in our bedroom. It was the only way that we could protect the reputation that we had built up over the years, and even though Bill could have easily had any woman in the world, he chose the regular women. 

He didn’t want anybody that was high profile, and it became more fun introducing a regular woman to our life. They would walk around our home with wide eyes and found everything to be amazing. 

It was fun to watch their attraction to my husband grow and grow as they saw all of our material wealth, and they imagined themselves in my shoes. This imagination into our lifestyle would quickly turn into resentment towards me, and they almost always wanted to take out their frustrations on me. I loved it. 

Over time, I became a sucker for the young women that Bill found and being subservient to them was a refreshing change from all of the power that I held in my day to day life. Telling the driver that he fucked up or yelling at the maid got

boring after a while, sometimes I wanted a young woman to pull my face into her crotch and order me to lick her clean. Giving up my power, and my husband became my sexual hobby. 

It was like a sport for Bill and I. Finding the right woman to become a cuckcake gave us the same feeling a man gets before the hunt. Weeding through all of the candidates, looking for the ones that met our criteria, and approaching them with the proposition were all an elegant form of foreplay. Bill and I often found ourselves passionately making love while we were sifting through all the women. His masculinity would powerfully make itself known to me, and I would obey him on my knees as I had grown accustomed. Kneeling before Bill was my special honor as his wife, and being humiliated by random women became an obligation to myself. Over time, I became dissatisfied with simply watching my husband taking them as he pleased. I needed to worship the body of the woman that would be fucking my husband. 

Preparing the cuckcake for my husband

It was a Saturday night, and we had found the perfect woman to humiliate me. 

Her name was Tammy, and she was a low-class red headed woman ten years younger than me. Her style was plain, and of all the women we had invited into our home, she was the one that was most impressed with our lifestyle. Bill met her through a woman that he uses to source potential women for our liaisons, and she did not disappoint us with Tammy. My initial thoughts were that she lived in a trailer park, and I couldn’t help but laugh when I found out that she did. The thought of such a lowly woman taking my husband’s cock excited me, and I couldn’t wait for my favorite ritual-- the preparation of the cuckcake. 

“Hello, I’m Tammy.” She said wearing nothing but jeans and a t-shirt. 

“Has everything been explained to you?” I asked hoping that our matchmaker had done her job correctly. 

“Yes,” she seemed a little overwhelmed by everything that was happening, 

“you’re Melanie?” 

I shook her hand and showed her upstairs. She was timid at first, but as we got

into the bedroom she became more relaxed. Bill was still at work, and he wouldn’t be home for a while. My job was to get Tammy prepared, and up to the standards Bill had set. When I got her into the bathroom she surprised me when she pulled me close to her body and put her forehead on mine. 

“So, you’re the little bitch that likes to lick pussy.” She said as she stared right into my eyes. 

“Y-yes.” I was surprised with how quickly she got comfortable with being dominant. 

She placed my hands around her waist, and I could feel her tight body. She was in better shape than me, and her light blue eyes pierced through mine as she sized me up. Tammy pulled a strand of her wavy red hair from her face and smiled at me as she leaned in for a kiss. At first it was a romantic style kiss, but it quickly turned into her tongue taking control of my mouth, and I struggled to reciprocate. It was a one-sided affair, and my tongue was pinned to the bottom of my mouth as I endured her dominant kiss. 

“I m-must make sure that you are prepared for master.” I said when she pulled away from her passionate kiss. “Please remove your clothes, so that I can shave your body.” 

“How did a woman like you get a man like him?” She asked as she began to take her shirt off, “you’re not even pretty.” 

I didn’t reply to her. It was hard to make eye contact with her, because she was speaking the truth. I knew that the only reason I got him was because I was patient, and because I was willing to endure the humiliation of having a husband ravish women. Sometimes it made me want to cry as I performed the opening ritual of preparing the cuckcake, but my duty was set in stone, and I would do whatever it took to maintain my status as a billionaire’s wife. 

I grabbed the razor and some shaving cream as she got out of the rest of her clothes. She looked like she had shaved recently, but I didn’t want to upset my husband. He wanted his women to be hairless. Any stubble would be taken out on me, not her. It was my job to prepare them. Tammy played around on her phone as I began to shave her legs. Every once in a while we would make eye contact and she would just smirk and sometimes laugh at me. 

“You better not fuck it up!” She sternly scolded me when I fumbled the razor, 

“I’m not going to let you get in the way of me stealing your husband from you.” 

“S-sorry Tammy.” I said as I thought about what she had just said. 

It was common for the cuckcakes to want to actually steal Bill away from me. 

They viewed this session almost like an audition for a play. If they pleased him enough, they fantasized that he would dump me and take them up. It never happened like that, but the fear was always there. The fear was one of the contributing factors to the excitement of the whole ordeal. 

Her legs were much more toned than mine, and even though she had red hair, I didn’t find to many freckles on her pale white skin. She might have been born to a low-class family, but it was obvious that she came from good stock, and I was envious of the many gifts she was born with. Her breasts were large and firm, and her nipples made me feel bad about myself. She had small and perky nipples while mine looked fat and large. I knew that Bill would be pleased with her chest. 

When she turned around for me to make sure that her ass was shaved, she ordered me to kiss it. This was a common move I noticed from the cuckcakes. 

For some reason they felt powerful when my lips were on their ass. 

“You like that huh?” She bent over more so her ass pushed my face, “I don’t know how you can do that.” 

Kissing ass was something that I enjoyed. I knew what it represented to the cuckcakes and it made me feel inferior. I wanted them to look at me while I did it, but at the same time I wanted them to turn away. The embarrassment made me wet, but I still found myself trying to avoid the feeling of humiliation. The mental gymnastics that went on in my brain confused me, but never did I fail to submit to the cuckcakes. 

Tammy turned around when I was finished shaving her behind and presented her pink pussy. It was smooth, but I carefully eliminated any small hairs that might have been missed while she looked down at smiled at me. 

“When I move in you’re going to do this every morning.” She lightly tapped me on the cheek with her hand. 

I didn’t respond to her comments. I had heard a lot of it before, but I was starting to pick up on how serious she was about it. Most of the time, the women seemed to be roleplaying, but Tammy appeared to truly want to replace me. I began to feel scared, but I finished my job. 

“I must wash you now Tammy.” I said as I started to stand up, “after you are clean I will paint your nails and do your makeup the way that Bill likes it.” 

I turned the shower on for Tammy and began to remove my clothes. The cuckcakes only had to stand still while I soaped up their bodies. I was a billionaire’s wife and I had never received such treatment before. 

“Oh god,” Tammy said when she saw me walk into the shower naked, “I hope to god I don’t ever turn out like you. You’re fucking gross!” 

Trying my best to brush off her insults, I smiled as I approached her with a washcloth. She took a hair tie and bunched up her hair, so that it wouldn’t get wet, and I applied soap to the washcloth. Starting with her shoulders, I moved down her body, under her arms, and towards her feet. As expected, she found the novelty of having a woman wash her feet to be amusing and predictably made a comment about how I was a good little bitch. Typically, the comments made by the cuckcakes would have no effect on me, but with Tammy they seemed to pierce my ego more. Unfortunately, there was nothing I could do about it, but continue to service her as required. 

Once all of the soap was rinsed from her body, she grabbed me by my hair. As she went down on one knee, she bent my back over her other leg. I was shocked by her aggressive hold, and she began to run her free hand up the inside of my legs. 

“You like to play with women?” She asked. 

On the surface her question could be taken as a flirtatious attempt to fool around with me, but I could sense something sinister in her voice. 

“Yes.” I answered unaware of what was to come. 

When her hand reached my pussy, she began to lightly tap on my lips with her fingers. I couldn’t control my body’s reaction to it, and I let out a small moan. 

She continued and her light tapping turned into an open-handed smack on my

pussy. It stung and felt good at the same time, and I could not control my reaction. 

“Does that feel good?” She asked. 

“Yes Tammy.” 

“Listen,” she came down with the hardest smack yet, “you don’t have the right to use my name. The way I see it is I’m a princess, and you’re my little bitch. Do you understand little bitch?” 

“Yes princess.” I addressed her by her new title. 

It hurt to refer to her as a princess. I imagined a time in the past where princesses actually had maids that would bathe them. It was apparent that I was now being put in this position, in addition to my role as a cuckquean. 

As she maintained her grip on my hair, she moved the leg that I was resting on. 

This caused me to sit flat on the ground, and she kicked her other leg out so that she was straddling my face. Roughly, she pulled my head closer to her pussy and commanded that I licked. She tasted clean, but the water prevented me from being able to tell if her pussy was actually wet. 

“Do better!” She reached over and turned the water off, “lick my pussy like you’re fucking happy to be doing it!” Her voice echoed in the bathroom. 

“I’m sorry princess.” I started to use my neck to move my head up and down more to give her more stimulation. 

Gradually she lowered my head to the floor, before finally she was positioned on top of my face. She spread her pussy lips apart and covered my mouth and part of my nose with them. I took in her clean scent and I began to feel my natural submissive take over. I licked her pussy as she grinded herself on my face and used me like I was an inanimate object. She planted her hands on the floor for leverage and began to hump my face. The hardness of the floor made it so that she could control my face entirely. She began to laugh as I couldn’t help but breathe quickly in between her thrusts. 

“Have you always been this pathetic?” I realized she was asking me rhetorically when she slammed her pussy back over my lips when I tried to answer her. 

“What do we have here?” Bill’s deep voice entered the room and it made Tammy dismount my face and stand at attention. 

Bill had a way of terrifying people when he entered the room. He knew what he was doing, and it was a skill that he had gained from being in a position of power. It always made me wet to see his subordinates cower in fear when he greeted them. He had the ability to make you feel inferior despite the fact that he was paying you a compliment. It was a mind fuck for most people, but I had gotten used to it. 

“You don’t have to stop.” He said as he came closer to us, “is she doing a good job?” He said as he was looking at Tammy. 

“Y-yes s-sir. Your wife is doing a good job.” She answered. 

“No need to be nervous little one.” He turned his back and began to exit the room, “finish what you were doing, and when you’re ready you can come into the bedroom.” 

“T-thank you s-sir.” It was interesting to see her whole attitude change. 

When he left the bathroom, Tammy didn’t get back on my face. She looked unsure of what to do, and I could sense her interest in me was fading now that she had encountered the man that she wanted. 

“Makeup.” She said as she began to dry herself, “now!” 

Her desire to humiliate me was overthrown by her desire to impress my husband. 

His first impression of her was already set, but she clearly wanted to present herself to him in the best way possible. 

She became very business oriented towards me. As I applied her makeup, she gave me instructions on what to do to make her look the best. She was beautiful, but as the makeup went on her face, I couldn’t help but feel a little insecure about my relationship with Bill. 

“I want you to know how serious I am about stealing your husband.” She said even though I had a tool right by her eyes. 

I wanted to poke her eye out, but I knew that was not the answer. 

“You can try whatever you want princess. You’re the boss.” I simply said trying to avoid any unnecessary conflict with the woman that was trying to destroy my life. 

“You don’t deserve him.” She waited until I was done working on her eyes, 

“you’re old, pathetic, ugly, do I need to go on?” 

“No princess. You’re absolutely right.” 

I didn’t know if she was aware of what it was going to be like to sleep with Bill. 

He could be a very dominant force in the bedroom, and I have yet to have a cuckcake humiliate me on the level that he has. I’ve done, and would continue, to do anything for that man. It didn’t matter how strange, or sadistic it was. My existence revolved around that man, and I let Tammy continue to think that she was capable of beating me. 

“There is no point to get dressed,” I said, “Bill is expecting us now.” I let her know as I began to put away all of the makeup. 

“Get on your hands and knees.” She ordered. 

“Yes princess.” I said with a weak voice as I got into position. 

She sat on my back with her legs on either side of me, and smacked my ass a few times. 

“Giddy-up!” She said as I began to crawl with her on my back into the bedroom. 

Tammy’s audition

Bill couldn’t help but laugh when he saw me crawling on all fours with Tammy on my back. She was a creative cuckcake. 

“This is, well,” Bill walked towards us, “interesting.” 

I stopped walking when I got to Bill’s feet, and he leaned down so that he could kiss her. He didn’t even know her name nor did he care. That’s the thing that Tammy would discover when he was done pumping her. She was useless to him, 

yet in this scenario I was beneath her. It made me wonder if I still had value in his eyes. 

As they kissed, I remained calm and still. Tammy hooked her feet and I could feel her heels digging into my breast as she made out with my husband. The weight was taken from my back, and when I looked up I saw that Bill had her in his arms. He carried her over to the other side of the bedroom while I watched her smiling. 

“You’re very beautiful.” He said to her, “I hope that old hag didn’t give you too much of a hard time.” 

“Thank you, sir.” She put her hands around his head and pulled him close to her, 

“she did such a good job getting me ready for you.” 

Even though I was being praised, I knew that it was backhanded. I swallowed a mouthful of saliva as I watched him place her gently on the bed. 

“Wait right here sweetie. I need to take care of something.” Bill left her alone on the bed and walked towards our dresser. 

I knew right away what was happening next purely because of the drawer that he reached inside. Tonight, I would be restrained. Sometimes I was free to get in on the action, and other times Bill felt it necessary to restrict my ability to move. 

“Come.” He barked at me. 

I crawled to his feet while Tammy laughed at how pathetic I was. He had two pairs of handcuffs in his hands and he cuffed my left arm behind my back to my right ankle. Doing the same thing to my other wrist and ankle, I was stuck on the floor with little mobility. 

He scooped me up off of the floor with his strong arms and put me on the bed next to Tammy. She was biting her nail while she smiled at me. I could feel her anticipating something even more than I was. 

“Stand.” He ordered. 

I looked at him confused. The idea of standing up seemed impossible, especially when you take into account the softness of the bed. It would be easy to lose my

balance and look like a fool. 

I rolled over and my ass was in the air as I tried to sit back. I knew that I wouldn’t be able to stand up straight, but if I could get flat on my feet I figured that would placate him. They both laughed and watched me as I struggled, but eventually I was successful. 

“Look at her,” he began to remove his clothes while he talked to Tammy, 

“doesn’t she look absolutely ridiculous?” 

“I can’t believe she puts up with this!” She turned towards me before the next words came out of her mouth, “My theory is that when she was younger all of the women in her life bullied her for being so fucking disgusting. Something about being ugly makes her get all worked up when people treat her for what she is.” 

“That’s a possibility.” He was finally fully undressed, “my theory is that she loves me so much that she would be willing to do anything to make me happy.” 

Tammy looked shock by his answer. I couldn’t help but smirk a little, and both of them realized that I was getting cocky. Bill smiled back, but I knew there was a hidden meaning behind his. I was only happy to stick it to the bitch that was about to fuck my husband. 

“Honey,” Bill said to me, “open your mouth and look at the ceiling.” 

I did exactly as I was told, but I had no idea what the purpose of it was. My job was never to ask questions, only to obey my master. 

I could hear him whisper something to Tammy, and I could feel the bed moving from her standing up on the bed. She was standing up, and looking straight down at me, but I continued to keep my mouth open like I had been instructed. I saw her shifting something around in her cheeks, and then I realized what she had been told to do when her lips parted, and her saliva was dripping towards me. 

Our eyes were fixed on one another, and I could sense that she felt powerful now that she had been given explicit power over me. 

“See?” Bill said as the spit entered my mouth, “she’ll do anything for my entertainment. It’s really not a bad gig.” 

Clearly feeling powerful, she continued to spit and was purposely missing my mouth and laughing as her saliva ran down the sides of my face. I had been spat on before, but the thought of this woman doing it caused my heart to burn with rage. 

The spitting came to an end when Bill grabbed me by the hair and pulled me backwards. I had no way to cushion my fall as I landed on my back, still unable to move. 

“Sit on her face.” He sat back on the bed and began to stroke his cock. “Come say hello.” 

As I was looking up her ass came into view. She looked down triumphantly as she lowered her ass onto me, and my heart began to beat fast. The ass was always a humiliating thing for me to deal with, and it empowered the women even more than they should be. The thing is, I love it. I love the taste of ass, but I struggle with the thought of knowing that a woman leaves my home with the fact that I had licked her ass in her mind for the rest of her life. Licking ass was not humiliating on the surface, it was the thought that I knew the women had when they experienced it that was. They confirm their power over me when they sit on my helpless face and I lick like the good cuckquean that I am. 

I couldn’t see anything but her pale ass on my face, but I knew that she was sucking Bill’s dick. He required oral before sex; he always told me that he refused to insert his cock inside of a woman that was unwilling to taste his cock. 

It was a power thing, and the poor bitch didn’t even know that he was just using her up like the slut he thought she was. 

I stuck my tongue firmly into her asshole, and I could hear her moaning while Bill’s cock was in her mouth. Little did she know that I could enhance my husband’s pleasure through the use of my tongue as I knew he enjoyed a woman moaning while she sucked him. She put more weight on my face and my tongue went deeper inside of her ass. I kept my tongue still and deep inside of her ass. 

The desire to touch myself was growing, but there was nothing I could do. I was at the mercy of my handlers. Tammy lifted her ass from my face and turned around. She looked right down at me with an evil smile. 

“How’s my ass taste?” She asked. 

“It tastes good princess. Thank you so much.” I was shaking from the excitement

of what was to come. 

Bill grabbed her by the hair and pushed her head towards my feet. Her body was putting pressure on my bondage and it caused me to lift my head slightly from the bed. Inches away from her pussy, I wanted to taste it again, but Bill had other plans. His fully erect cock came into my field of vision before slowly disappearing inside of Tammy’s tight pussy. 

“She’s got the best seat in the house.” Bill joked lamely, but nobody dared to call him out on it. “Isn’t that right sweetheart?” 

“Yes. Thank you.” I said as his cock began to pick up speed. 

It had been a very long time since I had fucked my husband. In fact, I hadn’t had a dick inside of me for months. The only action Bill would allow were encounters like this or blow jobs when he woke up in the morning. I was considered unfit for sexual pleasure it seemed as the women that entered our lives were getting younger and more beautiful. 

His grunts and groans were turning me on, and Tammy was howling with every pump. Bill’s balls were swinging over my face, and I just silently watched a woman receive the cock that I had been craving. It wasn’t for me, and I hoped that I could somehow prove my worthiness to him. 

I was startled from the sound his hand made when it made contact with her pale ass. It made me wonder if she preferred the feeling of my tongue deep inside of her ass or the feeling of Bill’s strong hand spanking he hard. 

Tammy began to tickle my pussy with her fingers. It caused me make a knee jerk reaction, but I was limited from my restraints to move too much. It was, however, enough to get Bill’s attention who decided to instruct her to let me get off at the same time. 

“Okay, okay,” He said in between pumps, “let the poor bitch get off.” 

She was toying with my clit. I couldn’t help but moan, and I wanted to tell her to play with it harder, but I was afraid to vocalize my desires. It wasn’t often that Bill allowed me to come while at the same time as him. 

All three of us were moaning, and Bill was thrusting harder and faster with each

passing second. I knew that he was going to spill his seed at any moment, and I wondered if he would let me taste his dominance. Swallowing his come made me feel closer to him, and I craved it more than any woman would be willing to admit. 

Tammy stopped playing with me a moment before I felt an orgasm coming on. I wanted to scream at the top of my lungs, but it was apparent that she was distracted with the force of my husband’s mighty cock. Her howls filled the room, and if it wasn’t for the fact that we didn’t have neighbors, the cops would have been called on us because of the noise. 

“Fuck me! Fuck me!” She yelled when she wasn’t moaning. 

Bill smacked her ass hard to silence her. She called out begging for more, and he didn’t stop beating her ass. One after the other, she was being punished for telling a billionaire to do something. He didn’t want to hear some trailer trash give him instructions, so her pale white ass was destined to become red. 

“FUCK!” She called out as he came inside of her. 

I envied her pussy for being able to receive his load. Bill always pulled his cock from me when he did decide to give it to me. She was given an honor that I had yet to receive, and I was the one that was married to him. 

Bill kept his cock inside of her for a moment, before pulling it out. I watched as the come began to slowly drip from her hole, and I wanted to fulfill my duties. 

His come was what I craved, and the only way for me to get to it would be if she sat down and allowed me the privilege of cleaning her up. 

“Sit down.” He ordered her. 

I was getting what I wanted and I was excited to see her pussy slowly get closer to my mouth. 

I kept my mouth open, and when she was seated her entire pussy was inside of my mouth. I began to suck, and his come began to exit her pussy and enter me. 

The taste was what I craved, and I was happy to rid her of his gift. A woman like her would never understand the privilege of eating his come. 

“Don’t worry bitch,” she said as her hand returned to my pussy, “I’ll help you

out. You’ve done such a good job today.” 

I was elated when she returned to my pussy with her fingers. An orgasm while eating Bill’s come went together like cheese and wine. It was the perfect pairing, and I was pleased that I would get some release. I began to shake uncontrollably when all evidence of his come was gone from her pussy. It was the catalyst to a powerful orgasm. 

“You see that?” Bill said, “that is why I love this woman. She’s the only woman in the world that I know that’s willing to put up with this.” 

I was breathing heavy as Bill confessed his love for me. I always knew that he loved me, but I could never hear it enough from him. I relaxed while she continued to sit on my face, and I grew comfortable knowing that I still had my husband’s loyalty. Tammy got off of my face, and sat her ass down right beside my head. We looked at each other, and she couldn’t help but laugh a little bit. 

“Congratulations for being pathetic. It’s the only reason he’s with you.” She said, and I could sense that she was feeling jealousy. 

“Thank you, princess.” I continued the facade of her being ranked above me even though she had been subtly put in her place. 

The heat of the room had finally died down a little bit, and I was being freed from my bondage. Tammy was obviously dealing with mixed emotions because on one hand she had physically humiliated me to a level that she’ll likely never achieve with another woman, but on the other hand she failed to impress my husband enough for him to invite her into our life permanently. As she left our home, I thought about the woman that would one day be the right woman to receive that invitation from Bill. It had to happen. It felt inevitable, but it wouldn’t be Tammy, and that made me love my husband more. 

“Round two?” Bill said when we were finally alone, “she was hot and all, but something was missing.” 

“I love you Bill.” 

“I love you more.” Bill cradled me in his arms and began to walk up the stairs. 
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