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        * * *

      

      “Hey Anna, Tom wants a blowjob too,” came a voice shouting over the loud music. They packed the club with over 1500 adults slamming to the latest techno and laser lights. Most were high on E, blow, or whatever they could get their hands on. For Anna, it was both.

      She was finally free of being ‘mom’ for the night. Her children’s father agreed to watch the two while she finally had time to party with her girlfriends. Tonight, she held nothing back. Too much responsibility. Too much routine. She needed to let her wild spirit fly.

      “Steve, I’m not a slut! I’ll only blow who I want, not who you tell me to,” She said.

      “Okay, okay. Relax!” Her brother responded.

      She walked away, wondering why she let him come as the designated driver. He would cramp her style. This was about having fun, dancing, and getting laid by some random guy that would ask no questions. It was almost a week since she was properly fucked. A WEEK! Thank God she left her baby daddy when she did. He could get her pregnant, but he sure didn’t know how to satisfy her.

      “Hey. I’m Steve.”

      An extremely hot black God extended his hand to Anna. He was smooth, confident, and would do just fine for Anna’s needs.

      “Hey there, sexy man. Buy me a drink?” She made sure her tongue slowly licked her lips as he considered the invitation.

      “You look fine. I’ll be back.” Steve walked away with a swagger.

      Anna lit up a cigarette as she waited. The stilettos, micro mini, and black stockings highlighted her long, slim legs, petite waist, and all the curves above. There was no doubt in her mind, every guy in the place would give their left nut to fuck her brains out.

      Tonight, she wanted something special. She needed a real man. A man that could make her scream endlessly for hours. Something told her Steve was that man. He was strong, confident, fantastic looking. And he’s black. She had never been with a black man. Was it true?

      “There you go, baby doll.” He said as he returned.

      “Thanks, Steve. Listen, I haven’t been laid in almost a week. I don’t normally do this, but do you wanna fuck me?” Anna was shameless.

      He didn’t flinch. No hesitation. Just a gentle smile.

      “Hell ya. What’s your name?”

      “Do you need to know that? I mean, I don’t plan on seeing you ever again so…”

      “Whoa! Damn girl, you are fine. Okay, let’s get outta here. Do you mind if I give my cousin a drive on the way?”

      Anna pulled a small vile from under her bra, filled with a white powder. She dabbed a small amount onto the back of her pinky fingernail and took a deep snort. Looking up with her eyes of glass, she smiled and asked if he wanted to indulge. He lifted his head to decline. Returning the vile, she smiled.

      “Your cousin? Who is he? Point him out to me.” Anna said.

      He pointed over his shoulder. Behind him was and another sculpture of black magic. This is going to be better than I thought, Anna thought to herself.

      “He can join us if you want? I’ve never done two guys at the same time. I’m feeling really horny. Did I already mention that?”

      Steve turned, said a few choice words to the young man behind him, and then returned to face Anna.

      “He’s in. Let’s do this, fine lady.”
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        * * *

      

      The drive to Steve’s house was not happening. His wife might get upset was his reasoning, as they all laughed. A motel on the airport strip would have to do. Anna was flying high, feeling no pain, only filled with thoughts of the pleasure she will have.

      The motel room was dank and filled with a stale tobacco odor. The walls had wallpaper from the 70s and the lights were all missing one of the two bulbs. She felt so dirty doing this. It was wonderful to be so free and unobscured of responsible living, even if it was just for tonight.

      The cousin seemed timid and shy as Anna sat on the bed to remove her shoes. Steve wasted no time having his pants off and his dick out before she could put a hairband on to keep her mane out of her face.

      “Oh, look at this. Holy fuck, you’re fucking huge. Now I understand why they say, ‘once you go black…’”

      “Ya fine lady. You got that right. You should see Tyrone’s junk. I’ll stretch you out before he has a go.” Steve was not new to one-nighters.

      Anna moved forward, her clothes still on. His dick was so thick she needed both hands. Back and forth. She wanted to see how big Steve would get before she swallowed him whole in her mouth. Tyrone sat in the single chair across from them, remaining silent as he watched the woman that would become his by the end of the night.

      Her legs opened, sitting over the bedside. Tyrone had a view his cousin did not. She was wearing no panties. Her pussy was begging for stimulation.

      “Stop fucking around, bitch. Suck my fucking cock,” Steve said as he looked down at her hands struggling to get him hard enough to fuck.

      “What’s your problem, dude. You’re almost soft and I’ve been pumping for fuck…” Anna said in her defense.

      “Use your fucking mouth, then I’ll get hard. Just suck my fucking dick, whore.”

      Anna had no problem being called a slut. She did not like being told what to do.

      “Yo, boss, let me have a go.” Tyrone standing up with his pants now on the ground.

      Anna glanced over. This man was the man she needed. Fuck Steve. She pushed Steve to the side, raising her hand to wave Tyrone over.

      He was rock hard, a full 2 inches bigger than his cousin, and fully circumcised. This did not need a hand job.

      He was barely within reach of Anna before she had his cock in her mouth. At least 4 inches remained outside. He stood still, allowing her to control the pace. Her head bobbed back and forth, going faster and faster. His cock was throbbing with pleasure.

      Anna slowed down and teased with baby licks to his head. She looked up with innocent eyes as he stood over top, looking down. There was a moment where they both looked into each other’s eyes. At that moment, they understood. They both knew. He was about to own her.

      Steve barked from the chair his cousin originally sat asking, “How come he gets sucked and I don’t?”

      The couple was no longer aware of anything except each other's bodies.

      Anna’s hands moved to his ass. Oh, his ass.

      Tyrone gently touched her shoulder and asked her to stop. He pushed her against the squeaky mattress and dropped to his knees at the edge of the bed. Spreading her legs apart, he knew nothing was between his mouth and her pussy.

      Gentle kisses, light caresses of his tongue, lingering to Anna’s clit. First kissing it, then soft licks. Over and over and over. Anna was already wet, but his perfect understanding of the female anatomy made things so much more. Increasing his aggressiveness, his tongue had done its job.

      Standing up, Tyrone grabbed her hips and pulled her to the edge of the bed. Holding each of her legs, he intentionally danced his cock around every part of her pussy. Sliding it up and down the outside. Rubbing her already moist clit. Barely pushing his head in, pulled back out. Then, again. And, again.

      Anna was losing her mind. She wanted cock. His cock.

      He looked down at her, “You want more, sweetie?”

      Anna opened her eyes, “O’ma God, fuck me already.”

      Tyrone thrust every single inch he had. Anna’s eyes rolled to the back of her head. She moaned with pleasure. Her body moving in sync with his. One motion in and out. Repeated waves of pleasure. Over and over.
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        * * *

      

      Tyrone moved Anna around, position after position. Each offering another area untouched by any other man. Both bodies now fully engorged in a sea of sweat. They had ripped the bed sheets from their placing.

      Pulling her to her knees, he faced her back.

      “Yo, dude, you guys have been fucking for over two hours. Let me get a piece of that,” Steve said as he sat sulking in the chair.

      Tyrone continued to plow Anna from behind, not missing a beat as he spoke.

      “Ya man. Whatever. You want me to tap out or what you want, man?”

      Steve walked over and faced Anna on the other side of the bed.

      “Here honey, suck this for me.”

      Anna held Steve’s cock. Tyrone wanted every part of her. He was relentless. His cock was flooded with energy. His thrust was controlled but constantly begging for Anna’s full attention. She released Steve’s cock as he stood anxiously waiting.

      “What the fuck, woman. You’re a fucking slut bag, woman.”

      Anna had no idea what he was saying. She did not care. She had done it. She was finally in Utopia. Wave after wave of electrified pleasure shot through every part of her body. She was no longer in control of it. Nothing could restrain the release. Her body convulsed in complete ecstasy. The bed was now completely soaked.

      Almost with perfect timing, Tyrone pulled his cock out and let go. His cum shot to the back of her head, her back, her legs. It was everywhere. It exhausted both as they turned to each other and laughed.

      “Holy fuck lady, I ain’t never fucked a woman like dat.”

      “I know, right,” was all Anna could say as a response.
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        * * *

      

      Steve sat in disgust. He was the one to pick Anna up. He was the one she was interested in first.

      “Yo, bitches, this is fucked up. You owe me one, bro. And as for you, lady. You’re a fucking whore.”

      Anna looked at him, suddenly realizing he was the guy she was supposed to fuck.

      “I’m sorry, dude. What was your name again?”

      Tyrone laughed as he watched his cousin struggle to maintain any composure.

      “Ouch. Damn girl. You don’t even remember my fucking name. Man, you are a whore.”

      Anna smiled, raising her middle finger to her mouth to suck.

      “Hey, I love sex. And yes, I can admit, I’m a slut. So what? Sue me.”

      Tyrone sensed the growing tension and recognized the woman would still need a drive somewhere.

      “Guys, guys. It’s my fault. I just happen to be superb with the ladies.” He said trying to inject some humor.

      “Shut up, cuz. You fucked me too. You stole my woman.” Steve said.

      “Whoa, whoa. Dude. Tonight, all I wanted to do was have a proper fuck. Your cousin over there is gifted. I didn’t care who did me,” Anna said.

      Steve raised both eyebrows in disbelief, shrugged his shoulders, and looked to Tyrone.

      “What kinda woman fucks around like dat? I mean, look at you, lady. You got stretch marks so I know yo a mama. Man, your cold. Man.” Steve turned around and walked out the door, expecting his cousin to follow.

      Tyrone felt a degree of responsibility for the woman’s safe journey home.

      “You okay, lady?” He said.

      “Oh ya, I’m fine. Go on. I’ll call a cab. You were amazing, by the way. I sure hope I end up with someone just like you.” Anna responded.

      He left, closing the door apologetically soft. There was no way he would ever marry a girl like her, he thought to himself.

      Anna went to the washroom to freshen up and then called for a cab. Sitting by herself, she reflected over the evening. She loved this life, but there was something Steve said that got to her. She was a mother of two very young kids. It made her feel dirty to want to live this kind of life and also be a mom.

      It was at that moment; she decided. This night would be her last blast of real fun. It was time to settle down. Be a good, responsible mom and find a good man to take care of her and her kids. It couldn’t be that hard to settle down, could it?

      As the cab pulled into the parking lot, Anna walked to the vehicle. Turning around, she looked at the room she had just left as they drove off. There was no way any decent man would want a wife that was the party girl she so loved to be. No way?!
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        * * *

      

      The room was filled with dozens of sweaty, hot, sexy women. All dressed in next to nothing. This was Anna’s first visit to a gym. She attempted to regain some confidence. Turning 40 did a number on her self-esteem. Being married for just over seven years and having two kids, she could feel her sex appeal was all but dead. She was sure getting in shape would help.

      “Okay ladies, let’s work those glutes. And one, and two, and…”

      The instructor at the front of the class was ridiculously fit. She was half the age of most of the women. All Anna could think about was how much of a mistake coming was. Who did she think she was? She was no spring chicken anymore. Sure, she still had a nice body, but she was 40. Middle-aged. The beginning of the end of being a sexy, vibrant woman.

      A glance at the wall clock told her there was still another 20 minutes to the class. Looking good was easy. Being fit, not so much. She hated every second and her face said nothing different.

      She noticed she was not alone in the way she felt. Quickly scanning the room, most of the other women were in equal amounts of pain. It looked like they were all there against their own will. Except for the woman on the mat behind her. This woman looked like she was loving life, the pain, the whatever.

      Anna kept turning around to see if this woman was high or what. No one can like this obnoxious abuse to the body. The woman winked, noticing Anna’s admiration. The woman looked about the same age as Anna, but she had an aura about her. She had a synergy, a sort of sexual energy that poured out with every drop of perspiration.

      As the class ended, the woman approached Anna and introduced herself.

      “Hi there. I noticed you kept turning around. Was I making too much noise?”

      Anna felt awkward in how to respond. Her default was to just be honest.

      “Hi, I’m Anna. I just noticed you seemed to be the only lady here that was having a good time. What’s your secret?”

      The woman smiled as a soft laugh came out.

      “I have no secret. I hate this place too. I just want to look good for my guys. I’m Julia by the way.”

      Anna felt relief knowing this other woman was also suffering. Still, there was something about her Anna felt drawn to.

      “Okay, good. Because you look like you live for health and fitness,” Anna said.

      Julia casually walked over to her towel and smirked as she wiped off the excess perspiration.

      “Oh, God, no. I just like having fun. And no, this is not fun, but if I don’t do this, I’ll get fat, and then the fun stops. Listen, are you doing anything now?” Julia said.

      “No, nothing at all. My next shift at work isn’t till tonight so… Why?”

      “Let’s go grab a coffee. You look like you could use the pick me up.”

      The two women left with Julia leading the way. The cafe was one block away, so they walked and left their cars at the gym parking. As they waited at the set of lights to cross, Julia reached into her purse to pull out a long, slim cigarette. Anna turned.

      “You smoke? Okay, I guess you were right. You’re not a health nut. But you look so good.”

      Julia smiled as she blew out the smoke.

      “Why thank you, Anna. You’re not bad yourself. We just need to do a little work on bringing your self-confidence up and you’ll be fine. Are you married? You have any kids?”

      Wasting no time, Anna dumped her life on to Julia. She did not know why, but something inside her told her this woman was about to become her best friend. They just seemed to connect.

      “Yes, on both counts. I’m married and have two kids, a boy, and a girl. What about yourself?” Anna asked.

      “Ya, I’m married. How old are your hubby and kids?”

      “Robert is 54. My son is 17 and my daughter is 15”

      “And what does Robert do?” Julia asked.

      “He’s a CFO of a large distribution and logistics company. Trifecta. You may have heard of them.”

      “Wow. Yes, I see their trucks on the highway all the time.”

      They arrived at the cafe, placed their orders, and found a quiet table outside on the patio. As they continued talking, Anna could not stop herself. Julia kept asking question after question. Each getting more and more personal.

      “Anna, you’re what 35? How’s the sex? I mean, you said your hubby is 54, so I’m assuming it’s boring as fuck?”

      It floored Anna. This was not something she normally discussed with anyone, including her husband. She could not help smiling as she replayed the dialogue.

      “Welllllll. I feel so guilty admitting it but, yes. Robert takes so long to get hard. It can get frustrating. My biggest complaint isn’t even his age. I mean, I can deal with that. He’s just so… I don’t know. And I’m 40, but thanks for the compliment.”

      Julia saw the chance and jumped in. “Small? Tiny? Like you have more fun when you use your dildo.”

      It shocked Anna how bold her new friend was being. It also made her feel like she had finally found a woman she could be truly open with who was not judgemental.

      “You’re terrible, Julia. But okay, yes. Yes, yes, yes. He’s friggen small. I would never say that to him though. I feel so bad saying this. I can’t believe I’m finally telling someone. And I barely know you.”

      The two women had a laugh about how quickly they were becoming besties. The conversation turned to discuss their plans for the evening when Anna noticed it was almost 1 pm.

      “Holy shit! I gotta go. I’m scheduled to work the afternoon shift this week and I still have to get home to make Robert’s dinner before I go.”

      “Where do you work?” Julia asked.

      “I’m an orderly at St. Vincent’s Hospital. I know, not the greatest, but it helps subsidize paying for all the toys Robert gets.”

      “Honey, we need to talk. I realize you need to go now, but let’s make a date. You coming to Thursday’s workout?”

      Anna had planned to ask for a refund on the classes, but this woman had somehow convinced her to try it.

      “Yes, I’ll be there.”

      The two women left with Anna feeling both excited and confused about this new friend. She finally had something interesting to share with her husband when he got home.
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        * * *

      

      Racing in the house, Anna threw her car keys on the table and ran upstairs to shower, change and prepare dinner. Her mind was racing as the water rolled down her slim, long legs. Every muscle in her body was in pain. She could not let go of wondering how this woman, Julia, seemed so well put together. And why did she seem to open up so much?

      Potatoes peeled, chicken roasting in the oven, and the vegetables slowly cooking on the stove, Anna packed her work dinner and was getting dressed in her hospital scrubs as Robert arrived.

      “Hun. I’m upstairs getting ready for work. How was your day?”

      She could hear her husband bark some low-volume response, prompting to respond.

      “Just give me a minute. I’ll be down in a few.”

      When Anna came downstairs, Robert was sitting on the couch watching the news feeds from CNN. He hung his suit blazer over the stair rail and his shoes sat haphazardly in the front hall.

      “Sorry about that, Hun. I didn’t hear how your day went.”

      Robert maintained his focus on the TV, paying no attention to his wife.

      “I SAID IT WAS FINE. When’s dinner going to be ready?”

      Feeling deflated and somewhat invisible, Anna said, “Um, it should be ready in about 20 minutes. You’re not forgetting I’m on afternoons this week?”

      “What? Oh, ya. Okay. Listen, babe, can you grab me a beer? I’m exhausted.”

      Anna quickly lost her enthusiasm to have any conversation at all. She was looking forward to telling Robert about her new friend Julia and the whole work-out class, but her husband seemed more concerned about the latest stocks and futures.

      “Sure, dear. You want anything else while I’m in the kitchen?”

      “Maybe grab me a bag of chips. I’m starving”

      Anna returned with his beer and a bowl of his favorite bbq chips. As she passed both to him, no ‘thank you’ was given. He still had yet to make eye contact or ask about her day. Sitting beside him on the couch, Anna still wanted to say something, anything about her day.

      “So, I went to that aerobics class I told you about. I also met this cool woman, Julia. We went for coffee after the workout.”

      “Shhh. Can’t you see? I’m watching the news here. Can’t this wait till later?”

      Anna was now getting pissed. This seemed so like Robert. A grumpy old fart.

      “Robert, I told you. I’m going to work in an hour. Later is when?”

      Muting the TV, he turned to his wife with a blank look of indifference.

      “Okay, go ahead. Tell me about your fitness class.”

      “The class was boring and painful, but this lady I met Julia, She has convinced me to go back in a couple of days.”

      “That’s great. Okay, are we done? Can I go back to the news?” Robert said with contempt.

      “Robert, do you love me? I mean, really. We seem so distant from each other. Maybe it’s our age difference. Maybe it’s catching up to us. There’s 15 years difference between us. I just feel like we have nothing in common. You’re buried in your work and the boys. It’s like I’m just your maid when you arrive home.”

      Robert did not see this coming. Anna was always a quiet, passive, and agreeable wife.

      “Where is this coming from? Of course, I love you. What the hell are you talking about? You’re crazy.”

      Anna did not want this to turn into one of their blow-up, nuclear arguments where ultimately he’d force her to agree and she would go to work feeling like shit.

      “I’m not crazy! This is just the stuff I was telling Julia about. As soon as I told her there was a huge age gap, she wondered how we could be compatible.”

      “Who the hell is Julia?”

      “The lady I met at the gym. I’ve been trying to tell you about my day, but you don’t seem to care.” Anna said.

      “You just met this woman, and you’re telling her about my age? That’s none of her business.”

      Anna sensed she had hit a nerve with her husband. For whatever reason, he did not want his wife discussing their personal details with anyone that did not need to know.

      “Why would you care I told her our age differences? It turns out her husband, I think she said his name was Frankie or something, he’s 17 years her senior. It was just nice to connect with someone that has almost the same situation as ours.”

      “Situation? What situation. Are you saying I’m an old man and you’re with me cause you feel sorry for me?” Robert said as his face turned a deep red.

      There it was. Anna could see Robert was nervous. He wanted their age gap to not become ‘a thing’.

      “Hun, are you insecure about being that much older than me? I love you and I don’t care at all. I just thought it was nice to talk to another woman that was in a similar situation.” Anna said in a soft and caring tone.

      “Well, we’ve never talked about our ages before and it makes me feel like an old man. I don’t like you talking to this Julia chick. What else did you talk about?”

      Anna struggled to hold the smile from her face. She was not about to reveal that the two women talked in great detail about the age gap, proving to be an actual issue in the bedroom.

      “Just the fitness class and how we both hurt so much. I think you’re overreacting. I like Julia. She seems like a real positive force. Anyway, your dinner should be ready.”

      She left the room feeling frustrated and angry. She could be sensitive to her husband’s insecurities but, “don’t talk to her again?” That was too much. Unable to hide her annoyance, she slammed the dinner plates on the kitchen counter and yelled the “it’s on the table” universal call.

      Before Robert sat down, Anna had her work bag and purse slung over her shoulders.

      “What the hell? Where are you going?” Robert looking dumb-founded.

      “Work! Have a fantastic evening, Robert.” Anna said in the driest and most sarcastic voice she could muster.

      As she made the hour-long drive downtown, she had time to think.

      I wonder why Robert got so upset about me talking about our age gap. I mean, it’s not like Julia’s not in the same boat. I have to tell her this. I wonder if her husband does the same thing.
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        * * *

      

      Anna arrived early to the gym, picking out a section at the back, so the instructor would avoid any motivational yelling her way. Just as the class was about to begin, Julia came in and placed her mat next to Anna’s. Both women were there in body, but it was clear neither of them enjoyed the vim and vigor. No time wasted, Anna turned to Julia as the class ended.

      “Coffee?”

      “Absolutely!”

      They barely left the building when Julia grilled Anna again. The 8-minute walk to the cafe evaporated. The two women seemed to connect like they were long-lost sisters. This felt so good to Anna. She had been feeling so isolated since the kids were seldom home and her husband was the rock star at work.

      “So… how did it go?” Julia inquired.

      “What do you mean?” Anna trying to play innocent and naïve.

      “Your body. How have you survived trying to get back into shape? Why? What did you think I was asking you about?”

      Anna blushed. She crossed her arms and sat back, trying to give the illusion that she was cool.

      “Anna, talk to me. What did you think I was talking about?”

      “Well, you’re going to think I’m weird, but I feel connected to you. Like I can tell you anything. I got a little excited that you came into my life and I told my husband about meeting you at the first class.”

      “Oh. I see. So how did that go?” Julia seemed unsure what the big deal was about.

      “I’m not sure. My husband doesn’t want me talking to you anymore.”

      Julia’s eyes opened wide as her mouth opened.

      “What!? You need permission from your little hubby to make friends?”

      “No. He was just pissed that you and I talked about our vast age differences. He got uneasy. I mean, I get it. It kind of reminds him he’s… um.”

      “Say it! Say it, Anna! He’s an old man. You’re entering the prime of your life and he’s on his way out. Wow. I’m shocked that little men like your husband are still out there. Forgive me, but wow.”

      Julia was only saying what Anna was thinking and feeling. It pissed her off. She just felt so guilty thinking this way about the man she so loved and adored.

      Anna avoided eye contact as she spoke.

      “I know. He’s wrong to tell me who I can and can’t hang out with. I know him well. It’s just that he’s got this big bravado of being THE MAN and when we talk about his age, it reminds him he’s getting old and…”

      “And what? By our conversation a couple of days ago, you want to say ‘and useless in bed’” Julia said as she pulled her chair out to cross her legs. She dug into her purse and pulled out a cigarette. She offered one to Anna.

      “No, I quit smoking when Robert and I started dating. I quit a lot of things when we got together.” Anna said.

      “Look, you have one life. You come into this world alone. You leave it alone. You need to do what’s right for you. You look like you could use one. Here.” Julia slowly extracted a second cigarette from the package and handed it to Anna. She then ignited the lighter and leaned into Anna.

      As natural as breathing, Anna placed the cigarette to her lips and let the flame dance as the fresh tobacco smoke entered her mouth. As she inhaled, her mouth instantly filled with the strong menthol and tobacco flavors in her mouth. Her lungs felt gently caressed by the soft smoke. As she exhaled, she could feel the rush of nicotine entering her body. She felt so alive. So satisfied.

      Julia watched as she could see Anna revisit the sinful pleasure. Her face looked at Anna with sincere happiness and satisfaction. She put the package back in her purse and continued.

      “Anna, you seem like a nice girl. But you’re not a girl, you’re a woman. You need to grow up. Stop being your husband’s little puppet. If anything, he should dance around you. Any guy half his age would donate his left testicle to be with you.”

      Anna was still swimming in the nicotine rush but knew enough to appreciate what Julia was saying.

      “I try to be the best wife. I do everything for that man. Cook, clean, do all the shopping and I have this part-time job at the stupid hospital so he has some extra money to buy his new golf clubs. I just keep waiting for him to show some appreciation.”

      Without letting Anna pause, Julia jumped in.

      “FLR. Have you ever heard of it?”

      “No. What’s that, a medical condition or something?”

      “It stands for Female Led Relationship. It is what Fluffy and I are in.”

      “Fluffy? Who’s that?” Anna asked.

      “Sorry, I tell everyone his name is Frank or Frankie when we first meet. It’s my husband. In our relationship, I call him fluffy.”

      Anna looked confused and shocked.

      “That seems kind of rude and condescending if you ask me.”

      “It is. It’s all part of our FLR life. Let me guess, you have no idea what female led relations is? Do you, little girl?”

      The two women spent the next hour and a half delving into the nitty-gritty details of Julia’s marriage dynamics. It dumbfounded Anna that such a relationship could exist, never mind that it was a reality with this new friend. The more Julia disclosed, the more Anna enquired. This was so amazing and yet disturbing at the same time. How could this be? Anna thought to herself.

      As Anna drove home, she could feel a dampness between her legs. She could not contain herself, she was so excited at the prospect. Was there any chance that Robert would consider this? She felt so guilty for even entertaining the thought. How was her husband going to take this idea when she told him?
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        * * *

      

      Scrambling to get ready for work, Anna made the executive decision to do a quick heat and serve frozen pizza for Robert’s arrival. She did not like this gym workout thing but was loving the new friendship. She felt empowered but scared of the reaction she was about to get.

      Getting out of the shower, she could hear the thud of the front door closing. Robert had arrived home.

      “Hey Hunny, I’m just out of the shower. I’ll be down in a few minutes.”

      The response was silence.

      Robert had once again left his sports jacket, shoes, and now briefcase wherever he felt like it. He was a little boy looking for his mommy to clean up after him, Anna thought to herself. She ignored him as she went to the kitchen to place the pizza into the oven. Bending over to kiss him, he muted the TV and turned.

      “Have you been smoking?”

      Anna did not expect this. Fear ran through her like a child about to be yelled at by their parents.

      “Um, why?”

      “I said, have you been smoking?”

      “No, I have not gone back to smoking. Yes, I had A CIGARETTE. You can smell it even after my shower?”

      “The house stinks. I could smell it as soon as I came in. What the hell are you doing?”

      The extreme reaction from Robert pushed her over the edge. She was sick of being spoken to and treated like his child.

      “I had coffee with Julia after our workout today. She offered me a cigarette and end of story. Listen, we need to talk.”

      “Damn right we need to talk.” Robert then continued, “I told you, I don’t want you hanging out with that woman. She is too much of a busybody and now look, she’s got you back on cancer sticks. What is your problem?”

      Anna sat down, pursed her lips, and looked her husband directly in the eyes.

      “Look, Rob. I’m not happy with our life. You treat me like I’m here for your convenience. I do everything for you and in return, you tell me how to live my life. This has to change or our marriage is heading for disaster.”

      Her husband leaned back and placed his hands behind his head.

      “Okay, okay. Relax. Where is this all coming from? It’s that workout friend planting these ideas in your head, isn’t it?”

      Anna stood up and raised her voice. She could feel the years of being the devoted housewife about to explode.

      “Listen. I like my new friend. And Julia IS HER NAME. Get used to it. I’m sick of being your personal slave. I’ve talked to her about how our lives seem to run and she’s helped me realize it should not be this way.”

      Robert broke eye contact and looked at the floor. He moved forward on the couch.

      “Why are you being so difficult?” He asked.

      “Difficult? What the fuck is difficult about me expressing how I feel. We need to change the rules of our relationship. For the last ten years, it’s all been about you. NO MORE! It’s my turn.”

      His lips trembled. Anna could see he was appreciating the gravity of the situation.

      “Look, I just want what’s best for you, dear.” He responded.

      “No! That’s for me to decide, not you. First things first, I refuse to be a maid. You come home, hang your fucking jacket up and put your shoes where they belong.”

      “Okay, okay. What’s gotten into you?”

      “I’m not done. Second, Julia has become a wonderful friend. I plan on seeing her again. You don’t get to tell me who I hang out with.”

      “Fine.”

      “Third, I think we need to sit down and have a serious heart to heart conversation this weekend. The pizza is almost ready and then I have to go to work. You remembered I’m working tonight?”

      Robert stuttered. He had not stuttered since he was a teenager getting bullied in the schoolyard.

      “Y y yes, dear. I I I’m s s sorry.”

      Hearing this come out of her husband, Anna felt sorry for him but also felt like he deserved the retribution.

      “I love you, Robert. But I deserve better. I’m taking back the power I once had before we met.”

      He stood up, walked sheepishly towards her, and gestured they embrace. Her instinct was to oblige, but something deep inside her wanted to see him suffer.

      “Not in the mood, Robert. You can’t just kiss me and make things all better.”

      “Okay. I’m listening to you, sweetheart. I will try to go easy on you.”

      “NO! You still don’t get it! It’s not about making things easy for me. I am changing. You need to change too. This… whatever this is. It ain’t working.”

      The more aggressive Anna got, the more compliant and timid her husband became.

      “So, what do you want me to do?” He asked.

      “Right now, I don’t know. We both need to think long and hard here. I’ve gotta go to work. I will see you tomorrow afternoon.”

      Anna walked out of the room, stormed into the kitchen, and slammed the cooked pizza on the counter. She then grabbed her work bag and walked out of the house without saying another word.
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        * * *

      

      7 pm coffee break came faster than Anna expected. Her mind was racing about the conversations she had with both Julia and Robert earlier in the day. Female led relationships. Who would have thought this was possible? She wanted to share with Julia the reaction she had from her husband. Watching her husband stumble as she became aggressive made her feel kind of bad. It also made her realize she is not a puppet. She wanted something more.

      Pulling out her phone, she sent Julia a text:

      SPOKE TO HUBBY. HE FELL APART. FEEL BAD BUT THINK

      YOU ARE RIGHT. I DESERVE MORE. AT WORK NOW BUT WOULD

      LOVE TO TALK BEFORE NEXT WORKOUT.

      She hit send with the whoop sound as it went off. She poured herself a coffee and pulled out a granola bar to snack on. Her phone pinged. It was Julia responding.

      HELLO DEAR. ANYTHING TO HELP A SISTER. WHAT TIME

      DO YOU FINISH YOUR SHIFT? COFFEE AND A SMOKE? (LOL)

      Anna smiled as she read the text. This woman made her feel so understood.

      She typed:

      NOT TILL LATE - 11:30 PM. IKR, TOO LATE :(

      Before she could put her phone away, a response came back.

      DONE. WHERE AND WHEN?

      Wow, this was a true friend. Anna responded, suggesting a coffee shop down the street from the hospital, knowing that Julia also lived in the downtown core. Her phone chirped one last time before returning to her schedule:

      CU SOON :)

      During the entire walk from the hospital to the cafe, Anna could feel the excitement. Oh, my God. She was actually looking forward to having a smoke. She laughed to herself, feeling that if anyone deserved one right now, it was her. Julia was inside, waiting at a table by the front window.

      Anna went directly to the counter and looked over to see Julia had already ordered her a beverage.

      “Never mind. My friend has already got me something.” Anna said to the barista as she turned to the table. Julia stood up and announced they were both in “to-go” cups.

      “Let’s go outside. You look like you could use one.” As she pulled her package out of her purse.

      The two women stood under the scone lights outside as Julia lit.

      “So? What happened, Anna?”

      “Well, I put my foot down. I told him things had to change. I said nothing about becoming an FLR couple, but you could tell I intimidated him.”

      Julia looked up to the light above them and smiled.

      “Girlfriend, you do not know. I’m just getting started with you.”

      Anna smiled, assuming she was about to receive some words of wisdom or advice on what to do next. She raised her arms, prompting Julia to elaborate.

      “Anna, let me ask. Before you and Rob met, what kind of woman were you? Your two kids, are they his? Clearly, you used to smoke. I mean, were you always a goody goody?”

      “My two children are from two other men that I met way before Rob. I was a train wreck. Party girl was my middle name. When I met Rob, I cleaned up my life. I stopped the drugs, the late nights out with who knows how many men. I wanted to bring my kids up in a stable home.”

      As Anna finished, Julia paced and nodded her head.

      “Now it’s making total sense, Anna. Does Rob know about your past?”

      “Of course he does. I met him in a bar while I was on a bender. He saw that side of me, believe me.”

      “I see. And these ‘changes’ you made to yourself. Did they come at the request of your husband?”

      Anna reflected. Her daughter was 3 and her son 5.

      “Shit, that’s over 10 years ago, Julia. I don’t think he cared. I just wanted to become the woman he deserved. He has been so good to me and my kids and…”

      Julia put her hand up to stop Anna from continuing.

      “Okay, dear. Here’s what you probably don’t realize. Most men love the woman you were. NOT the boring, and unadventurous woman you have made yourself become.”

      “What? You’re crazy, Julia. Robert loves me being his little maid and companion. He does not want party girl Anna.”

      “You would think. But not so much Anna. I know what I’m talking about. I have many ladies I have mentored over the years. I’ve seen your situation more times than I could count.”

      “Mentor? Ok, I’m confused. Are you saying you’re trying to mentor me? Mentor me into what? An irresponsible mother and wife?”

      “Not at all. I believe women are at the top of the food chain. Men are here to serve. For centuries, our society has trained little girls to be nothing but servants to their men. Not anymore. Female led relationships are the start of turning things around. But there is more. So much more.” Julia ended her words with an enormous smile as a seductive stream of smoke exhaled slowly out of her nose.

      The two women returned inside the cafe to order another mochaccino. As Julia continued to talk, it drew in Anna with both feet. She liked what she was hearing. Finally, Julia hit the area that had Anna’s full attention.

      “Take your sex life. You said Robbie is insufficient, lacking stamina and drive. So… why should you have to live with that for the rest of your married life?”

      Anna squinted. “It’s not like I’m going to cheat on him. That’s just plain wrong.”

      “You’re right. Doing that is a loveless marriage.”

      “So what the hell are you suggesting, Julia?”

      “Cuckolding.” Julia let the word hang to see if Anna was familiar with the word.

      “Cuckolding? Is that some kind of therapy method or something?”

      “Not exactly. Let me explain.”

      It was after two in the morning before the two women recognized it was now too late to attend the morning workout class. Julia had gone into complete detail, explaining the in’s and out’s of cuckolding. She made it clear to Anna that turning their marriage into an FLR was absolutely the way to go, but also suggested cuckolding her husband may help seal the deal.

      “I know it seems crazy at first. But if your Robbie was into you when you were still a ‘bad girl’, it’s because that’s what he likes. You’ve changed who you are to please him, but what if he’s the way he is BECAUSE you changed?”

      “I don’t know. I think he’d lose his shit if I suggested I fuck other guys. I mean really, who the hell does that?” Anna said.

      “Way more couples than you think, Anna. The world is changing and changing fast. More and more women recognize the power of female seduction and spirit. We have been kept down for so long by men. I see a new world order and I see a woman at the top. It’s only a matter of time.”

      They both got up to close the conversation when Julia suggested one more smoke for the road as they exited the cafe. As they stood, Julia opened her phone calendar.

      “I have an idea. Why don’t we have a double date? You and your Robbie and I can bring fluffy. Say dinner at the Ambrosia Rooftop Bar and Restaurant?”

      “Oh, I’d love that. We haven’t been out for a dinner for a long time.”

      “Good,” Julia responded. “It will give me a chance to check out your little man. I have an amazing nose for sniffing out cucks. We’ll talk and I’m going to push some buttons. If I sense you may make a mistake, I’ll let you know. If he’s a true cuckold, he won’t be able to hide from me. Trust me.”
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        * * *

      

      Anna was able to convince Rob to a meet-up dinner with only a little objection. For two days, he seemed to have no resistance to any requests Anna made. The heated discussion she had with him a few days previously seemed to sink in more than she thought it would. She sent a quick three-line text to Julia confirming their dinner arrangements. The dinner date was finally upon them. In typical Robert style, they were a full 30 minutes early, waiting in the lobby with uncomfortable silence.

      “Oh, there you are, love. You look smashing.” Julia exclaimed to Anna as she and her husband entered.

      “Hi, Julia. This is my hubby… I mean husband, Robert.”

      Julia gave Anna a stern look, subtly chastising her for correcting herself to be polite and politically correct.

      The four were seated outside, with a panoramic view of the city skyline at dusk. It was breathtaking with the glitz of a vibrant, high energy city. Robert turned discretely to his wife and whispered into Anna’s ear.

      “This is going to be ridiculously expensive, you know that?”

      Anna treated his remark with contempt and carried on talking with Julia’s husband, offering no acknowledgment.

      “So Robbie, tell me about your big man job as a CFO,” Julia said with a seductive smile.

      “Well, first, it’s Robert.” He was outwardly unimpressed with the name distortion. “I’ve been there for 18 years. Slowly worked my way out of the accounting department and now, I’m the man who says if there is money or not.”

      “Excellent. Now, Anna tells me your children are actually not yours? That must have been an enormous sacrifice. By your age gap, I take it Anna is not your first wife?

      It floored Robert at how abrasive this woman was being. There was no gentle ‘getting to know you’ small talk. Straight to the point.

      “Um, yes. Our two kids are not mine, biologically. But I love them as my own. And yes, I was married once before. It lasted two years. Huge mistake.”

      Julia gave Anna a gentle kick under the table to watch where she was about to take the conversation.

      “So two wives… and you’re what… same age as my Frankie here, 58?”

      “No, actually I’m 54. Sorry, Frank” as he turned to the other man who was all but silent during most of the socializing.

      “Oh, I see. Well, at least you played the field in your younger days. Sow your wild oats, so to speak? I mean, it must be hard for you to keep up with your dynamo wife here. You should see her in our fitness classes. I’ve had to practically pull her away from all the guys in every session.”

      Robert put his head down. He avoided any eye contact with both ladies. His face seemed to go a deep red. Fearing he would lash out, Anna jumped in.

      “Hun, you ok?”

      Robert looked up, placing both his hands under his legs, and shook his head.

      “No, no, I I I’m fine.”

      Like a badger, Julia jumped in for round two.

      “Oh, look at that. I’ve embarrassed the big man. I’m sorry, Robbie”. Julia paused, pouted, and mimicked a mother talking to her infant. "Did I hurt your little feelings?”

      As Julia engaged Robert, Anna tried to remain silent. She was not sure what kind of control this other woman had on her husband, but it was tangible. She could feel it in the air. Her husband had become a wimp. As much as it broke her heart, there was some degree of deep satisfaction she didn’t understand in herself.

      Robert remained quiet for several minutes to recompose his thoughts. He had memorized the place setting layout with his eyes fixated on nothing else. Julia pushed on.

      “Look, Anna, somebody has cut little Robbie’s tongue off. Are you ok darling? I’m just having fun with you.”

      “I I I’m fine. Anna w was right. Y You are quite the woman.”

      That was all Julia needed to hear. She turned to Anna, inviting her to join her in the smoking section as the boys talked about their little boy toys. Anna’s face lit up. She could not believe she had found the courage to do this in front of her husband.

      “I would love that, Julia. Hun, I’m going for a cigarette. You play nice with Frankie.”

      The two women giggled as they walked across the terrace to the designated smoking section. Anna busting to say something.

      “Well, my dear, I believe you have yourself a soon to be cuckold.”

      “WHAT?! What makes you think that?” Anna replied.

      “I told you, trust me. I just know these things.”

      “There’s no way you can tell that from the insulting way you spoke to him. I’m surprised he didn’t lash out at you.”

      “Exactly my dear. He has remained a good little boy. And I’ll tell you why. He loved what I was doing to him. Here’s what I’m going to do. I’m going to have him flat out tell you to hang out with me more. LOT’S MORE. If he does it, you know he’s a cuck.”

      As Anna was listening to her new friend, her heart began racing. This woman was evil. She was afraid of her but also wanted to follow in her footsteps . She knew Julia would be right.

      “Ok, Julia, let’s just see how this plays out.”

      The two women returned. Not knowing what got into her, Anna felt compelled to kiss her husband directly on the lips where the smell and taste of fresh tobacco lingered. She wanted to rub it in his face. As she sat down beside him, she continued with the boldness of her friend. Discreetly lowering her left hand below the table, she gently placed her hand on Rob’s groin. He could not stand up for the tent in his pants. This was interesting, Anna thought to herself.

      After the meals were served and enjoyed, Julia called for the server.

      “Yes, I’d like to order your most expensive wine, and, you can bring the bill with it. Thanks, Mr. Big.”

      This was an unexpected turn of events. Anna was unsure where things were going, but she complacently followed Julia’s lead.

      “Julia, another cigarette?”

      “Lovely! You little boys stay here while we socialize with the real men over there. Listen, Robbie, be a darling and take care of the bill while we’re gone. C’mon Anna, let’s have some lung exercises.”

      As the two women walked away, Anna turned around to glance back at her husband. She could see the erection under the table.

      “This is fun, Julia.”

      “I’m still not done, Anna.”

      When the women returned, the bill was paid and a bottle of Dom Perignon rose gold champagne sat in the center of the table. Robert tried to recompose himself with some confidence. That was all Julia wanted to see.

      “Robbie, you’re such a nice hubby. Just like my little fluffy here.” Her hand gesturing to the man sitting beside her.

      “I wanted a chance to meet you because your beautiful wife here says you had some problems with me when we first met. Is this true Robbie?”

      Having discussed things in advance, Anna moved her hands back to do a quick cock check. Growing and growing fast.

      “U Um n n no. I I think you’re an amazing woman. I  I really like you, Julia.”

      Julia looked at Anna with a slight tilt.

      “Soooo, I think it would be a good thing if your beautiful hot wife and I became best friends.?”

      Anna put her unused hand to cover her mouth. She could not believe what was happening. Her husband was rock hard. Harder than she had ever seen.

      “Y y yes. I think y you should b be b b best friends.”

      “Fantastic! So I guess you would want us to hang out A LOT MORE? Is that what Anna and I are hearing you say, little Robbie?”

      Anna swore she could feel his pants getting wet with pre-cum. She had to bring her hand up from under the table. He needed time to deflate before they could get up to leave.

      “Y yes.”

      “Don’t tell me, tell your wife, dammit!”

      He turned to Anna with a hypnotic look in his eyes, like he had just seen God.

      “Anna my dear, please please please. I think th th this woman, Julia is is is an amazing per per person. I think it would be wonderful if you spent a lot more time together with her.”

      Anna smiled devilishly.

      “Robbie, I think that’s the smartest thing you’ve said out of your cute little brain in years,” Anna responded.

      She could not believe she was being so cruel to her husband. She also could not understand why it felt so good and empowering. Not having any idea what the next steps would be, Anna made a coffee date with Julia for the following midday as the two couples left the rooftop.
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        * * *

      

      The drive home started in silence. Rob sat in the passenger seat while Anna waited patiently for any dialogue he would initiate. Approaching the highway exit to their cozy suburban community, she had had enough.

      “Robbie, you’ve said nothing, the entire drive home. What did you think?”

      Crouched towards the front dashboard, his shoulders slouched, he was a defeated man looking like he had just lost his job.

      “Fine. She seems fine.” He said.

      “That’s it? That’s all you have to say is fine?”

      Rob’s head veered towards Anna, but his eyes refused to make direct contact.

      “Um um um, y y yes dear.”

      Anna could see the spell Julia had cast lingered on both of them. She felt unexplainably powerful. Her husband was still a little baby wanting his little mommy, she thought to herself.

      “Yes, what!? Listen, Robbie, I think Julia has had a significant positive impact on my self-confidence and self-esteem. I’ve been your little puppet and maid long enough. She has made me see what I’ve allowed myself to become, and tonight it ends.”

      She looked down, just out of curiosity. There it was. A bulge in his pants. A rush of adrenaline ran through her. Had she been missing this side of her husband all those years?

      “I want to hear it directly from your little mouth. Do you like Julia?”

      “N n n no. I I I love her. She is wonderful.” Timidly came out of his pouted lips.

      “Ya? You like this, don’t you? I’m finally waking up to see what I’ve been m m missing.” She mimicked her husband’s stutter when he got nervous.

      He smiled, crossing both his hands on his lap.

      “Well? Say it ROBBIE BOBBIE.” Anna did not know why her bold cruelty felt so natural and rewarding.

      “M m my love, I think she is amazing. It would m m mean so so so much to m m me if if you could spend m m more time with her. I I I think you are are much better since you you have become friends. I I I beg of you. She is a a an incredible good in in influence.” A small stain appeared on his pant zipper.

      That was all Anna needed. She was convinced that her man was going to follow a much more unique path. With no idea how, she would need to consult with her new mentor.

      Pulling into their driveway, Anna placed her hand on Robbie’s pants and rubbed slowly up and down. Leaning in to speak softly in his ear, she said, “I know what you are. I know. And I’m going to help you get better. Ok baby?”

      Robbie instantly went rock hard as he struggled to breathe. He was incapable of moving or speaking.

      “I said Ok! DO YOU UNDERSTAND ME ROBBIE?”

      He nodded with a glazed look on his face.

      “There ya go! Good boy. Now, get out of the car, go upstairs and put your little pajamas on like a good little boy. I’m going to call Julia and have a smoke. I’ll be up shortly.”

      Rob got out of the car, struggling to regain any composure. The garage lighting highlighted his erection and pre-cum stains. Shutting his side of the car door, Anna placed one hand over her mouth and the other outstretched, pointing to his ‘accident’.

      “Oh, look. Your little guy seems to like the new me a lot.” She said with a seductive laugh.

      Pulling out her phone and the almost empty pack of cigarettes Julia had given her, she lit up and began calling.

      “Hello, my love. How is the little man?” Julia responded from the call display.

      “Oh, my fucking God! Girl, I fucking love you. I don’t know what the fuck you’ve done to him, or me, but you just changed our marriage. Like, holy fuck!”

      Julia laughed on the other end of the phone.

      “Well, Anna, this is just the beginning. If you had fun tonight, wait till you see what I have planned for us tomorrow night.” She paused, made the sound of a lighter clicking, and took a deep breath before she continued. “I can see you have grown so much in such a short time. That only happens when this lifestyle is your natural home. You remind me of myself.”

      Anna felt herself feeling emotionally massaged. Julia was close to the same age but seemed to have so much wisdom and knowledge.

      “Tell me more, tell me more.” Anna’s voice sounding like a kid on Christmas Eve.

      “Tomorrow, we’re going to Club X. No questions asked.”

      Anna had only one.

      “When you say ‘we’, do you mean the two of us or all four of us?”

      Julia hesitated to respond.

      “Just the girls…babe,” she said as she exhaled.

      Anna ended the call and made her way up to bed. Her husband was on the bed naked and at full attention.

      “What’s this?” She asked entering the room.

      “I gotta fuck you right here, right now.”

      “Oh my, I don’t think I’ve ever seen you this excited. It’s about time!” Anna said.

      Rob stood up, slowly unzipped her skirt, and began nibbling her neck.

      She turned and dropped to her knees. His cock was still leaking pre-cum as she placed her lips over his head. She looked up as her head moved back and forth. It filled his face with ecstasy.

      Anna quickly stood up, pushed him on the bed, and mounted him like her life depended on it. Her slim, manicured hand guided him. Sliding front to back, she could feel him throbbing. She looked him in the eyes and whispered.

      “You like the bad girl me, don’t you?”

      He tried so hard to say something, anything.

      “Oh, oh, oh my goooooood!” Was all he could muster.

      His cock went from a thick piece of wood to a deflated lump of skin in seconds.

      Anna could feel his juices slowly drip down her legs.

      “That’s it? Seriously?” She looked at him with major frustration.

      “I’m sorry, Hunny. But that was fun. It really turned me on. Your friend though, she’s a real piece of work. What a bitch.”

      Anna opened her mouth and scrunched her eyelids.

      “What? But you said you liked her?”

      “I was just playing along. I can’t stand her. I like this side of you but ya, not so much for that woman.”

      “I see. So now that you’ve got your rocks off, ‘the game’ is over for you?”

      Rob stood up to pull the covers up onto the bed.

      “Yes. My original position still stands. I think she has got her nose in places it does not belong.”

      It pissed her off. She felt used and played by her husband.

      “Listen, Robert, I’m going out to a club with Julia tomorrow night. Deal with it.”

      She turned her night table light off and turned to have her back facing her husband.
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        * * *

      

      The weekend morning ritual was awkward. Robert was downstairs pouring from a fresh brew as Anna entered the kitchen.

      “Good morning, my love.” He said.

      “Don’t talk to me. Last night was not a game. I’m going out with Julia tonight. A girl’s night out. I’m fed up with our boring life. I don’t want to speak to you right now.”

      Robert raised both hands in the air to signify he would not provide any objections.

      Texting to Julia throughout the day, Anna felt embarrassed explaining the sudden turn of events. Her responses were consoling, indicating to Anna that her actions were a typical newbie mistake. Meet-up time, place, and what to wear became the balance of correspondence.

      At 7 pm Robert asked when dinner was being served.

      “Um, I have no idea. You’re on your own. I’m meeting Julia for dinner, drinks and then we’re going to a dance club. Have fun.” She slammed the door on the way out.

      The drive took Anna past several strip plazas before arriving at the bar. For the first time in ten years, she reclaimed her independence and pulled into a plaza with a 24/7 variety store to buy herself a package of her own cigarettes. 14 minutes later, she was at the bar where Julia waited in her car.

      “Hello, my love,” Julia said as she got out of her car and went to hug Anna.

      “I fucked up. I mean, I seriously fucked up, didn’t I?” Anna blurted as Julia got closer.

      “No. Not at all. Yes, you made a mistake, but it won’t matter in a week or two. Trust me. Tonight, I’m about to introduce you to a world you have no idea about. If you listen to me and do exactly as I say, you will discover your inner Goddess. That’s what you really want, isn’t it?”

      “More than anything in this world. Yes!” Anna replied.

      The two women left their cars and headed into a top-shelf restaurant and bar with the windows blacked out. They greeted Julia at the door by name.

      “Good evening, Miss Julia. Is this a lovely Unicorn you’re gracing us with, this fine evening?”

      “No. This is my best friend. You can call her Miss Anna.”

      Anna looked to Julia with a contorted face.

      “What’s with the Miss this and Miss that?” Anna asked.

      “Oh my love, I’m about to turn your universe into a fairytale. You’ll see.”

      Once they were seated, Anna pulled her cigarettes out. Julia noticed immediately.

      “I’m impressed! Now you have your own? Good for you. Say bye-bye to the goody- two-shoes Anna.” As she raised her glass in a toast with Anna.

      “So what did I do wrong, Julia? You had my husband in the palm of your hands. Like he was your puppet. He stayed like that with me on the drive home, and then, pooof, he became Mr. Dicksmack. Because I put out?”

      Julia waited for the server to take their order before responding.

      “So, Anna, let me explain. I’m positive your husband, and that for the record, this is the last time either of us should call him that. Your hubby is a true cuckold. They are the absolute best thing any woman could ever ask for.”

      “I kind of thought he might be after I saw how he got with your head games. But…”

      “But what?” Julia said. “Cuckolds have no control over their headspace UNLESS they get off. As long as they are ‘in need’, absolutely EVERYTHING you say and do is magically wonderful.” Julia said with indefinable sexuality to her body motion.

      “Are you telling me I can never let my husband, I mean hubby get off?”

      Julia bit her lower lip as she waited for the already anticipated question.

      “Wellllll, not quite. As you get more experienced, you’ll learn when and how often you can let him release. For the early stages, however, yes. I would not please him for at least two months.”

      “What? He’ll go postal”

      “No, he won’t. Besides, we can always allow him to please himself in the early days. Baby steps, my love. Baby steps.”

      Anna looked and felt apprehensive. Perhaps this was too much for her and Robert, she thought to herself.

      “Julia, you’re scaring me. I just want to have some fun and get back some control in our marriage. I don’t want to flat out torture the poor man, I mean…”

      “Anna, listen to me. Bobbie. No, let’s call him little bobbies for now. Little bobbies is a cuckold. I know what I’m talking about. I was very mean and condescending to him last night. You continued that on in your car. How was he when you felt his cock? How did he fuck you when you went upstairs?”

      Anna sipped her glass of wine as she contemplated Julia’s words. Before she could respond, the wait staff arrived with their entrees. The music slowly increased in volume and beats as they waited for their desserts.

      “Julia, yes, Robbie. I mean, little bobbies was the horniest I have ever seen him. But I think he just wanted to see the bad girl me. Depriving him of sex, that’s just cruel.”

      “We will see my love. We will see. Tonight is an experiment for the two of you, only neither of you know it yet.”

      Anna lifted her right eyebrow in curiosity.

      “What? Oh, Julia, I like your devilish side, but I’m kinda nervous. What do you have planned here?”

      Almost timed perfectly, the lights dimmed as the music went to full club mode. The wait staff hurriedly went from table to table removing the tableware as an entire wall rolled up, offering a way to the second half of the establishment, laser lights and all.

      “Welcome to the club X, my love,” Julia shouted over the music.

      Up till this point, Anna paid no attention to the other guests. They filled it with couples slightly older than one would expect in a dance club. Additionally, there seemed to be only one or two single ladies, but at least two dozen men that most women would give their left arm to be with.

      “What the hell is this place?” Anna asked.

      Julia gestured to the now exposed ’dance section’ of the establishment. There was a round piece of furniture resembling a bed in the center of the dance floor, with multiple more private seating areas along the perimeter, separated with sheer curtains.

      “Tonight, you watch. You smell. You believe. Soon, you do.” Julia said with the biggest smile, slowly letting smoke exhale from her mouth.

      Anna’s heart pounded. She was scared about what she was about to expose herself to. She also felt enveloped in a cozy, warm blanket of evil. She struggled to fight how good it felt. The alcohol was doing its job. She wanted more.

      By 3 am, the two women had dirty danced with several young men. The room was filled with euphoric smells of sex. Anna had now watched another woman give a blowjob to three men at the same time. She had witnessed a husband kiss his wife with passionate love as she was getting pounded by another man from behind. IT WAS AMAZING. Anna could feel the moistness between her legs as she watched in admiration.

      Heading back to their cars, both women no longer had the buzz from the alcohol. Anna’s ears were ringing as Julia said some parting words.

      “Okay Anna, this is exactly what I want you to say and do with little bobbies when you see him in the morning.” Julia started a checklist of words and actions Anna was to take.
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      Anna could smell bacon cooking as she opened her eyes. Struggling to focus her vision, the LED clock looked like it said 1:17. The bedroom filled with bright afternoon sunlight as she sprang out of bed. She slipped on some track pants, an old T-shirt, and some socks before going downstairs. The house was silent except for the frying sound in the kitchen.

      “Good morning, Anna. You must have got home really late.” Rob said.

      Anna was in no mood to be sociable at any level. Her head was pounding from over-sleeping, a mild hangover, and no coffee in her bloodstream.

      “meehhhh,” was all that she could produce as a response.

      Robert stood by the stove, making an elaborate brunch for the two of them. This was very uncharacteristic of him. He poured a fresh mug of coffee and passed it to his wife before she asked.

      “Thanks,” Anna said in a glib tone.

      “Your very welcome, my dear. Brunch will be ready in about 10 minutes. Both kids had a sleepover at a friend’s last night, so we have the house all to ourselves for now. How are you?”

      As Anna sipped her coffee, she randomly thought how wonderful a cigarette would go with the coffee, when she realized her husband was talking to her.

      “What? I’m sorry, what did you say?”

      “I asked how you are feeling? My goodness, you must have had a good time with your friend last night. You look rough.” Robert said.

      Anna remembered the evening. What she did. What she saw, and what Julia told her, she must do now. She remained quiet and distant from her husband as she ate her brunch. Her eyes remained down at the plate or looking out the window throughout the meal.

      “Anna, is everything ok? I mean with us. We had some hostile words last night and then you left and now you’re giving me the silent treatment. Talk to me.”

      Anna smiled as she lifted her mug to take a last sip. Putting it down, she spoke.

      “Robbie, close the kitchen blinds.”

      He looked at her, unsure what was going on. The blinds were closed.

      “Good boy. Now, stand over here” She pointed to the middle of the kitchen floor away from any counter, table, or chairs. He moved with reluctance.

      “Good. Now, take all your clothes off.”

      “What the fuck? Anna, I know our little thing last night was fun, but where are you going with this?”

      Anna grinned but remained silent as she used her hands to show he should continue and remove all his clothes as instructed. The smile on his face suggested he thought she was about to blow him.

      “Okay, there. Now what? Are you gonna use your mouth or aren’t you going to get naked also?” He said.

      She remained silent and as her eyes surveyed him from top to bottom. She stood up, turned the chair she was in backward, and remounted facing him with her chin resting on the back of the chair.

      “Ok, Robbie. Here’s what we’re going to do. I’m going to talk and you’re going to speak only when told to do so. DO YOU UNDERSTAND?”

      He nodded. His face screaming anticipation of some form of sexual gratification.

      “Good boy. So last night, Julia and I went to a sex club.”

      “What?” Robert blasted.

      “HEY! Shut the fuck up. I told you, you say nothing.”

      “But Anna, you’re getting me worried. Hurry and say what you’re gonna say and blow me, please.”

      Anna looked at him with disgust.

      “Listen, robbie, I said shut the fuck up. Speak again and you will never hear my voice.”

      Fear and anxiousness took over his facial and body expressions.

      “Again, last night Julia and I went to a sex club. I saw wonderful things robbie. I mean really wonderful things. Does that bother you, that I saw wonderful things robbie?”

      He kept his mouth shut and nodded. Anna noticed his cock was not hard, but it looked a little bigger than 2 minutes earlier.

      “Oh, it bothers you, little robbie? I’m sorry, baby. But I didn’t just see, I could smell wonderful things. It filled the room with sex. It was so magical, ya know what I mean? I even started getting a little wet. Does that bother you, little robbie?”

      He nodded again. His cock was now an elevator on its way up. As she continued and could see he was responding exactly as she expected, her desire continued increasing.

      “I’m not done. I not only saw things and smelled wonderful things, but I also wanted to do things. Really, really, really, bad and wonderful things. Do you know what I wanted to do, little robbie bobbie?”

      He turned his head from side to side. His cock was almost at full attention. She pointed to it.

      “Oh, look, little bobbies seems to like where I’m going. Well, let me tell you, I wanted to fuck… but I didn’t do that little robbie bobbie. No, no, no. I did not do that.”

      Like a stopwatch, his cock slowly went down a floor or two.

      “No, I did not fuck anyone. I did some dirty dancing with some really hot young guys though.” She paused for dramatic effect. “And do you know what, I could feel their rock hard cocks trying to burst through their pants. Screaming to get inside me. It was wonderful.”

      Once again, his cock was back at full attention.

      “And do you know what, little robbie bobbie? I really wanted to fuck them. I wanted to feel them deep inside me. I mean, they felt so big and hard.”

      She then stood up, walked over to Rob, and put his cock in her hand without making any stroking motions. He looked at her with baby eyes. The same eyes he had when Julia spoke to him at the restaurant.

      “You see this, little bobbies. This is really unacceptable. I know it. You know it. It also says little bobbies here also likes the idea of me being fucked hard. Don’t you think?”

      Robbie remained silent but agreed with another nod. Anna could not believe she was being so cruel to her husband. She was sure she would feel guilt, but she could see her husband was enjoying her cruelty. She continued.

      “Do you agree with me? You agree that your little cock is not good enough for me?”

      He nodded.

      “No, no, no. Now I want my little robbie bobbie to speak.”

      “Yes, dear.”

      “Yes, dear what?”

      “Yes dear, my cock is too small to satisfy you.”

      It filled Anna with a rush of power. The last time she felt this way was in her young adulthood when she dabbled with cocaine.

      “Good little boy. So you understand I want to fuck younger, bigger, harder cocks. Is that correct, my little robbie bobbies?”

      “Yes, dear.” Rob could barely speak. His cock was beyond 90 degrees.

      “Wonderful. And because you love me so, so, so much, you now realize that I need to fuck other guys. Yes?”

      “Yes, dear.”

      She gave him a soft kiss on the lips, crept to his ear, and whispered as she slid her hand back and forth on the shaft of his cock.

      “And you want me to fuck other guys, don’t you?”

      “Yes, dear.”

      “Oh, look at that. Your little bobbies is letting out some pre-cum. I want to hear you say it. Say you want me to fuck other men. It’s ok little bobbies, your tiny cock has already told the truth, but I want to hear it from your baby mouth.”

      His body was trembling with excitement.

      “I want you to fuck other men, dear”

      She gave a light, evil little laugh.

      “Listen, little bobbies. You still don’t get this. I am not your fucking dear. I am now your Goddess. And your Goddess wants to hear you beg. I want you to beg me to fuck other men. I want to hear you say you’re small and I want you to know I’m not getting you off today. SAY IT!”

      “I I I beg you. I’m begging you. Please. I admit it. I desperately want to see you fuck other men. I I I know that I I… I have a small dick and and and you deserve so much more You are my my my Goddess. I’m begging you. Please”

      “Oh, what a good little boy bobbies is today. Okay, now that we understand each other, get dressed. I’m going into the garage to have a cigarette.”

      Anna grabbed his chin, turned his head to face her directly. Giving him a peck on his nose, looked into his eyes and left the kitchen, leaving him standing naked, erect, and completely unsatisfied.
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      “Hello, my love. Have you spoken to him yet?” Julia said into the phone.

      “OH MY FUCKING GOD!” Anna said as she exhaled. She could hear Julia laughing on the other end of the call.

      “I told you, girl. Now you have to be strong. Trust me, this is going to get challenging for a while.”

      “Wait, what? What do you mean?” Anna asked.

      “Oh my love, so much to learn. So much. Today is Saturday. A good friend of mine is having a cuck house party. Tonight, you’re going to seal the deal with your little bobbies.”

      “You mean you think I should fuck another man? I don’t know if Rob... I mean bobbies will be ready for that.” Anna said with a heavy sigh, following.

      “Oh, you’re right. He’s not ready. That’s why we are going to make him ‘ready’”.

      “Julia, I love this power and control, but I just feel so guilty. I don’t know if I should take things all the way here.”

      “Anna, do you love bobbies?”

      “Of course I do. He has been an amazing provider to me and my children.”

      “I see. And his cock. What does his cock say about you being with other men?”

      “Welllll, you’re right on that account. Fuck, I felt so bad at first, but his little dick was loving it.”

      “EXACTLY! If you love him, you will do what’s right for him, and what’s right for you. He wants this. You want this. He just can’t bring himself to push you into it.”

      “So, by fucking other men, I’m actually showing that I love him even more? Is that what you’re saying?” Anna asked.

      “Do you have a pen? Here are the details.” Julia then gave Anna the address, time, and dress code.

      Turning back into the house, Anna extinguished her cigarette. She returned to an empty kitchen. The water was running from the shower upstairs. Alarm bells went off in her head. Taking two steps at a time, she ran up the stairs, burst open the bathroom door, and ripped the shower curtain open.

      There bobbies was. Cock in hand.

      “DON’T YOU FUCKING DARE!” She yelled.

      He was just about to climax when she grabbed his hand and ripped it away. He was embarrassed but more in fear from the shock.

      “I I I I’m s s s sorry dear.” Bobbies was almost incapable of speaking with a wave of mixed emotions.

      “Again, I’m not your dear. I am your Goddess. Under no circumstances are you to please yourself. Get out of the shower and get dressed.”

      His cock went limp immediately after the shock. He cowered out of the shower to dry off. Anna could not believe herself. She had no idea where her behavior was coming from. It scared her, how natural it came to her.

      “Now listen, I’ve spoken to Julia. We are going out again tonight. You are to join us. This is not optional. I’m not asking. Get yourself dressed and let’s get started with the grocery shopping so we’re not rushed getting ready.”

      “Okay.”

      “OKAY WHAT?” She barked.

      “O O OKAY, my Goddess.”

      The power control and complete dominance was intoxicating. Anna, yet again, felt a dampness between her legs.
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      The moon was cloud covered in the night sky. As Anna and bobbies left the house, it seemed darker than normal. She wore skintight black leather pants, a strapless low cut top, and stilettos that made her taller than her husband. He was ‘instructed’ to wear jeans that were now too short, and a dress shirt, buttoned all the way, with no tie. He both looked and felt like an idiot. They took his BMW so he could drive while she worked on him.

      “But I don’t know where we are going.” Bobbies said.

      “Just shut the fuck up and drive BOBBIE.” She giggled hearing herself call her husband ‘bobbies’.

      “I enjoy calling you ‘bobbies’. It sounds cute. Ya know, like is bobbies a little boy or a little girl, kinda funny and cute. You love that, don’t you? You like being called bobbies.”

      She moved her hand to his lap. His cock was very much present. Wanting to capitalize on the moment, she rubbed in an unfocused direction to frustrate him more.

      “Y Y Yes, my Goddess.”

      “Now tell me again, bobbies. Tell me you want me to fuck real men. I want to hear you say it one more time.”

      His cock went from zero to hero, solid.

      “I do, m m my Goddess.”

      “Good, cause we’re almost there.”

      They pulled the car to the curbside, in front of 4 other cars. Anna waited for her husband to exit and offer to open her side. She had a cigarette ready to light as she got out. She could not believe the shift in their relationship in just over a week. The reality of what was about to potentially happen slammed her in the face. Each drag was deep and aggressive. She was nervous. Was this just a fantasy they were both living out or was this about to end their marriage?

      “HELLO, my loves.” Julia came bouncing out the front door.

      Discretely, Anna turned to her new friend and told her about the unexpected cold feet.

      “Oh love, trust me. You and bobbies are way past the point of no return. This should excite both of you. You should be happy, not scared. Isn’t that right, my little kitten?” She said as she turned to bobbies.

      “Y Y Yes J J Julia.” Bobbies said anxiously.

      “Come inside, Miss Anna, and bring your little bobbies so he can meet his little playmates.” Julia placing her hand behind Anna, giving her a gentle push to enter the threshold of the residence.

      The sound of deep bass music was coming from downstairs. A strong and distinct odor of weed hung in the air. The entire main floor was lit by candles, offering only silhouettes of the guests.

      Julia’s husband, fluffy took bobbies hand and pulled him to the side to offer some comfort and provide some distinct separation between him and Anna.

      “Here love, you look like you could use some of this. The really good stuff is downstairs, but we can get to that once you’ve loosened up more.” Julia said as she passed a bong for Anna to inhale.

      Anna looked across the room to see if her husband was looking, but all she saw was darkness. Two deep hauls, some uncontrolled coughs, and a few laughs later, Anna was feeling just fine.

      “Now, do you like chocolate or vanilla, my love,” Julia asked as they went down the stairs.

      “Ice cream? Cake? What do you mean?” Anna innocently asked.

      “You tell me?” Julia swept her hand out to a room filled with 6 shirtless men. All in their early 30s. All dreamy. Three were Caucasian and three were black. Anna’s face looked like a little girl on Christmas morning.

      “Oh my. This is wonderful, Julia. So, um, aaah, how does this work? I don’t want to do anything unless I can see my husband’s face to know he’s okay with it.”

      “N n n nooo. You don’t get to do that, my love. We have taken care of your bobbies. We will make sure he is a part of the action, but not until you’re ready yourself. Go grab a drink at the bar, talk to the men. If you like one, tell him you like him and he’ll take care of everything else. That’s all you need to know.”

      Anna could feel a low-level panic that seemed to be subdued only by the weed and the raging sexual desires she felt deprived of for so many years. Her inner needs forcing her to move forward, she approached the bar and ordered two double shooters and a Long Island iced tea.

      An hour later she could feel the alcohol and weed softening her apprehensions. It was a welcomed surprise. A conversation with Brad, a muscular black man, was nice. There was a connection in their dialogue. Suddenly, he asked if she would mind if he kissed her.

      “Umm, I guess so,” Anna said bashfully.

      His scent was distinct with pheromones that screamed manliness. His hands slid down to her thighs as he nibbled her earlobe. She looked over his shoulder to see Julia lying on a couch with one man on his knees and his face buried in between her legs. Another man stood as Julia sucked him with great enthusiasm. Anna returned to the moment.

      She brought her own hands down to Brad’s ass. She could feel the power in this young man’s body. He was a sexual organism. Every fiber of his being exuded sexuality. Her hands crept up to his chest as his hands found the moistness between her legs. She spread to allow him greater access. His chest was smooth and muscular. Anna wanted more of this man.

      Seamlessly, she moved her hands down. Down. Down. Not sure when he did it, Brad had conveniently undone his pant buttons and zipper. Anna’s hand slid effortlessly underneath his pants. Down.

      And there it was. A huge, hard, throbbing cock. Stroking it became next to impossible. It was so big; it occupied most of the room under his pants.

      “Fuck it, I need these off you now.” She whispered into his ear.

      He pushed her away and placed his index finger to his lips to be quiet.

      “First, sexy lady, let’s crank this party up a notch.” He said as he grabbed a silver tray from the bar ledge. On top were 8 elegant lines of white powder and a straw. Anna looked at him with joy. She picked up the straw and did a line without a second of hesitation. The taste in the back of her throat. The rush of energy. It felt so good inside. She looked up at his smiling face.

      “Ya, that’s what I’m talkin bout baby. Now on your knees and suck.”

      Anna loved everything about this. He was in charge. Finally, someone was going to please her the way she deserved.

      Dropping to her knees, she did not want this man to be anything but hard. Her tongue. Her lips. She made every motion like her life depended on it. She wanted this piece of him deep inside her. Her left hand went down to rub her clitoris. Her thongs were soaked with anticipation. She could wait no longer.

      Standing up, Anna launched her tongue into Brad’s mouth. The young man pushed her away and offered her some more white powder. Her eyes opened wide with excitement. Slapping her ass, he then quickly turned her around and guided her to bend over. Anna was tingling in every part of her existence. She could feel his cock searching desperately. Searching.

      He ripped her leather pants down and slowly eased his cock in. Deeper. Deeper. It filled her with a real man. Placing both her hands on the back of the couch for support, she turned around to look at him. He still had half his cock unused.

      “You like that, baby?” Brad asked.

      Anna’s eyes were closed. She was almost having an orgasm just from the body buzz.

      She opened her eyes to respond. There he was. Standing at the bottom of the stairs was her husband. His face looked confused. His right hand aggressively stroking the cock sticking out of his pant zipper.

      “Yesss!” Anna moaned. “You feel soooo good. Fuck me. HARD!”

      She could not help herself. She felt omnipotent. Bobbie blew her a kiss and mouthed the words “I love you so much, my Goddess”. That was all Anna needed. She let go of any final inhibitions.

      Brad’s large, powerful hands grabbed her hips and thrust her into himself. Anna could feel the complete and total dominance this man had. His cock never losing its rhythm or rigidness. The sweat between their bodies accentuated the sliding motions in every position they did.

      Anna had lost complete track of time when Brad stopped and said he wanted to reload.

      “Holy shit. You’re a machine, young man. Can I have some more of that?” She pointed to the tray. Brad winked.

      “That’s my baby girl.” He said.

      Three minutes later, Brad returned the tray to the bar, and lay down. Without prompting, Anna used her lips to their fullest. He was at full attention before she had a chance to suck.

      That was all she needed.
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      Anna sat up, lifted one leg over his firm chest, and slowly guided his cock back into its new home. She could feel every throbbing inch as it re-entered. She had lost count of how many times it brought her to the edge of heaven. This time, she had the control, the pace.

      Sliding back and forth, up and down, she looked into Brad’s dark brown eyes. It felt so good to be with a real man. So good. Soooo goooood. Their bodies were in perfect timing. With the power of each thrust, Anna never wanted this to end. He was the perfect male specimen. His body was made to fuck. Tonight, Anna could feel, she too, was made to fuck.

      The pleasure grew. She was losing her thoughts. The pleasure was…

      “OH MY GOD. YES! YES! YES! FUUUUUCK! YES!”

      Anna felt something she had not felt for a long time. Her body convulsed with sensations that felt better than anything she had ever felt before. A tidal wave of joy and release took over. A puddle of liquid fell between her legs.

      She was truly satisfied.

      Brad tapped her ass. “Okay, baby girl. I’s gots ta go.” As he glanced at his watch.

      “What time is it?” Anna asked him.

      He smiled and shifted his arm so she could see the time.

      “What! 3:37 AM. That can’t be.”

      “Ya baby, dats da time. Hope your hubby is still here.”

      Anna suddenly realized her surroundings. Julia and her boy toys were gone. Bobbies was no longer at the stairs. She became concerned about what would happen now.

      She looked in the bar mirror. Her hair was a mess. Her leather pants were haphazardly lying on the floor, with one shoe on top, the other flung into the corner. Trying to move as quickly as possible, Anna made herself look semi presentable and ran up the stairs.

      Sitting at the kitchen table were several couples, including bobbies. Anna could not look her husband directly in the face. It filled her with guilt and disgust in her actions. She had taken this little game too far. Julia could see the look on Anna’s face.

      Scratching the chair as she got up, she went to Anna.

      “Hello, my love. Come. Come with me. We need to have a girl talk. Sorry girls” Julia said to the group of both men and women sitting around.

      Julia briskly moved Anna outside the house, lit two cigarettes, and passed one to Anna.

      “Good girl, Anna. I am so proud of you.”

      “Julia, I think I’ve just made a huge mistake. I’m so embarrassed. I can’t even look at Robert. Is he upset? I mean, is he ever going to forgive me?”

      “Relax, Anna. It’s all good. Little bobbies is just a cutesie pie. He’ll be fine.”

      “But, how is he? What did he say?”

      “Nothing that you need to worry yourself about my love. Just the typical cuckold angst bullshit stuff. Y’know, feeling sorry for himself. Feeling like he is not good enough for you.”

      Anna felt her husbands’ pain. Her eyes filled with tears.

      “Hey! Anna, stop that right now. Little bobbies is going through what all little cucky’s go through. It’s ok. It’s good actually. He loves you and it does not upset him what you did at all.”

      “No? He must be livid.” Anna said.

      “My love, you are still new to being a Goddess. Um, the proper term is Cuckoldress. Right now, you have him exactly where you want and he needs to be.”

      “What?”

      “Girlfriend, you still do not know the fun you and I are going to get up to. This is just the beginning. Your little cucky husband LOVED, L O V E D IT! Now, you need to keep face and carry on as his Goddess.”

      “More? Are you saying I could have even more fun than I did tonight?” Anna said as she took a long drag and had the devilish look sweep over her face, almost instantly forgetting any guilt she had.

      “My love, we are now officially besties. Let’s talk about the training program little bobbies needs to start, first thing in the morning. Have you ever heard of a cock cage…?”
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        * * *

      

      Anna got into the car passenger seat. Robert could not look at her. It riddled her with guilt and shame as Robert drove. The house party her friend Julia had arranged was more like a house orgy. Anna could not believe she had just fucked a random gorgeous black man while her husband stood and played with himself. She had to say something before they got home.

      “Hun, are you okay?” She asked.

      He turned to her with tears rolling down his cheeks.

      “I’m such a loser. I feel so empty and useless.”

      “Oh my God, no. Hun, you’re not a loser. I love you. I was just doing those things  ‘cause I thought that’s what you liked. I feel so bad.”

      The car abruptly pulled over to the side of the road and stopped. Robert turned to his wife.

      “Anna, I love you too. I’m not upset at you at all. You did nothing wrong. It’s me. I deserve what happened back there. I told you, I feel useless.” He patted his eyes with a tissue to remove his tears.

      Anna burst into uncontrollable crying as well. It broke her heart in two. Why she allowed herself to do so many wrong things in one night was outside of her own comprehension. Somehow, she had convinced herself that this was the right thing to do. Robert’s emotional outburst told a different story.

      “Robert, I’m so, so sorry. I promise I will never do that again. I thought it might be fun, but now we’re both a mess. I don’t know what’s gotten into me these days. I swear Julia has some kind of spell over me. Maybe I should stop hanging out with her.”

      Robert pulled the car forward and then halted as Anna suggested ending her friendship with Julia. He placed his hand on her legs and could feel the skin-tight leather pants.

      “No! I don’t want you to keep always pleasing me. I’m not saying Julia is the answer, but I have caused all this because I’m so fuddy-duddy in my ways.”

      It shocked Anna at his lack of support to terminate her association with Julia. Her husband was an emotional mess, and she was not much better herself. It all seemed so confusing and surreal. Almost like the entire night never even happened. Robert carried on driving with an expressionless face, saying nothing else for most of the hour-long drive.

      Turning on to their street, Anna felt compelled to keep some form of dialogue going so it didn’t get any weirder.

      “Hun, I just want you to be happy. I don’t want my actions to jeopardize our marriage. You have been so good to me and my children. Say something.”

      “I don’t know what you want me to say, Anna. I feel terrible that I can’t satisfy you the way that guy back there did. You should have seen yourself. You looked so happy and excited. I loved seeing you enjoying yourself so much.”

      Anna could not believe what she was hearing.

      “What? You’re not upset with me at all? But I feel so dirty. I’m just as upset at myself as you are.”

      “No, my Goddess, I’m not upset at you at all. I worship you.”

      It floored Anna. In the two hours from when she first emerged from the basement of Julia’s friend’s house till now, Robert seemed to have a complete turnaround in his disposition. Perhaps what Julia told her before leaving was true.

      “Okay, well, in that case, I seemed to have redeveloped a nasty little habit that needs some nurturing. You go on inside while I have a few puffs.” Anna said, trying to recreate the bad girl experience for her husband. And there it was. His pants had a tiny bump as he walked into the garage.

      Her head was spinning with confusion. Was he into her cuckolding him or not? Disregarding Julia’s advice to withhold sex, Anna decided she would go inside and see just how much her infidelities impacted her husband’s libido while the entire experience was still fresh.

      “I’m up here, my Goddess.” Came from upstairs as she closed the garage and turned the outside lights off.

      Robert had pulled the bed sheets down and lay starfish naked with a full hard-on.

      “Oh, my,” Anna said in her seductively soft voice. “It seems you have gotten over feeling sorry for yourself there, little boy. It also looks like your little pecker is all excited. Is she excited about fucking me or is she excited about what you saw earlier?”

      Robert could barely speak. He placed his arms over his face to hide the excitement and joy, embarrassed. Anna kept her leather pants on and sat by the bedside chair. Looking up, Robert looked distressed and confused.

      “Why are you sitting over there? I thought we could… You know.” He said.

      “Oh, we will. I just want to clear the air. Are you sure you’re not upset with me for what I did, cause I feel really guilty.” Anna could not help notice his cock lost all its upward momentum in a single sentence. This made no sense. Perhaps he was upset and didn’t want her to remind him, she thought to herself.

      Wasting no more time, she wiggled out of her leather pants and climbed on the bed. Her hands crept down his chest as she gently placed her tongue into his mouth. The lower her hand went, the more she was sure he would regain his ‘manhood’. Finally, she reached his pubic hair and, “what the fuck? You’re soft. What did I say? You are still mad at me.” Anna said with more guilt filtering back.

      “No, I’m not. Let me eat you out. Please!” Robert said with a tone of desperation.

      “But, um, I haven’t had a shower or anything since, um…”

      Before she could finish her sentence, Robert had flipped her on her back, spread her legs wide open, and had his mouth trying to please her with more enthusiasm than she had ever known him to do. He was loving it. Anna found all thoughts evaporate in an instant as he teased her clit over and over and over.

      She quickly was done with the surface teasing and wanted her husband inside her. Pulling his thin gray hair out from in between her legs, she told him to lie down. Thrusting his chest against the bed, she straddled him with both legs and gently guided his cock.

      She could feel his cock almost slip in with no effort. It was a noticeable size reduction from her black bull. Perhaps he had stretched her too much.

      “Oh, yes.” She said to help her husband maintain his woody, but it slowly lost any oomph.

      “Tell me how I feel,” Robert said as she tried to maintain any sense that he was inside her at all.

      “What do you mean?” She asked, unsure what to say.

      “Tell me how small I feel. Tell me how good the other guy felt. Tell me I’m a useless fuck. I know it sounds fucked but just do it.”

      Anna had only seen this side of him recently. Every time, it confused her. The more cruel and insensitive she appeared, the more her husband seemed to like it.

      “Okay, you’re right. You are fucking useless. I can’t feel you at all. I wish I could go back and fuck another one of those guys at the party.” She said as she slid back and forth to feel something, anything.

      It took the finishing off her last sentence before she could feel her husband rock hard and up to the standards she expected. Now, she could enjoy the feelings.

      “Oh yes, yes,” she said as the tingling feelings began.

      30 seconds later, she could feel her husband had gone limp.

      “What’s wrong? Did I upset you? I should have said nothing and kept my mouth shut. I’m such a terrible wife.”

      “No,” Robert laughed. “I’m done.”

      “You’re done? Ooookay. I hope it was good for you. Did you get off?” She dismounted him to find a warm cream rolling down both their legs.

      “I love you, Anna, thank you.”

      “I love you too, Hun. Do we want to talk about this?” Anna asked.

      “Nope. I’m good and exhausted. I’m going to sleep. Good night.” He said as he leaned over to turn his sidelight off.

      Anna sat in disbelief. The entire evening was righteously fucked. It seemed like he still wanted her to be a bad girl, but…

      They needed to have a serious talk in the morning to clear the air and get things straight before she was going to take any further action in any direction.
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        * * *

      

      It was after two in the afternoon when Anna opened her eyes. She lay in the empty bed, her head swimming with flashes of the previous night skirting through her thoughts. It felt like a horror and a fantasy movie in one sitting. Did it even happen, or was she dreaming?

      The leather pants lying on the floor confirmed it was all real. Her instinct was to go to damage control mode and try to forget any of it happened. Just go back to being the good little housewife she had forced herself to be for the last 10 years.

      She then remembered how things ended. Robert liked the whole thing. He blew his load in record time and asked her to tell him he was insufficient as a sex partner. It seemed like a weather channel forecast of up and down. Getting up and putting on some track pants, she went downstairs determined to keep the facade of being a bad girl up based on her husband’s reactions.

      “Morning” Robert greeted her as she entered the kitchen.

      He had resumed his cagy body language and avoidance of any direct eye contact with his wife. Anna felt like she was on an emotional roller coaster ride. Was she to forget? Not forget and carry on as his Hotwife? Be cruel? Beg for forgiveness? This was all getting to be too much.

      She poured herself a coffee and asked where the kids were.

      “Both are still sleeping in their rooms.”

      “At 2:17 pm?” She asked

      “Ya, you know teens.” Robert had nothing else to add.

      “Well, good morning,” she kissed him on the cheek.” I’m going to call Julia and see what she’s up to.”

      “Oh hun, please don’t. I don’t like you hanging out with her.” He said.

      Anna took this as an indication that the previous night’s frolic was to be forever forgotten.

      “I understand, at least let me call her to let her know we got home okay. I know she was very concerned about both of us from, ya know, last night.”

      “Fine.” He said in a gruff.

      Anna took her coffee out to the backyard patio to ensure the call to Julia kept a degree of privacy as they spoke.

      “Good afternoon Miss Anna,” Julia answered the phone exuding a tone of energy and excitement to hear how things went.

      “Hello, Julia. Listen, we need to talk.”

      “Say no more. You got the little bobbies off last night, didn’t you?” Julia asked.

      “Well, sort of. But I’m not calling to discuss our sex life. Robert and I have been talking and I think this whole cuckold fantasy world thing is just not for us.”

      There was a prolonged pause before Julia responded.

      “Anna, I told you last night. Let me guess. You both got home. He could barely keep his dick in his pants. I guarantee you fucked as you’ve never fucked before. He loved the idea of seeing you with Brad. And now, today, he has gone back to being his dickish self. How close am I?”

      Anna could not believe how accurate Julia’s synopsis was. It was like the woman was right there with them.

      “How did you know all this?” Anna asked.

      “My love, it’s a classic case of cuckold angst. It is both your best friend and your worst enemy.”

      “I’m not sure I understand. All I know is I feel disgusted at myself, my husband seems to be an emotional mess and something tells me, this kind of lifestyle is just not right for us. I mean, yes, I had fun, and it was,” Anna hesitated, looking for the appropriate words. “Interesting. But I think it would be best if our paths part ways.”

      Julia did not want to pressure Anna, nor was she looking to help to destroy a marriage.

      “Miss Anna, stop. I completely understand how and why your feeling this way, but you must stop. Let’s get together so we can talk about this.”

      “Julia, I don’t know if that’s such a good idea. Robert has already expressed he’d prefer we, um, ya know.”

      “Ok, that makes it official. We need to talk, Anna. Please. Just give me one hour of your time. If what I have to say makes little sense, I will leave you and your little bobbies alone. The cafe by your hospital. 4 pm. I’ll see you there my love.” Julia intentionally ended the call before giving Anna a chance to decline.

      Anna returned inside the house and announced to Robert she was going out.

      “What? To see that Julia witch?” He asked.

      “Well, yes. I have this leftover pack of cigarettes I’m going to give her and I just wanted to end the friendship face to face.” Anna was scrambling to think of any excuse she could offer that would make any sense to her husband.

      “Just throw them out, damnit. She has fucked both our lives up. I want to forget last night and this last week as quickly as possible. I mean, look at me, Anna. I’m a fucking mess.”

      Robert started to tear up as he spoke. His hands were shaking and his eyes continued to avoid contact with Anna, despite the dialogue. Anna felt like she had just been punched in the stomach. Watching her husband continuously fall apart was not her plan. She was committed to getting back to their normal married life as soon as possible.

      “Ok, Hun. I’ll just be a couple of hours, and then we can put this all behind us. Okay?” She said in a comforting voice, even with her own emotional upheaval.

      After a quick shower and change of clothes, Anna got into her car, sending a quick text to Julia.

      “LEAVING NOW.”

      She then put her car in motion and decided to have one last cigarette on the drive, before she closed this brief episode of her life for good.
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        * * *

      

      Waiting for her at the cafe entrance, Julia ordered them both large cafe lattes and found them a table out on the patio. Anna arrived looking both emotionally and physically exhausted.

      “Hello, my love. You look like you’ve had a very rough start to your day.”

      “Hi, Julia. Ya, I’m spent. This little ‘thing’ was fun, but it can’t be healthy. Here, by the way.” Anna withdrew the half-consumed package of cigarettes and gave them to Julia.

      “What’s this for?” Julia raising one eyebrow.

      “Doing that kind of thing is from my past. I gave up my party day life when Robert came into my life. I don’t want to go back.”

      Julia placed them on the table and withdrew any sense of consolation to her friend.

      “Oh, I see. So you think about what you did last night. What you and little bobbies openly told each other the day before. It was all just fun and games, is that right?” Julia asked.

      “It had to be. We both feel horrible now. I’m sure we would both rather forget the last 72 hours and just go back to our normal life.” Anna picked up her latte to take a sip of the steaming hot beverage.

      Julia followed, taking a sip of her beverage and intentionally let the silence become uncomfortable. If Anna did not know any better, it looked like Julia was angry or disappointed.

      “What’s wrong, Julia? You look like you don’t get it.”

      “Oh, I get it. The problem is you, my love, still have a lot of learning to do.”

      Anna shook her head.

      “No. No, I do not. I’m done, Julia. This may be a lifestyle that works for you and your husband, but it’s just too weird for us.”

      Julia moved her hand on top of Anna’s comfortingly.

      “Miss Anna, you’ve missed the point. You don’t have a choice.”

      Anna pulled her hand away, not expecting the forceful response.

      “Excuse me? Who do you think you are? You can’t force Robert and I. I think I should go, now.”

      “No, no, no, Anna, listen to what I’m saying here. I don’t mean I’m about to force you to do anything you don’t want. Of course not. What I’m saying is you and little bobbies don’t have a choice moving forward as a cuckold couple. I’ve seen this happen, I don’t know how many times. Cuckolding is in your blood. Both of you. It’s what you both really want. What’s happening to both of you now is what I like to call the adjustment period.”

      “No, Julia. We were just fine before you came into my life. Cuckolding is fucked. Yes, it was extremely fun and exciting for me, but it’s not worth the emotional damage. We’re done.”

      “Miss Anna, NO YOU’RE NOT. Stop for a minute. Let’s look at the whole thing objectively here. Before you met me, were you truly happy with your marriage? Did you feel appreciated? Were you ‘satisfied’? Did little bobbies get excited as much, or even at all?”

      “Well…” Anna tried to defend herself.

      “Well, what? You know what happened was amazing for you. And let’s not even talk about little bobbies. He was adoring, attentive, and, well, I guess it didn’t turn him on? I guess that’s the problem?”

      “Oh no, it turned us both on. But it was just a phase. Just a little kink to add spark to our lives.” Anna was not even convincing herself with her lack of conviction.

      “Right. ‘Just a phase’? Girlfriend, think damnit. Think! I watched you get fucked silly with that magnificent black specimen, Brad. You can tell me whatever you want, but I know you were in heaven. Something I didn’t tell you about your little bobbies was he was there almost the entire time. Did he stop you? Did he yell at you? Was he so turned on that he didn’t care that I was in the room, he had to beat off? Really, Anna? Really?”

      “What are you saying, Julia?”

      “What I’m saying is you are a true cuckoldress. A Goddess to your little bobbies. You loved it. It came as natural to you as breathing. Your bobbies also loved it. He didn’t just love it, he asked you to do it. And you don’t realize it yet, but he will want you to do it again and again and again. Now that he has seen it. Now that he has felt how wonderful it is to be cuckolded, he cannot be truly happy any other way. Frankly, neither will you. This is in your blood. The fact that you are both this way, you do not have a choice. It is something that now has to happen. It is part of who you both are as a couple.”

      Anna was speechless. She wanted to object vehemently but found it impossible to say anything. Julia continued.

      “Miss Anna, I can see by your face, you want to leave this lifestyle. Really, I can see that. But I can also see that deep down inside yourself, you know what I’ve said is 100% the undeniable truth. You want to fight it in your head. Your heart always wins, and you and I both know your heart wants more. Stop fighting the inevitable and let’s deal with the real elephant in the room. What do you do now?”

      Anna tried to fight the urge to smile, but she knew Julia was completely on point. There was nothing she could do but accept the truth.

      “Can I have my cigarettes back?” Anna said with a sheepish acknowledgment that Julia was right.

      The two women talked well past the dinner hour, scheming every action Anna should take to avoid constant reoccurrences of the day’s trauma. Julia provided Anna with a shopping list of items she would need to pick up before she arrived home. Most of the items seemed alien except for the pantyhose.

      “Why do you want me to pick up pantyhose?” Anna asked.

      “Oh my love, you need to speed up your learning curve, my dear. I asked you what things turned little bobbies on the absolute most. You said pantyhose fetish was his big thing. Now you will have his kryptonite.”

      “Uh?” Anna felt stupid but needed Julia to give her step-by-step instructions for the when and how.

      Anna left shortly after and headed directly to the east side of town, where she knew of only one adult toy store. Fortunately, it was also close to a variety store where she resolved to pick up a carton of cigarettes. ‘Go big, or go home’ was her thoughts as she pulled into the driveway of her home.
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        * * *

      

      Anna could tell as she entered the house that Robert had not whacked off. Her late arrival normally resulted in a series of complaints, particularly given who she just finished seeing. Tonight, Robert seemed rather agreeable, which would work perfectly for the plan Julia and her had discussed.

      “Hey, Rob. Sorry, I’m later than expected. I had to run by a store and pick up a few things on the way home.”

      “No worries, my love.” He responded in a very submissive tone.

      Anna could smell the excessive cigarette smoke in her hair and clothes. She was sure Rob would complain. He remained silent.

      “I’m going upstairs to change into something a little more comfortable, do you mind?” She asked, not expecting the response given.

      “Of course, my dear. Can I serve our dinners, or did you want me to wait?”

      Anna could see that Julia was right on the money. Give a cuck enough time away from orgasm and he wants to relive the entire experience over and over and over again. She could not believe she had missed this side of her husband for so many years.

      “Yes, wait, please. We need to talk. I’ll explain when I come back down. Are the kids home?”

      “No. One’s out at a friends, and the other is at work.”

      Anna quickly ran upstairs with her shopping bags, unpacked the most important item, familiarizing herself with how it worked. She removed her panties and put on the sheer hose, one of Rob’s dress shirts, and covered the little outfit with a terry-cloth robe to offer some concealment.

      When she entered the kitchen, Rob was standing at the stove making last preparations to serve the dinner once they finished talking. He had yet to notice Anna’s ‘more comfortable’ selection of clothing.

      “Hun, don’t ask, just trust me,” Anna said to his back.

      “What?” He turned around with a confused look on his face.

      “Drop your pants. Right now. Go on, drop them.”

      Rob quickly eyed her up and down. He immediately saw that she had on the tan hosiery that he so loved to see her in. Without questioning or hesitation, he obliged, undoing his belt and dropping his pants. Anna smiled and pulled her right hand around from behind her back.

      “What the hell is that?” Rob looked at a cylindrical object that vaguely resembled the shape of a dick.

      “I’d rather show you than tell you, my love. Here, let’s try this on for a second.”

      Anna gently applied a small amount of lubrication from the small tube that came with the device. She then slowly slid Robert’s cock into the unit. With each motion, she tried to minimize any form of stimulation. She also knew she had to hurry. If he became fully erect before it was on, it would be next to impossible to fit. Once the unit was on firmly, she swung the hanging section of the device. It went around the circumference of his bag sack and reattached itself back at the top of the unit.

      Robert looked at her, unsure what the hell she was doing.

      “Hun, I’m not sure what the heck this thing is, but if it’s supposed to get me off, I’m not feeling it.”

      Anna looked up to him with a devilish smile and then reached into her robe pocket. She removed a micro padlock that was not one of those pretend ones you see on a suitcase. It looked more substantive.

      “I know my little robbies.” She said as the lock worked its way through the latching mechanism and clicked shut.

      “Hey. What the fuck? What the hell is this?” Rob asked, but quickly figuring out the essence of its intended use.

      Anna opened her robe for a sneak peek and told him to have a seat. Despite the visual appeal of seeing his wife in his favorite hosiery, he was still in shock. His cock showed no sign of appreciation.

      “So I have talked to Julia, and she has helped me see who we really are as a married couple. She has set me back on the right path. I now understand you so much better. You are a true cuckold, my princess. I know it from the bottom of my heart, and let’s be honest here, so do you.”

      Rob’s face turned red with excitement and embarrassment. She untied the robe and let it fall to the ground.

      “Likewise, look at me. LOOK AT ME DAMNIT! I’m hot as fuck. I know it and so do you.”

      Rob nodded in agreement but remained silent.

      “I deserve to be fucked hard. Real hard. Real often. Don’t I? I SAID DON’T I?”

      He silently agreed again.

      “And you absolutely love me being a bad little girl,” Anna said as she pointed to his caged cock. It was screaming for space as the constraints of the cage would only let him get hard to a point, then pain and discomfort kicked in.

      “Y Y Y Yes my Goddess.”

      There it was. That rush of complete power and control. Anna hated being mean to her husband. She loved him so much and did not want to hurt him. It was Julia, who made her finally realize her actions were not mean, or bad, or evil. They were the kindest, caring, and loving things she could do for this man. She could see he loved this. She loved this. They both loved this. Why was she fighting herself?

      “That’s right. I am your Goddess. I’m not your wife, your ‘Hun’, or Anna. And you, my little bobbies, you are my sweet and sexy little princess. You are, you know. You’re my little princess. You like that, don’t you? Oh look, there he grows again.” Anna giggled and pointed at his cock. Rob was humiliated and loving every single second of it.

      “You want this, don’t you, my sweet little princess?”

      “Y Y Yes, my Goddess.” He stuttered in uncontrollable excitement.

      “That’s what I thought. So Julia has told me about how you work. Once you blow your load, you go back to being an old fart of a dick. I feel guilty and you feel like a loser. It’s crazy when you think about it.”

      “I I I c c c can’t help it.”

      “Shut the fuck up! This is what we’re going to do. Tonight, you’re going to keep this cage on. Tomorrow, I want you to go to work with this cage on. And then tomorrow night, maybe. Just maybe, we can talk again.”

      He looked like he had just drunk the elixir of life, joy, and happiness.

      “Yes, m m my Goddess.”

      “Good. Now put your mouth to good use. I have these hose on and I need to feel you appreciate all the hard work I’ve done to look sexy for you.”

      Anna took his hand, led him to the couch, and pushed him to the floor.

      “Get on your knees, my princess.”

      She lay back, spread her legs, and the princess began licking like his tongue could cut a hole in her pantyhose with the friction.

      “That’s a good little princess.” Her eyes rolled to the back of her head as the sensations intensified and took over her entire body.

      Anna loved this. The memories of Brad pounding her slipped in and out of her mind while she looked down to her husband’s head moving up and down like a frenzied little girl. She could feel all the energy centers of her body activated all at once. All her muscles began contracting all at once. Her core started vibrating.

      “Oh, Yessssss.” She breathed.

      Every part of her body felt a release. All the guilt. All the emotionalism from the previous day. Everything just felt as it should be. She looked into her husband’s face. He was begging for reciprocation.

      “No, my little princess. You’re done. Come on. Let’s have dinner and go to bed.”

      Despite the anguish and sexual frustration, Rob seemed to accept her demands with no rebuttal. Anna knew Julia had something. She was right for a second time. Tomorrow a more detailed plan needed to be discussed with Miss Julia.
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        * * *

      

      Anna woke up to an empty house. Both kids were at school and her husband had left for work. She sent Julia a text suggesting they meet up for a mid-day coffee at their usual place. Julia sent a three-word response, “see you there”. Anna pulled out some frozen meat from the freezer to thaw for the dinner, went to collect the mail, and started a load of laundry, before heading out.

      For the first time in their friendship, Julia was not there ahead of Anna. She struggled to remember how Julia took her coffee as she placed their orders. The sun was hot, Anna thought to herself as she grabbed a table with an umbrella on the patio. Like clockwork, Julia arrived just as she sat down and lit a cigarette.

      “Hello, my love,” Anna said with Julia’s style and tone.

      “Well, hello Miss Anna. You look a lot better today. I take it things went well last night?”

      “Julia, you should have seen him. He was like a lost puppy dog. I admit it. You were right. He is a cuckold.”

      Julia nodded in praise and confirmation.

      “The question is my dear, how did you feel? Do you feel guilty now about your actions a couple of nights ago? Do you feel guilty about regaining control over the relationship?”

      “I don’t know. I mean, I just remembered on the drive over here that he’s still got that cock cage locked on. It was fun last night, but now that the moment is over…” Anna responded.

      Julia placed her coffee on the table and leaned across the table to hug Anna.

      “Miss Anna, I’m so proud of you. You are becoming my best protege ever.”

      Anna looked at Julia with a puzzled look.

      “‘Protege’? What do you mean? I hope you’re not suggesting I’m a pet project for you or something.” She said with annoying concern.

      Julia took a large drag off her cigarette, giving her a moment to think how she would deliver the news.

      “Miss Anna, I have been married for over 15 years. Fluffy and I have been cuckolding almost the entire time. Samantha, a woman I met shortly after we married, introduced me to cuckolding. She helped guide me, encourage me, coach me. I have many friends and none are as happy in their marriage as I have been. I owe it to Sam. Since then, whenever I see a chance to bring another couple into the light, I do what I can.”

      Pursing her lips, Anna asked, “So, how many women have you helped?”

      “Oh, I don’t know. I don’t keep count, but at least a dozen. Probably more. The party I invited you to was one of those couples.”

      Anna was unsure how she felt. Was this woman across from her a homewrecker? Was she an angel? So far, Julia had turned her relationship with Robert upside down. Was it for the better? Anna instinctively wanted to pump the breaks.

      Julia could see the pensive look on Anna’s face. She put her hand out to touch her arm.

      “Anna, it’s okay. Trust me. I know what I’m doing. I’m not helping you for kicks. I really care about you and little bobbies.”

      Anna smiled and stopped her mid-sentence.

      “Nope. He is no longer little bobbies. I gave him the name princess.”

      “Oh, I love that! It’s so cute and humiliating. That must drive him crazy. You see, this is what I’m talking about. Anna, this entire lifestyle comes naturally to you. It’s who you are. And for the princess to willingly follow, it’s who he is. I’m telling you, I know our kind. I could tell the first day we met, you belonged in our Goddess fold.”

      Leaning back to stretch, Anna felt a deep sense of comfort. It was such a fucked situation that was wrong on so many levels. Yet, to her, it just felt so right, so good, so…. She would continue Julia’s path, at least for a little while longer.

      “Well, thanks, Julia. So, anyway, I told my little princess that he was to keep the cage on until this evening when we would talk again. But now, I have no idea what to do or where to take things.”

      Julia stood up. Outed her cigarette and put her sunglasses on before turning to Anna.

      “Come on. Let’s go. I have somewhere you must go. Do you have your purse and ID?”

      Anna was curious and confused.

      “But, I wanted to talk. And yes, I have my purse. Where are you taking me, Julia?”

      “Miss Anna, how many times do I have to tell you. Just trust me. This time next year, your life will look so much different and better. Come on, we don’t have a lot of time. What time do you work?”

      “Ugh, I’m on afternoons again.”

      The two women traveled several blocks. Anna could not help notice the dozens of men that seemed to admire Julia as they walked. Julia was no more attractive than herself but she was like a guy magnet. Perhaps it was her choice of short shorts and a tight-fitting top? They finally stopped in front of an enormous building in the financial district.

      “Ok, Julia. I give up. Where the fuck are you taking me?”

      “We’re here, Miss Anna.” Julia pointed to the bank in front of them.

      “A bank? You need to do some banking and you brought me along for the ride?”

      Julia giggled at Anna’s innocence.

      “No, my love. You are going to open an account.”

      “But why? Robert and I already do our banking elsewhere.”

      “Exactly. I’ll explain when we get inside.” Julia grabbed Anna’s hand in a motherly fashion and pulled her into the building.

      Two hours later, both women exited the building laughing at the branch manager’s uncomfortable need to remain seated in his office cubicle as Julia flirted hardcore.

      “Julia, I hope I’m doing the right thing here,” Anna said.

      “We’re not done. You need to do everything else I said as well. Remember, when little princess gets home, wind him up just a little. He’s got the cage on so it’ll hurt.”

      Again, both women began laughing as they headed back to their cars.
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        * * *

      

      Anna had just enough time to print out the letter and apply some make-up when her husband slammed the door shut.

      “Hello. Anna?” He shouted at the front door.

      “I’m upstairs. I’ll be down in a few.” She responded.

      She slipped on some hosiery and into her tightest fitting jeans. She left the bathroom, knowing he’d pick up on her attire instantly, without looking inappropriate for the kids if they came home unexpectedly.

      “Hun, I need this thing off, like now!” Robert said as she walked into the room.

      She smiled but remained silent. She bent over to light a candle, revealing the hosiery that was underneath from behind. His eyes darted to her feet to confirm she was indeed wearing them. An instant smile came over his face, followed by a look of confusion.

      “How come you’re not in your work scrubs? I thought you were on afternoons this week.” He paused. “Ah, so I guess if you’re not going in until the night shift we have some evening playtime. I see.” He was bordering on salivation.

      “Oh, no. I’m going to work. Actually, I have to leave earlier than normal.” Anna intentionally left her words ambiguous.

      “But? Why the?” He said with growing confusion.

      “Let me stop you right there, my little princess. I have had some more time to think this through. We are not playing anymore. This is the real deal. We both love it, so why do we both keep fighting this?” Again, she wanted to leave as much blank information so he would enter his cucky headspace without delay.

      “Um, okay? But I still need this cage off. It’s driving me nuts. And I still don’t understand why your not in your work uniform.” He said.

      “I’m going to work to give them this.” Anna handed her husband the page she had just finished printing out.

      He put his reading glasses on, placing one hand on his forehead as he read. His face scrunched up and swung from side to side. He put the paper on the table and looked up in disbelief.

      “So you’re quitting? You’ve decided to quit a job that you’ve been at for over a decade? Why? How come we never talked about this? I mean, we’ll be okay on just my income, but this is a big deal, Anna. What the fuck?”

      Anna moved the table just enough to stand in front of him. She lifted one leg and placed her foot into her husband’s crotch. Her stocking-clad foot was right in his face as she eased up and down his cock.

      “Listen, my baby little princess. For you, I am no longer Anna. I am to be called ‘Goddess’ at all times, under all circumstances.”

      She could feel his cock struggling to escape its confinement. Discomfort and confusion on his face.

      “But, but…”

      “Shut the fuck up. I deserve more than that shit job. I’ve been working my beautiful ass off for years, for what? To give you my money so you can go buy that new set of golf clubs? So you can buy your executive lunches at expensive restaurants? So you can have subscriptions to all those specialty sports networks? Fuck that shit. It’s over. I mean, it’s really fucking over. This is not a game anymore, my little princess. I don’t want to go back to the boring life we had. Do you understand?”

      He was there. He was now in the headspace she needed him to be in. He acknowledged his understanding with a nod.

      “Good. Here’s how things are going to go. I am now in charge of everything. You are my little princess. If you treat me well. I mean, VERY WELL…” she let out a subtle sigh of contempt, then continued. “I will reward you if you know what I mean.” She moved her foot up and down his shaft, feeling his cock screaming for space.

      “I am to be the center of your universe. Your life is about making me happy. Isn’t that what all good little princesses do for the Goddesses?”

      “Y Y Yes, my Goddess.” He responded without contest.

      “Very good. So you now understand why I’m quitting. I need to have more time to take care of my needs. I have so many needs, my little princess. They have all gone so long without being satisfied.”

      “Y Y Yes d d dear… I mean G G Goddess.”

      Anna could feel herself getting wet. The power felt so good. The more she took from her husband, the better it felt. It tempted her to make him cry when she remembered Sophia’s cautionary words about taking baby steps. Too much, too quick, could backfire. She needed to bring her husband into the life, one piece at a time. Eventually, it would all come naturally to both of them.

      “Excellent. I’m glad you agree that this is best for both of us. You think this is what’s best for you, don’t you, my cute little princess? You want me to keep being happy. And…” She lifted her hand to her face, intentionally laughing in a sexually humiliating way. “And you want to be my princess. You yearn for it. You desperately feel the need and want of being your Goddess’s little princess, don’t you?”

      His face went a deep red. Looking to the ground, he shook his head.

      “Good little princess. I love when we can agree with such sweetness and love.”

      “But Anna, this is your jo..”

      Anna did not know where it came from, but the look of rage jumped into her eyes.

      “SHUT THE FUCK UP!” Thrusting her foot into his crotch to cause pain.

      “My little princess needs to be a good little girl. If you have any hope of ever seeing your cage removed, you need to listen. You like me this way. You want this just as much as I do. I’ve got to be the strong one in this relationship and make it happen cause your too much a baby. Yup, a baby little princess. Am I right?”

      He had passed the point of no return. His mind was screaming fight, fight, fight. His heart and soul wanted nothing more than to thank Anna. His heart had won the battle.

      “Yes, my Goddess. I am yours. I beg of you. Please do what’s right for us. I beg you.”

      Anna moved her foot and passed him another form.

      “Here. You need to take this to your Human Resources department at work tomorrow.”

      “What is it?” He asked.

      “It’s a direct deposit request. I want all future money you make deposited into this account. Don’t worry, I’ll make sure I give you an allowance.” Snickering as she left the room to go to the kitchen and get a scrap piece of paper and pen. Returning, she sat down, crossed her legs, being sure to have her stocking feet in full view.

      “Here is a list of things I need you to do while I go drop off my resignation.”

      On the page:

      Fluff my laundry in the dryer, fold and put away - panties go in top right drawer

      Take load in washer and put into dryer - when done, same as above

      Prepare dinner - ground beef is in fridge - spaghetti sauce in the cupboard

      Clean downstairs toilet and sink

      It was at this point Robert, Rob, Bob, bobbies; they all died. He was a little princess. The internal fight felt like it was over. It scared him, but he felt happier than he had in years. His wife knew him better than he knew himself. She was truly his Goddess.

      “Yes, my Goddess. If you need anything else, please text or call me. I just want to thank you and tell you I love you and that you’re the best.”

      Anna turned, raised her hand, and isolated her middle finger as she went to leave. The door closed with a thud. The little princess was sure he could feel dampness in his pants.

      Ten minutes later, his phone rang with Anna’s caller id showing.

      “Yes, my Goddess.”

      “One other thing. Forget dropping the form to HR tomorrow. I want you to call in sick. You can take care of that the next day.”

      “W W Why do you w w want me to call in s s sick?”

      “Oh, my little princess, you’re taking me shopping. I have so many new things I want. I need to look good if I want to attract real men into our life.” She whispered as she abruptly hung the phone up, leaving him no chance to respond.
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        * * *

      

      A strong and aromatic smell of coffee filtered into the bedroom as the early morning light hinted another sunny and warm day was in store. Anna glanced at the night table clock. This was the earliest she had woken all week. Stretching as she stood up, she remembered this was not a weekend. Her mind kept going back and forth from her current reality to the one she’s known for years. It was scary to feel she was traveling in uncharted territory.

      This was her alternative world. Unexpectedly, her mind panicked. She had tendered her resignation last night, and she had all but forced Robert to call in sick. Her world was changing way too fast and in such magnitude. This was huge. Some of this stuff she just couldn’t undo. Was she taking things too far? ‘What have I done?’ She asked herself. Perhaps it was not too late to send her husband to work. Maybe he did not call his boss yet. Maybe she could get her job back. She threw on some shorts and a T-shirt and leaped down the stairs to catch her husband before he made the call.

      “Good morning, my Goddess,” Robert said

      “Good morning, Hun. Did you call your work yet?”

      “Why yes, my Goddess. I am completely yours for the day. I’ve made you a fresh pot of coffee and I set up the deck outside with an ashtray so you can have a cigarette with it.”

      “So it’s too late to call back and say your coming in?” Anna asked.

      Her husband looked confused and concerned.

      “Um, kinda. I’m not sure what excuse I could give them at this point. Why? I thought you wanted me to take you for an all-day shopping experience.” His actions and body language screaming to be as attentive to her needs as possible.

      She wanted to reverse everything. She wanted to go back to the old way they were. It was just all too bizarre. It seemed like the right thing to do last night, but now it felt like everything was wrong. This was too much change. She was having a panic attack.

      “My Goddess, you look upset. Have I done something wrong?”

      Anna barely heard anything he was saying. Her mind was racing in fear. It was all a mistake. She had changed things she could not change back. She needed time to think.

      “Huh? Oh, sorry, Robert. I’m really distracted. I need some time to think and wake up.” She said as she poured her coffee and went out to the deck and naturally went to light a cigarette.

      She turned around just before closing the sliding door and asked if Robert could pass her phone. She needed Julia to help her make sense of what she was feeling.

      “Hello, my love. You’re up bright and early. It’s only 8:37 am.”

      “Hey, Julia. Listen, we need to talk. I’m rethinking this whole lifestyle thing. I think I’ve made a huge mistake. I’m freaking out here.” Anna said.

      “Miss Anna, get a hold of yourself. Stop thinking for just one second.”

      “But I just quit my job and I told Robert to…”

      “STOP. Listen to yourself. You’re panicking for no reason. Yes, you have made some monumental changes in a brief period. And yes, some things you can’t undo. Where’s your little princess right now? Is he in front of you?”

      “No. He’s inside in the kitchen. I’m out on the deck having a smoke.”

      “Good girl. So take a moment. Look at your little princess. Is he upset? Does he look stressed out? Is he angry with you? Before you answer, I can tell you, he’s probably almost dancing around the kitchen with glee, like a little girl. Am I right?”

      Anna paused the conversation and looked inside through the glass. Sure enough, Robert was standing at the sink, wiping down the counters. He had a bounce to his step, and he looked at peace. She turned back to the phone.

      “Okay, I see what you’re saying. What’s your point, Julia?”

      “My point is you are fighting with yourself, no one else. Even your little princess has stopped fighting. I’m sure the cage has helped with that, but still. The sooner you embrace you are who you are and your husband is who he is, the sooner you’ll begin to really grow into being a cuckoldress. We both know it’s inevitable. Stop fighting the need to go back to the boring, mundane, and unhappy life that you knew.”

      “But what if we change our minds after we make all these changes to our marriage? I mean the deeper I go, the more I won’t be able to change or erase.”

      “Anna, please. Look at him. He is wearing a cage. You’ve already fucked another guy in front of him. You’ve quit your job and made him give you all his money. And he’s thrilled. I’ll bet he looks happier than ever.” Julia’s words provided an immense comfort.

      Anna knew what Julia was saying was accurate.

      “I don’t know. I just feel so guilty and like I’m a bad person for doing all this to him.”

      “Anna, you are not a bad person and neither is your husband. You love each other deeply. And you both love the cuckold dynamics. So fuck society. You both need this. When you catch yourself thinking your mean or bad to the princess, know that he loves you even more BECAUSE you’re being that way.”

      “Thank you, Julia. Believe it or not, your words are a little comforting, but this is going to take some time to get used to.”

      Julia giggled.

      “Not as much time as you think, my love. So, today. What’s the plans you have for the little princess and yourself?”

      “Well, I was going to take him to the mall and have him buy me some really sexy outfits that I know other guys will like. I wanted to make sure he knew I was buying them not for him.”

      “You see. There you go, girl. You’re a natural at this. That sounds lovely. Are you going to buy him a little sexy number too?”

      “I never thought about it, but I see where you’re going and I like it. Tell me more.”

      The two women talked for almost an hour, while her princess did another load of the household laundry. By the time Anna got off the phone, she was re-centered and back to feeling good about the direction her marriage was going and wanted more. It was now time to see how her little baby princess liked being humiliated.
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      The mall was surprisingly busy for mid-week at the lunch hour. The entire morning her little princess was so attentive, he was behaving like he had done something wrong and was trying to make up for it. Anna was seeing the rewards in her husband’s disposition since she put the cock cage on. He dropped her off at the front doors, so she could have a smoke while he parked the car and walked the full distance in.

      As he approached Anna from the parking lot, several women who looked like they worked in the mall were standing nearby, also attending to their nicotine needs. Anna saw this as a perfect first opportunity.

      “Hello, my princess. Thank you so much for being such-a-good-buoy” She said loud enough that the other women turned to see who she was talking to.

      It caught her husband off guard. His face went red instantly as he avoided looking at the other women, desperate to go inside and hide. Anna insisted he stay with her while she finished, making sure she spoke loud enough to be overheard. She asked him how his little pee-pee was feeling in a mother to baby voice, causing the other women to snicker at the ludicrousness of their dialogue.

      “The first place I need to go is the women’s lingerie stores…”

      He smiled but remained silent.

      “For you,” Anna said as she took his hand and rubbed his wedding ring finger as if she had just proposed to him as the bride.

      “What do you think, princess? Would you like me to get you some booty shorts or thongs? I’m thinking you’ll look so cute in thongs and your cage. Yes. I’m thinking you’re a size small?” Anna recognizing that Julia was right. It all came so naturally and felt inexplicably good.

      “Anna. I I I mean, my Goddess. Please stop. I I I am very sore down there and and and,”

      Julia’s words came back to Anna as her husband pleaded she stop the torment. She would dial the humiliation down a notch till she bought him some nice panties and herself several outfits that could only be worn in a sex club because they would be so scandalous. Then she would exercise her dominance just a little more to see how it felt. $1200 later, Anna suggested it was time for her princess to have a treat of his own. He looked unsure if he liked that idea more than just spoiling her exclusively.

      “What would my little princess like? I know, maybe I could buy you a nice ice cream cone and we could sit on one of the benches.” She did not give him a chance to respond. She decided.

      As they sat on the bench, a young man in his mid-20s grabbed the seat across. He looked like he had recently graduated from college or university and was now looking for part-time work. He was well dressed. His clothes were tailored perfectly to highlight his lean, muscular body underneath without appearing to be too tight. His deeply tanned face made him look like a model. Anna looked at her husband as he seemed hyper-aware of this young man’s presence.

      She made sure to make eye contact as she licked her cone suggestively. Long, slow licks, followed by full insertion of the cone as deep into her mouth as she could manage. He smiled, his eyes now locked on her and oblivious to her husband sitting beside her. Anna played with the young man, moving the cone in and out of her mouth, letting her tongue appear only to tease. A glance down to his groin revealed he was enjoying this. Turning to her husband, he was catatonic with admiration of his wife. He was not upset, he was loving this. She leaned over to make sure her breasts displayed more welcoming. She was loving the attention in sexual interest this handsome man was giving her. She felt invincible.

      “Hi. I’m Anna.”

      “Hi there, pretty lady. My name’s Todd. Watcha doin’ here? I assume you’re taking gramps here out for his daily exercise?”

      She loved this. It was perfect.

      “Something like that.” She smiled.

      “Listen, I got an interview in 5 minutes, but I’d love to get your number. Maybe we can go have a coffee or somethin?”

      Anna pulled her purse up and wrote her number on a scrap of paper. Glancing down, her husband could see she gave her real number and signed it ‘call me, Anna XO’ as she passed to the stranger.

      The princess struggled to walk to the car. He was in pain. It was at that moment Anna realized what was really going on. She could do no wrong. Nothing. Nadda. Zip. She was free to flirt. Free to fuck. Free to do nothing but relax and enjoy life. The more selfish and self-centered Anna became, the more admiration and respect her husband offered. Still struggling to comprehend why, she also recognized the darker she went in dominating and controlling her little princess, the happier and more in love they both seemed to be with each other. It made no sense, but she was living exactly what Julia said would happen.

      As they got into the car, her husband could no longer contain himself.

      “My Goddess, thank you so much for today. I am so lucky to have you. I mean it. I am the luckiest man alive. Thank you for having me.”

      Anna was pissed at herself. She couldn’t believe that three hours earlier, she wanted to undo everything. She made a promise to herself. That will never happen again. This feels too good and feels too right to just throw away.

      “You’re very welcome, my little princess. You were a very good little princess. I’m excited about seeing you in your new panties, aren’t you?”

      The harsh reality that he was losing his manhood hit with his wife’s words. He hated he was this way. He wanted to be the dude sitting across from them, but he was not. He never was. He loved the way his wife was treating him. It felt so mean and bad and cruel and absolutely wonderful. He loved it and wanted more. So much more.

      “Yes, my Goddess. I think they will look wonderful. Thank you so much. You’re the best.”

      No longer caring about the secondhand smoke, she lit a cigarette before they pulled out of the parking lot and headed back home. She blew the smoke in his direction to ensure he was being violated, as she was sure he would appreciate it.
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      The drive was long enough for Anna to realize she wanted more. Once they were both settled in the house, she told her princess she couldn’t wait any longer. She was excited to see her little princess all dressed up in his new panties. It filled his face with a glaze of euphoria.

      “No, I want you to change right here in front of me. And as a special surprise, I’m going to unlock you for now.”

      On Julia’s advice, Anna had placed the key on a chain around her neck. She unlocked the padlock and slid the cage off, struggling with her husband’s semi-erect dick.

      “Oh, thank you, my Goddess.” He said as he practically ripped his pants to the ground and went to the bag to get the thongs. His hands were shaking with excitement.

      “I want to see you in the white ones today,” Anna said as he looked unsure which color he should put on.

      Anna made him stand in the middle of the hall, while she walked around to inspect how tight they ran up his ass cheeks. The front panel was just big enough to cover up his cock.

      “I like this princess. I mean, I REALLY like this little thing on you. It makes you look so cute and girly. I think it suits you perfectly.”

      He smiled bashfully. She could tell her words were degrading and humiliating to any man, but to her cuckold husband, he would learn to love her more because of them.

      “So, I was thinking. I liked that Todd guy we met at the mall. I’d like to fuck him. Yup. I’d like to fuck him real good. Would you like me to fuck him, princess? Did you want to see your Goddess have his dick rammed inside my mouth just like that cone I was eating? Yes? You’d love that. You want that for your Goddess, don’t you, my sweet little princess?”

      Her husband’s cock burst out of the limited thong material and stood at 110 degrees. He was so excited. This was incredible. It seemed Todd aroused Anna, and she also became aroused because her husband was so aroused. The more she expressed the desire, the hotter it made her to see her husband equally enjoying the possibilities. A never-ending circle that seemed to feed itself.

      “Well, I gave him my number, but I wasn’t smart enough to get his. Maybe he’ll call later today, but I don’t want to wait. I need to feel a big, hard dick, deep inside me. I need to feel desired, like a sex goddess. I know you can’t do that anymore so, what am I to do? What am I to do?” Anna said this with tease written all over it.

      “I know! I think you should call Julia. She is such a good friend to you, my Goddess. I’m sure she knows someone,” the princess said voluntarily.

      “Good idea, my little princess. I’ll do that. In the meantime, let me put your cage back on.”

      He looked so disappointed but did not want any of it to end.

      “There you go. Now keep your new panties on and pull your pants back up before the kids get home from school. I’m going to call Julia.”

      20 minutes later, Anna emerged from the garage announcing that Julia was so happy about his new panties. Unfortunately, Anna would have to wait until tomorrow for things to happen. Her language was intentionally obtuse, so it left her husband not understanding anything she said beyond sharing the fact that he was now wearing a woman’s undergarment.

      “I have a unique plan for us tonight that might do,” She said with a devious look.

      By the time dinner was consumed and the kids were off in their bedrooms, Anna was ready to elaborate enough that her little princess would understand he was her bitch unquestioningly. Anna had already changed into track pants and a sweatshirt.

      “Let’s go upstairs and play.”

      “Yes, my Goddess. Can you take this cage off?” He asked like a child to his mommy.

      Anna shook her head and laughed.

      “Oh, my sweet little princess. You just don’t get it. I will take it off.” She left him hanging with the assumption it would be once they were in bed.

      They got to the bedroom door when Anna asked him to go back down and grab the bag of goodies she had purchased a few days back. He returned slightly out of breath, with her lying naked on her back.

      “Here you go, my Goddess. Can you take this off me now?”

      She abruptly sat up and gave the illusion she was considering it.

      “Um, let me see. NOPE! Are you fucking serious? Do you think I’m going to please you when my own needs have gone unmet for so many fucking years? Not a fucking chance.”

      “But but but you said downstairs that you’d take it off and…”

      “I did indeed. But I didn’t say when did I?”

      “Anna, that’s not fair. That’s…”

      “What did you just call me? Really? For that, I’m keeping it on even longer than I originally planned. I own you, bitch! We both love it like this, so get over your selfish needs and take my new toys out of the bag. Time to please your Goddess.” Anna tried delivering this in the sternest voice she could without raising the volume so loud the kids could hear.

      Enclosed were a vibrator, a facemask dildo, handcuffs, and several bottles of personal lubricant. The princess looked at the dildo, with no idea how it was to be used. Anna felt bad, degrading her husband so much, but pushed on.

      “It straps around your face, silly girl. You’re going to get me wet with the vibrator and your mouth. Then you’re going to fuck me with your face. Isn’t that so cute?” She couldn’t believe where this darkness was coming from, but it felt easy.

      Her husband didn’t look pleased or aroused. This was a problem she needed to end.

      “By the way, you’re calling in sick tomorrow as well. We’re going over to Julia’s for lunch and you’re going to sit a watch me. I hope you don’t mind. Actually, I’m lying. I don’t give a fuck what you think.” Anna knew this was only a partial lie.

      The princess went straight to task. His mouth gasping for air as he hurried his mouth. Anna sank her head into the pillow, her body feeling enveloped with tingles everywhere. She had never seen her husband so concerned about her satisfaction. His focus was solely on her pleasure. The vibrator moved up and down her clit with just the right amount of pressure and motion.

      “Okay, stop licking and start fucking me with your face, cause that thing down there you call a cock, is fucking useless to me.” She commanded.

      His humiliation became irrelevant. All he wanted was to see his wife’s face contort to a place of utter joy. The straps snapped as he placed the unit around his head. He looked like Pinocchio, the pretend dick looking more like a nose as it stalled his face. Anna looked down at him, thinking he looked like a complete fucking idiot. She was quickly learning to love the humiliation.

      The dildo straps slapped against her thighs, causing significant discomfort.

      “Ok, ok, stop. Take it off and give it to me.”

      Anna grabbed the vibrator and snapped the dildo off its mount. She pushed her princess off the bed and began using both toys on herself. The frustration of having to please herself killed the mood in seconds.

      “Fuck it! You’re a good little princess, but you’re fucking useless to me. Let me take the cage off and at least give you something to think about.”

      He approached the bed with an almost impossible erection. It was too rigid to attempt removal.

      “Please, my Goddess. I beg of you. Please get it off.”

      Anna remembered Julia’s cautionary words. “Once he gets off, he goes back to the dick smack man you’ve always known. Be very careful when and where you let this happen.”

      Anna patted the bed, suggesting he sit. She turned to the bag that contained her toys and withdrew one of the bottles of lubricant. She turned the bottle upside down and squeezed enough for the bottle to make a farting sound.

      She could feel the cage was unwilling to move in any direction as she slowly applied a liberal amount directly on his head. He sat, looking incapable of anything, including speech. She began to repeatedly rub in a circular motion the head of his cock through the cage with her thumb. Anna leaned into his ear and softly spoke.

      “You like how this feels my little tender princess. Relax and enjoy it. Think about how much fun we are going to have tomorrow. Look at your poor little cock wanting out of his cage. Poor little baby. You look pathetic. It feels good to be like this, doesn’t it?”

      Her thumb moving faster and faster in circles, only making partial contact with random exposed parts of his helmet. It looked uncomfortable, and yet there it was. Tiny drops of a creamy white solution slowly bubbling out his spout. His need to explode was constrained by the pain the cage provided.

      Abruptly, Anna stopped as the creamy solution increased in volume. She got up, went to the bathroom, came back with a towel, throwing at him as his body convulsed with sexual energy.

      “Here, clean that shit up, princess. Be a doll and have my coffee ready when I wake tomorrow morning. K. Thanks, baby. Good night.” Anna turned the light off on her side of the bed and rolled to have her back facing her husband.

      As she put her head on the pillow, she felt bad again. It came out of nowhere. She did not know she could be so mean and cruel to the man she loved and cared for so much. She was a terrible human being. She was convinced this was a mistake. Just at that moment, his warm body came next to her. His arm wrapped around her petite figure.

      “Thank you so much, my Goddess. I am so lucky to have you. I love you so much. Good night.” Came from her husband.

      Anna closed her eyes, feeling an electric shock of excitement through her body. She did own him. She was his God. She was wet again.
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      Steaming hot with the blazing sun. Not a cloud in the sky. Anna’s constant Yo-Yo concerns about doing the right thing seemed to evaporate with the heat. Her husband loved the new Miss Anna. She could no longer pretend to herself. She loved the new her too. This was who she really wanted to be, but was always afraid of what others would think. Not today.

      She made sure she was in top form for their little ‘get-together’. Black dress shorts with some black nylons underneath. Red pump shoes and her hair pulled back in a ponytail. Her husband was gaga the entire drive. He did not know what Julia had in mind.

      “Wow, look at her house. I didn’t realize they were that loaded.” Anna said as they pulled into the driveway.

      Julia answered the door, dressed in almost the same outfit, minus the red shoes and top. The two women gave each other a hug and kiss before Julia extended her hand to the princess. Like a queen, he was not worthy of a full embrace.

      “Come in, come in, my loves. The boys are waiting in the games room.” Julia said.

      “W W Where is is is your husband?” Princess asked.

      The two women looked at each other and giggled. Princess sensed they had discussed the day in greater detail than they made him privy to.

      “Oh, little princess. I have sent fluffy to his office for the day. I want this to be a very special day for you. A day that you will always cherish. You need to experience this all by your lonesome self. Is that going to be okay for the little baby princess?” Julia spoke in a condescending child-like voice.

      “Y Y Y Yes madam,” Princess replied as he bowed his head in shame for being reduced to such a zero as an adult.

      “That’s a good little princess. Now take off your trousers. That’s what old people call their pants, isn’t it? I want to see the pretty little cage that Miss Anna has been so kind to get for you,” Julia continued to belittle him without reserve.

      Princess removed his pants and stood in the hallway. The only adult undressed. Julia pointed to his cock and laughed hysterically with Anna.

      “You see what I’ve had to live with for so many years?” Anna said.

      “Oh Miss Anna, we are going to fix this in a hurry. Yes, I see. You need and deserve to have more,” Julia snickered as she continued. “I mean a lot more. He’s pathetic. I mean, look at him. Poor little princess.”

      As both women continued the banter back and forth, the princess’s cock expanded to the limit the cage would permit. Both women could see he loved the humiliation, which only fueled the condemning.

      They moved through the house to a set of stairs leading down. The smell of rich masculine cologne strengthened as they descended. The absence of any daylight made the passage of time and day irrelevant. The room was lit with dozens of candles and nothing else.

      “Oh, Julia, this is lovely,” Anna said as she looked around the room to four gorgeous men in their early 30s. Two black and two caucasian.

      All four men wore dress pants and dress shirts with all buttons open, fully exposing their muscular physiques. They put most men to shame any day of the week. They all seemed to know each other as they stood around.

      “Hey baby, you must be Miss Anna. I understand you need our help?” Said one of the black men approaching. Anna had no reluctance. She smiled, kissed him, making sure she could taste the inside of his mouth and then walked over to the other three to introduce herself, leaving her princess standing beside Julia.

      Julia turned to Anna’s husband and commanded, “Sit!” She pointed to the ground beside a rich leather chair.

      “C C Can I I I have a ch ch chair?” He said.

      She shook her head, said nothing, and pointed to the ground again. Princess lowered himself to the ground, crossing his legs like a little child in primary school. She sat in the luxurious chair beside him, grabbed his chin to twist his head to look at her instead of his wife.

      “So little princess, you’re going to watch, no touch and no speak. Do you understand me, little baby princess?” Julia forced his head to swing up and down regardless of his response.

      Anna stood speaking to two of the men as the other two went behind her. One of them nibbled her neck, while the other got on his knees and ran his muscular hands up and down her legs. Slowly moving closer and closer to the edge of her shorts. Anna could feel the sexual energy of these four men was massive.

      The second man talking to her would not wait for his turn. “Baby, you want to see my cock?” Randomly came from his mouth.

      “Oh, I’d love to see it,” Anna said, curious to see how well equipped these men were.

      Both men removed all their clothes as Anna enjoyed the foreplay the other two were engaged in from behind. She was not disappointed. Neither man needed motivation. They both stood with their cocks already at full attention. She moved forward a single step, took both her right and left hand, and stroked each man.

      The other two men helped remove Anna’s top, one arm at a time. They undid her shorts and let them fall to the floor. Anna stepped out. One man moved to stimulate her nipples, while the other went back to caressing her still pantyhose encased legs, slowly inching his way on her inner thighs. She spread her legs to allow the young gentleman greater access.

      Julia bent over and spoke directly into the princess’s ear with a soft seductive voice.

      “You love this, don’t you, little princess? You want this for your Goddess, don’t you?”

      He moved his head in agreement, desperate to play with himself as he watched his wife slowly being seduced by four men.

      The man caressing Anna’s legs had now moved in front of her, on his knees. His hands clutched her ass, his face fully engorged in between her legs. The two men with their cocks in Anna’s hands were kissing her, taking turns on the ears, neck, and mouth. The fourth man was fighting to fill his mouth with her now rock hard nipples.

      Princess turned to Julia and could no longer remain silent.

      “Thank you so much for this. This is wonderful.”

      Julia smiled and patted him on the head like he was a dog.

      “Little princess, after today, Miss Anna will be a cuckoldress in every way. You, baby princess, will be her cuckold. No more back and forth fucking bullshit do I want to hear from your little baby mouth. This is the beginning of the end for you. Do you want that princess? Do you want to be a cuckold forever and ever and ever?” Before he could respond, Julia continued. “Yes, you do. I know your kind.”

      Anna could overhear the conversation Julia was having with her husband but got lost in the passion of the four men. Her hands gently pulled the two cocks back and forth. She could feel them both throbbing for more. Her mind filled with pleasure, one of the men gently coaxed her to the bed that lay directly in front of Julia and the princess. The other man nudged her to lie down.

      Leaning back, two of the men supported her head so her landing was soft and smooth. They created a liberal hole in her pantyhose so she did not need to take them off as they continued to play. This was a request Julia made to them, before Anna and princess’s arrival.

      Lifting her legs, a new mouth greeted Anna between her legs. This man knew how to stimulate her clit. The steady and constant stimulation back and forth launched her into multiple mini orgasms. Another straddled her with his dark legs on either side of her chest. He grabbed her ponytail and pulled her head forward. His cock danced around her lips, teasing.

      Anna licked his head like it was the best lollipop she had ever tasted. He waited only a moment before ramming it down the back of her throat. It stretched her jaw to its limits. She wanted this cock inside.

      Princess watched with distressed admiration. Julia took her hand and flicked his caged cock with her index finger.

      “You see that? That’s a fucking useless piece of shit. Don’t you dare deprive Miss Anna with that embarrassment again.” Julia said, noticing the fluid dripping out. “Oh, look at that. Hey Anna, your little princess is so happy, he is leaking pre-cum.”

      Anna heard Julia but could not respond. They engulfed her in pleasure. She wanted more. She wanted more cock everywhere.

      All four men had worked themselves into a frenzy of testosterone. The man with his cock in Anna’s mouth was the dominant. He stood up and moved the man with his head between her legs. He shifted Anna on her stomach and pulled her backside up. His position was filled instantly with another longer but slimmer cock craving Anna’s mouth. His cock dangled towards her lips. She sucked hard.

      The other two men made sure Anna was being stimulated in all the right places. Two hands cradling her tits, the other two rubbing her body and her clit. The big black man pulled her ass cheeks apart and guided his cock. Slowly, gently. His head went in, then out. He was teasing her.

      Anna wanted to feel this huge hard cock. She needed it deep inside her. She was going to die if he did not give her more. She wanted more. She plunged backward, forcing his cock deep, deep inside. Every part of her being was about these men. She felt so desired, so incredibly lusted after. She felt like a total slut and was loving every single second of it.

      Princess watched his wife being spit-roasted with no mercy. He had never seen such a beautiful sight. It was wonderful. Julia could see he was on the edge of tipping over. She capitalized the moment.

      “Stop fighting this, little princess. What your watching feels so good to you right now, doesn’t it? It feels so right, doesn’t it? So, stop fighting yourself. You know you’ve already lost the fight. Just accept this. It’s the way you want it to be. It’s the way it has to be. Miss Anna is your Goddess. She owns your soul. Stop fighting, okay little princess?”

      Princess turned to Julia. “Yes, Miss Julia. You are right. It has to be this way. I am a cuckold.” He was not embarrassed as the words came out. The freedom of no longer fighting empowered him.

      Anna, barely conscious of the dialogue, heard enough to know this was her moment. Following Julia’s advice from earlier in the day, she stopped sucking and turned to her husband.

      “You are my little fucking princess. DO YOU FUCKING UNDERSTAND ME, BITCH?”

      He immediately jumped up on to his knees, crawled to her, and moved in over the bed. The smell of the other men’s sex was all over Anna’s face. He leaned into her and whispered.

      “Yes, my Goddess. You own me. Thank you so much for this. I love you and I’m eternally grateful.” He then reached further, kissing her, making sure his tongue roamed the inside of her mouth. He relished the moment before resuming his little princess seat beside Miss Julia.
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        * * *

      

      Two hours later, all four men had a turn with Anna. Princess watched with adoring eyes the entire time. Never lifting his eyes from his wife. Julia continuously drew the attention of the little princess to all four bulls and Anna.

      Two of the men had tapped out and could no longer keep up with Anna’s desires. She was a sexual dynamo with a bottomless need for pleasure. Finally, Julia stood up and walked towards Anna. She placed her hand on Anna’s head to get her attention.

      “It’s time, my love. It’s time to seal the deal.”

      Anna smiled with acknowledgment.

      Julia turned back to the man sitting stark naked on the floor, legs crossed and a metal cage around his cock.

      “Okay, little princess. Miss Anna needs you on the bed.” Julia tapped the bed.

      The princess got up and was unsure what was about to happen.

      “Good little girl. Don’t you think she’s been a good little princess, gentlemen?” Julia said as she turned to the two men still fully engorged in Anna’s body.

      Both men laughed.

      “He’s a fucking wimp. Look at the fucking loser.” One of the two men said.

      Julia snapped at the remark. Her face said she was not impressed by the comment.

      “Listen, boys. I never want to hear you speak to Anna’s husband like that again, if you ever plan on seeing any action with me, her, or any of my other girls. DO YOU FUCKING UNDERSTAND, BOY?”

      The action stopped completely.

      “Miss Anna can say those things. She should say those things. Even worse. But you keep your fucking mouths shut at all times. You’re here to fuck. That’s it. That’s all, folks. This is about Anna and her princess. You’re just the side characters in this little play. You got it?”

      All four men responded with a respectful “Yes, Miss Julia.”

      Julia made a dramatic pause and then went on.

      “Okay, which one of you boys’ minds Anna’s princess sucking your cock for a little bit. It’s just a fucking mouth and I’ll give you brownie points for future invites.”

      The two men that had tapped out earlier raised their hands.

      Julia turned to Anna. “Okay, Miss Anna. You know what you have to do. Now do it.”

      Anna turned to her princess. He was shaking his head. The look of desperation was all over his face.

      “Please Anna, please. I mean my Goddess. Please. Don’t.”

      For the first time since the day started, Anna felt guilty. She knew her husband well enough to know he desperately did not want to suck another man’s cock. Still, the temptation to see how much total control she could have over this man was addictive. She had to kill whatever real man was left inside him. She didn’t want her husband to be gay, but she wanted to kill any chance that she would lose this complete domination. She paused as silence fell over the room to see if she could burn the bridge forever.

      “My cute little princess, I want you to suck another man’s cock. I think it would be really sweet and special if we could both suck a cock at the same time. We can take turns. And then you can help him fuck me. Don’t you want that?”

      Her husband burst into tears. He had reached his breaking point. He could not cross that line.

      “I’m s s s so sorry, Anna. I c c can’t.”

      Julia intercepted the dialogue quickly. She could see Anna was feeling remorse. All the ground they had made could be lost if she did not act.

      “Okay, little princess. We were just testing you. You go back and sit in the corner.” Julia said, commanding everyone’s attention.

      She looked at Anna and mouthed the words “we’ll talk later”.

      Anna had lost her mojo and was well on the way to exhaustion. The two men looked at her and did not need to be told. The four men were dressed and out of the basement within minutes.

      The princess remained in the corner, now erupting in tears. The demands were too strong, pushing him over the edge. Passing him a box of tissue, Julia went back to Anna and led her upstairs while the princess mourned.

      “Anna, don’t think right now. Just don’t. He’ll get over it. Now, more than ever, you need to keep your own shit together. If he sees you fall apart, this will cause tremendous damage to both of you. Just carry on like your his Goddess. Show little mercy on his disposition.”

      Anna was emotionally numb. She intuitively knew Julia was right, and that was all she could go on.

      “Okay, Julia,”

      “But understand Anna, we’re not done with this. He needs this back-and-forth headspace to end. So do you! I’m telling you, you need to make this shift final. As it just so happens, I know just the perfect landing spot for this to happen.”

      “Where? What are you talking about Julia?”

      Julia handed Anna a cigarette as she continued.

      “Club Cuckoo,”

      “What? What the fuck is club cuckoo?” Anna asked.

      “Let’s just say it’s a sort of… training resort. It’s a perfect holiday destination the four of us need to go on. It will help both of you so much. Oh, and girl, you and I. Oh My God, I can see us there already. We’re gonna have fuuunnnn!”
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        * * *

      

      It had been a full week since Anna and her princess were at Julia’s with the four bulls and an additional week since she first put the cock cage on her husband. It amazed her at how quickly he recovered from his emotional meltdowns. Julia kept insisting Anna leave the cage on, so her cuckold would recover quicker. She was right.

      Today, Anna decided it was finally time to reward her little baby princess. He had been such a good boy. He deserved to have some sexual pleasure for her to feel less than a horrible human being. She consulted with her mentor before she did anything silly.

      “Good afternoon, Miss Julia. How is my lovely today?” Anna had now picked up the lingo of talking like an elite segment of the population.

      “Hello, my love. I’m just stupendous. How’s your little princess managing?” Julia responded.

      “Funny you should ask. That’s actually why I’m calling.”

      “Oh, really. Is the poor little princess having a hard time bathing his little self?” Both women spoke of their husbands like they were their children, rather than their husbands.

      “No. I’m thinking of letting him out of his cage so he can… Um, you know,” Anna said in a playful voice.

      Julia snickered. “Well, Miss Anna, I think that’s acceptable, but you need to be careful in what and how you do things here.” She said with authority.

      “I know. I know. Cage on as soon as he blows?”

      “No. What I mean is you still need to make him understand you are his Goddess. What the princess may get from his Goddess has changed forever. Keep that in his mind and he should recover with no grief.”

      “Go on.” Anna needed a more explicit set of instructions from her mentor.

      Julia elaborated on what Anna was to do and what she should avoid. Anyone listening in to the conversation would have been embarrassed at the crass nature both women were now completely comfortable talking in.

      Anna hung up the phone and she felt she was making the right decision. She wanted to make her princess have his fun in the quickest and easiest way she could. Now that she was no longer working, she had all the time in the world to plan and execute any plan her heart desired.

      Anna shaved her legs, and pussy like she was seeing a bull. She knew her husband had a pantyhose fetish, so she put on the pair with the perfect shade and silkiness she knew would drive him nuts, making sure not to have any panties on underneath. She also knew he loved her more when she looked like a bad girl. She applied her make-up to accentuate the look. She had now gone back to full-time smoking in the house, so she knew this would also help elevate his excitement. As Miss Julia instructed, Anna wanted to give her princess the illusion that he was finally going to get a chance to fuck his wife on his terms.

      When the princess arrived home from work, Anna greeted him at the door, looking for a way that would push all his buttons instantly.

      “Uh, hello?” He said, almost stunned at the sexual energy his wife was throwing his way.

      “Hello? That’s all you have for me? How ‘bout ‘Good afternoon, my beautiful Goddess. You look amazing’?” Anna said.

      “Well, hell ya! You looking fucking amazing. Please don’t torture me. This cage hurts when I get hard and you’re making me hurt right now.”

      Anna wasted no time, taking his hand and leading him up to their bedroom.

      “You see this?” She dangled the key to his cock cage, looped around her neck

      He nodded, having a look of pleading desperation on his face.

      “Today is your reward day. I want to reward you for being such a good little princess. Would you like me to take the cage off and reward you?” Anna teasing the obvious.

      She removed the key from her necklace and intentionally pretended to struggle with the lock. He was growing by the second as she continued to move the cage around, having ‘so much difficulty that maybe she should just forget it’. The lock clicked open, followed by an enormous sigh from her husband, knowing he would finally enjoy a full orgasm.

      “Okay, little princess. I don’t want to touch that dirty, nasty little thing until you freshen him up. Let’s go to the sink and bathe this poor little boy.” She was comfortable and unapologetic in speaking to her husband like he was a little girl.

      Almost running to the bathroom, he turned the water on and strained to hang his cock over the sink, isolated, so he could apply soap and wash without the water pouring down his legs. Anna stood behind him, looking at him in the mirror.

      Her once strong and dominating husband, she realized, had changed so much. Now he was her bitch. A helpless little puppet. She had total control over every single string attached to him. He willingly was self-deprecating and looked ludicrous. The power she had over this man was infinite. The more she had, the more she wanted. With every passing day, Anna could feel her insides craving more. While he dried off, she realized her Goddess status was indeed a seductively addictive and wonderful place that she would now protect and defend, at all costs.

      “There ya go. Oh my, you are a good little princess, aren’t you?” She said, feeling the rush of adrenaline as she embraced her darkest side.

      He turned, grabbing her by the neck, wanting to ravish every inch of her body. His mouth craving her lips, her neck, her tits. He wanted all of her, but he was lost with desperation.

      Her hands moved as her newly manicured nails gently scratched on the way down. His body thrust against her side, his cock poking like a desperate puppy scraping the door, wanting entry from the outside cold. Her hand wrapped around his hard cock. She stroked it only enough to make him shudder.

      Anna then pushed him onto the bed, spread her legs, and straddled his face. He was consumed with desire. This would be the payback. He would finally have his wife to himself. It convinced him he had enough sexual energy to fuck her over and over. She continued to shift, immersing him in the heavenly scents of her pussy.

      She turned around to see his cock was now a flag pole.

      “Oh look, your cock is hard. But it looks even smaller now that you’ve been wearing a cage for so long. Let me look at it closer.”

      Anna got up from sitting on his face and walked around to the bottom of the bed. She had one of her pantyhose covered legs straddle his chest so he could feel the nylon with his hands. She then bent over and softly put his cock in her mouth. She made every motion soft and gentle, intentionally trying to keep the sensations at a minimum.

      The princess squirmed for more. He thrust his pelvis in an attempt to go deeper into her mouth. Anna recoiled, sat up, and put both of her hands on her waist.

      “What do you think you’re doing? You don’t get to move like that. Like you’re a… a real man.” She said with a disgusted face.

      “Oh please, Anna. I mean, my Goddess. I’m sorry. Please.”

      The longer he suffered, the more fun she was having. She considered putting his cage back on but decided he should have a release this time. Anna took the bottle of lubricant by their bedside, applied a liberal amount, and began stroking his cock.

      “My Goddess, I would like to fuck you. Please may I fuck you?”

      Anna smiled, remained silent, and slowly increased her up and down movements. His cock throbbed. She could tell he was trying to withhold himself from exploding, but he was so wound up. She stroked even more aggressively.

      “Please Anna, please. I don’t want to… to….t…”

      Anna was sure to show no mercy. She was relentless in stroking him harder and harder.

      “Oh, my little baby princess. Your cock is so fucking pathetic. I love you, but that thing you call a dick will never see the inside of me, ever again. It’s what we both want. You want me to fuck other guys only. It turns out, so do I.” She said this with such a sadistic tone, being sure she timed it at the perfect moment where he could no longer delay the inevitable.

      He erupted, firing cum in every direction. Just missing Anna’s face, the balance landed in various parts of the bedsheets and on his chest. Anna waited for nothing. She got up, grabbed a towel, and walked back into the room.

      “Ok, princess. Wipe that shit of yourself and then I need the bedsheets cleaned. I can’t sleep in that.”

      “But I I…”

      “I I what?” She demanded. “Do as your Goddess tells you. Then go have a shower quickly, so I can put your cage back on your…” she paused for dramatic effect. “Back on your teenie tiny little princess dick. GO!”
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        * * *

      

      Three days elapsed, and the princess remained in a depressive state. Anna, for the first time in weeks, felt remorseful. Had she been too cruel to her husband, not allowing him access to her body? Despite Julia’s reassurance that he would snap back, it did not seem to happen. Her instinct was to forget the whole cuckoldress thing and go back to vanilla. This was too painful for her husband, who at her heart, she loved deeply. Each day was met by a man that looked and acted broken. Anna knew him well enough to know he was hating himself.

      Sitting on the couch, watching one of her new mid-day soaps, the phone rang. It was Julia doing her daily ‘check-up’ on her newest protege.

      “Hello, my love. How’s your little princess? Has he finally realized?”

      “Julia, I’m glad you called. I’m sitting here thinking. I know you and I have gone back and forth a million times with this, but I don’t think I can do this anymore.”

      There was a long pause before Julia responded.

      “Miss Anna, I’m coming over. You live in the Tapscott area, no?”

      “Yes, but I don’t think that will be necessary. I’m going to tell Robert when he arrives home that we need to stop this. I feel like I’m destroying him.”

      “Enough. Give me your address, and I’ll be there in about an hour.”

      Anna reluctantly gave the address and then went to freshen up for visitors. Knowing Julia, she could see her bringing some bull with her. Though she would love to have some real fun and get rid of all her stress, she was hoping Julia would come alone. She put on some make-up, made a fresh pot of coffee, and had a cigarette while she waited.

      “Miss Anna, look at you. You’re breathtaking, even with track pants and a sweatshirt,” Julia said as she entered the house.

      “Thanks, Julia,” Anna looked out the front door to make sure she came alone.

      “What a lovely house you have here. I take it your princess is hard at work?” Julia emphasized the word ‘hard,’ as she spoke.

      “Actually, no. He’s a mess, and so am I, if I’m to be honest,” Anna said.

      The small talk extended into the kitchen where Julia made herself at home and poured herself a coffee. Prompting Anna to join her at the kitchen table, she lit a cigarette without asking and offered one to Anna. She reluctantly accepted.

      “Miss Anna, I think what we have here is a situation where you and your husband are about to enter the last stage of cuckoldry. Just like the four stages of grief, denial, anger, bargaining, and acceptance, the old you as a couple is dying.”

      “But Julia, I’m not bargaining here. I just want this roller coaster to end.”

      “Oh, really? So tell me a small part of you didn’t kinda hope I brought a powerful, young man over with me, to fuck your brains out? Tell me, Anna.”

      Anna’s face went red as her eyes darted in every direction but Julia.

      “Wellllll…”

      “Well, what? You love this lifestyle. There is no way you would have lasted this long without it fulfilling a part of who you are. It feels right to you. And I’m telling you, it feels right for your princess.”

      “But Julia, why has he been so depressed and unresponsive to me and our family since I got him off. I mean, I put his cage right back on afterward, but he never seemed to bounce back.”

      Julia nodded.

      “I get it, Anna. Been there, done that. Your little bobbies, I mean princess, has realized his life belongs as your cuckold. He wants it badly. He actually needs it. All he’s doing now is bargaining with himself for some kind of internal resolution.”

      Another long pause as both women outed their smokes. Anna smiled. A small part of her knew her teacher and mentor was spot on.

      “So what do I do? I feel so guilty seeing him hurt this much,” Anna said.

      “Well, Miss Anna, consider yourself extremely lucky to have me in your life. I know the perfect solution that will end this, once and for all.”

      “Do tell.” Anna squirmed in her seat with excitement. She did not want this fairytale to end. Julia was right. This was her. She passed the point of bargaining when those four men had their way with her. She was already in acceptance. But her husband was not.

      “Three words, my love. The Cornuto Resort,” Julia did not wait for Anna to ask.

      “It’s a sort of cuckold training facility. A boot camp, if you will.”

      “Seriously? You want me to send Robert, I mean my princess to a boot camp?”

      “No, silly girl. It’s a resort, my love.”

      “Okay, where? How? What?”

      Julia smiled, watching as Anna’s face beamed with excitement and curiosity.

      “Relax, Miss Anna. Relax. I must check with fluffy, to see if we can fit it into our schedule. It’s a remote tropical island resort, nestled off the coast of Jamaica. We land at Sangster International in Montego Bay. Then we have to take a hydroplane boat ride to the island. It’s quite nice.”

      Anna got up and paced the kitchen floor as she pushed for more information.

      “So what is it? I’m lost, Julia.”

      “Calm down, girl. This resort has been around for over 20 years. I heard about it when fluffy and I were new to cuckolding. Try to imagine your wildest dreams, then times them by 10. This place will fix everything for you as a couple. When you get home, your little princess won’t ever have the ability to go back to vanilla anything. Actually, neither will you. It’s a wonderful place,” Julia had never looked more sexy and seductive to Anna. This woman was her personal savior.

      Julia called her cucky to see if he would want another trip to paradise. He was on board and booking the trip for the four of them before she could hang up the phone.

      “Fluffy’s looking into it now. He’s gonna book the time off if he can get us all reservations. We can make it a foursome. Oh, Anna, you’re going to love this place.”

      “But what about my princess? What if he can’t get the time off work, and what do I tell him? The truth?” Anna was barely touching the floor as she danced around imagining the possibilities.

      “Anna, you talk like your princess has a say in the matter. My love, you own him. Tell him you feel the need to have a couple’s vacation somewhere far away from here. That’s all he needs to know.”

      “Do I tell him you and fluffy will join?” Julia thought it was cute how Anna spoke to her like she was her mother.

      “Na, we can surprise him at the airport. In the meantime, you, my love, need to go shopping for ridiculously expensive swim and clubwear. Let’s make it a girls’ day out.”

      “Oh. Oh. Let’s get our hair done too.” Anna had already forgotten all concerns she had over her husband.

      “Great idea, Miss Anna. Tomorrow, I’m booking us both in for a day at the spa as well. A nice massage, manicure, pedicure, waxing. We’ll be looking fine for our vacay.” Both women giggled devilishly.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Princess arrived home to an empty house. After settling in, he started the dinner preparations, following the notes Anna had left on the counter. She entered a few moments later as a thrilled and excited Goddess. Bags in hand and dressed to kill, Anna had not told him anything until that point.

      Following Julia’s instructions, she accentuated her sexuality to help her little princess oblige without objection.

      “Hello, my cute little princess. How was my little girl’s day?”

      He bashfully looked down at her feet and smiled in appreciation for her candor.

      “I I I’m fine. I mean m m my day was f f fine.”

      “Oh, is my little princess getting all worked up? You are such a cute little girl to your Goddess. You make me so happy. I love you so much.”

      He wiped his hands clean of the food debris and went to greet her with a kiss. Anna could see he was slowly coming back to his normal self. His cuckold self. The self she loved and wanted to keep forever.

      “I have some wonderful news for my princess. You’ve seemed a little down in the dumps, the past couple of days, so I’ve decided we are going on a vacation together.”

      He looked confused and concerned.

      “You mean just me and you? The two of us?” He asked.

      “Yes, my princess. The flight is already booked, so tomorrow, you need to schedule next week off. We leave in two days. Look, I’ve already started getting some sexy outfits.” She pulled the bags up from the ground and started removing thong bathing suits and clubwear that would make anyone in the vanilla world embarrassed.

      “Oh, my goodness. This is delightful, my Goddess. You are so good to me. Thank you for doing this. I think this will be great for both of us, don’t you?”

      “Oh, my little princess. You do not know how much we both need this.” Anna said with a note of something more.

      “And, and, and, it’s just you and me, right?” He wanted to be sure he was not misreading her.

      “No bulls are coming. I promise you, we will have more fun than you could imagine.” Again, Anna said things with a hint of something else.

      Dinner was soon served and discussion of the tropical island paradise dominated the conversation. The princess became increasingly attentive to every whim of Anna’s as she continued to taunt him with innuendos of humiliation, Anna could see that Julia was once again correct. Her husband was at his core, a cuckold. He loved her as his Goddess. She loved herself as a Goddess. It cemented her conviction to make this trip a success when she went off Julia’s script and told her cucky that Julia and fluffy would join them.

      “Oh, your wonderful friend Julia is coming?” He asked, with a solid idea that the ramifications of the trip would likely be more convoluted than first presented.

      “So you don’t mind? Fluffy will also join to keep you company.”

      Her princess smiled from ear to ear. He understood what was in between the lines now. He seemed to appreciate Anna returning to her more forceful and God-like attitude. She could see he was rapidly returning to the much happier and compliant little princess she needed him to be. If she could just keep him in this headspace all the time… Anna went to bed dreaming of life post-vacation. She could see things being so magical. Julia had  helped her see what a beautiful life she was missing. It almost made her wet thinking about it.

      She felt wet. The daylight bounced into the room as Anna turned to an empty space beside her. She had fallen asleep and slept well past noon before rising. Checking her phone, she had a single text from Julia and her princess.

      From her husband;

      MY GODDESS, I LOVE YOU. THE BOSS HAS GIVEN ME THE WEEK OFF.

      And from Julia;

      GOOD MORNING MISS ANNA. TONIGHT. HOTEL 6 OFF STERLING DR.

      BRADLEY WANTS YOU AGAIN. YES OR NO?

      Anna took just enough time to let her eyes focus before responding.

      HELL YES! SOLO OR YOU’RE JOINING?

      She hit send, considering nothing other than what was she going to wear.

      Two cups of coffee and four cigarettes later, Anna realized her princess did not know she was going out to play on her own. This would be a first for the couple. She had reached a point where she no longer cared if it upset him. The trip will fix this if it becomes a problem, she thought to herself. She will endure another day or two of cry baby behavior if he responded negatively. Leaving before he arrived home, she left a note on the front hall table.

      GOING OUT TO PLAY. SHOULD BE HOME BY AROUND NINE THIRTY? I’LL SAVE THE CLEAN UP TO YOU. TODDLES XO   G.

      Although she was feeling apprehensive on the drive there, the extended moments of euphoria, satisfaction, and release made her forget she was also a mom and a wife. There was no foreplay, no wine and dine. In, get it on, and get out. She was back on the road and heading home early.

      “I’m home,” Anna yelled as she came in from the garage door.

      Her princess bounded down the stairs, eager to greet her with no wasted time.

      “Hello, my Goddess. I hope you had a wonderful time. How can I be of service?”

      Both of them knew what he wanted. An opportunity to bury his face in between her legs while the scent was still fresh. Anna knew how she handled herself in this situation would be critical for the following several days.

      “Oh, look at my lovely little princess all excited about eating my pussy, after a real man has paid a visit. Oh, that’s just adorable.”

      He was visibly shaking with excited anticipation. This was the payoff. The proper reward for being such a good princess, he thought. Anna pulled out a cigarette, prolonged her lighting ritual, and blew the full extent of exhaled smoke into his little baby girl lungs. He coughed as she laughed at his softness.

      “You, my little princess, have been a bad little girl the past few days. I think you should think about what you did and think hard. I’m tired and need my beauty sleep. You can have your cage removed when we get upstairs, but I’m going to bed. You can play with your little dick by yourself.”

      It filled his face with glee. Just knowing he could whack off was enough. He needed to blow and his wife was allowing him this privilege, which was merciful in his mind.

      “Thank you, my Goddess. Thank you.” He said with sincerity.

      “Tomorrow, I’ll be out all day. Julia and I have appointments for hair, nails, massage, and something called Reiki. I won’t be home for dinner, so make sure you pack your bags. Mine is already done.” Anna said like a drill sergeant.

      “So we leave on Saturday? What time?” He asked.

      “Flight is at 8 am so you must be up early enough to make me a nice breakfast and go downtown to pick up Julia and fluffy. I’ll be ready to leave by 6 am when you return with them. Okay, my little baby princess. Happy hand job, baby. Love you.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Both couples left Anna’s house as scheduled at 6 am. All occupants of the car remained quiet for the entire drive. It was too early for the women. Their pampered lives had shifted early to mean 10 am. Princess and fluffy sat up front making minimal awkward small talk around the traffic conditions, best routes to the airport, and the weather. Princess was told to hail a porter, and they instructed fluffy to purchase coffees for both ladies while the two women stood at the entrance doors, enjoying their last cigarettes before boarding the flight.

      At check-in, Julia reserved two individual seats immediately next to the washrooms. Anna and herself sat together in first class where they would be treated accordingly. The 5 and a half hour flight across two time zones placed them in Montego Bay just before lunch, local time. The tropical smells jumped into the cabin the moment they cracked the plane doors open. Paradise was just around the corner.

      “Come on, fluffy. I want to check out the local cuisine,” Julia made sure she said this with enough volume that every passenger within 500 feet could hear.

      “Yes, dear. Coming dear” was his meek response.

      “Why doesn’t he call you Goddess?” Anna asked.

      “Oh that. I don’t want to feel embarrassed in public,” Julia making the double standard her point.

      Outside of the airport arrivals, a sea of cabs and tour buses awaited new guests to the country. Each tour operator stood with a sign stating which operator they represented. A tall, muscular and extremely attractive black man in an Armani suit held “CORNUTO” against a clipboard. They were home.

      “Hello, you sexy man. I haven’t seen you in over a year. How’s your brother?” Julia asked.

      “I’m fine, thank you, Miss Julia. Raymond is looking forward to seeing you again. And how’s your fluffy doing?” The driver spoke to the couple like they had a long history. “And who is this lovely lady you’ve brought with you?” He took Anna’s hand and kissed it like she was royalty.

      “I’m Miss Anna. And this is my little princess,” she pointed to her husband with little regard.

      The driver laughed at the name creativity the two women had developed for their cuckold husbands.

      “Well, hello princess. Welcome. I see this is your first visit here at the resort, although, I’m sure it won’t be your last. All the ladies love it here and the men… they learn new things about themselves every time. Again, welcome.” The driver looked like he was native to the country, but spoke with no accent. He sounded well educated from an Ivy League school.

      “So Miss Julia, we’ve changed our resort location since your last visit. It’s now on the main island. Towards Negril, off near a little town called Black River.”

      “How long of a drive from here?” Julia asked

      “It’s about three hours. Don’t worry. We’ll take good care of you ladies. Good care indeed.” He said smiling as he loaded the women’s luggage onto the coach bus that looked decked out for a rock star.

      “Um, excuse me s s ,sir.” Princess trying to get the man’s attention. “What about our luggage?”

      The driver gave him a blank look and pointed to a beat-up diesel van from the late 80s that sat behind.

      “Your Goddess will travel with me. If you hurry, you and fluffy can follow behind. Sorry for the lack of seats. Just use your bags to sit on. Oh, and be sure to roll the windows down. Come on, ladies. Let’s get this party started. Champagne?” He said to both women as they went to board the coach bus. The door opened exposing a strong pungent odor of cannabis and loud club music. They tinted the windows dark, revealing nothing except a few silhouettes that looked like male bodybuilders.

      Princess could feel his cock hurting from the cage confinement as he and fluffy jumped into the sweltering van. No driver. No seats. No air conditioning. This was what every good cuckold deserved, he thought to himself. As long as they treated his wife like a Goddess, he was a happy, lucky man.

      The entryway to the resort was obscure and miles away from any form of civilization. The perimeter gates were guarded by a team of security personal that ensured entry and exit were always controlled. An additional ten minutes of road weaving its way deep into a tropical jungle finally opened to a structure that looked more like a castle than a resort. Surrounded by massive green space, the landscaping was immaculate.

      Awaiting their arrival at the grand entrance stood 5 young men, all shirtless, all delicious eye candy for the ladies. Princess and fluffy pulled up in sweat-stained shirts and a strong taste of gas in their mouths. The exhaust system in their vehicle was less than effective in venting all the fumes.

      “Hey, guys. How was the drive for you?” Julia approached the van.

      “It was wonderful, my Goddess. Thank you for allowing me to join you on this trip.” It was the first full sentence princess had heard fluffy speak to his wife since meeting him.

      Anna came forward, now wearing one of her thong bikini’s recently purchased.

      “How ya doin my little princess baby girl?” She leaned in to kiss her husband.

      Princess could taste a powerful combination of tobacco, weed, and alcohol when they kissed. His Goddess was already well on the way to incoherence.

      “I I I I’m fine. You look w w wonderful, my Goddess. D D Did you have a g g good time on the b b bus?”

      Both women laughed uncontrollably.

      “Let’s just say, I was fully briefed on how this trip is going down. I’m so so so excited for you, baby. You are going to thank me so much, so… you’re welcome in advance.” Anna struggled to avoid slurring her words.

      “Okay ladies, the boys have taken your luggage to your rooms. Your cuck’s will need to come with me for their orientation assessment and designations. My name is Jerome. You’re free to enjoy the pool, the bar, the beach. We’ll let you know when you can see them again so say your goodbyes please.” A new face said this. An extremely tall and handsome caucasian in his mid-forties. His Armani suit matched that of the drivers.

      Julia kissed her index finger and then placed it on fluffy’s lips. Winked and walked away with no words being said.

      Anna was so far down the rabbit hole of feeling no pain, she did not know whether to kiss, hug or copy her mentor.

      “What’s happing Anna… I mean, my Goddess? I thought this was to be a vacation for both of us. I’m not understanding. What’s going on here?”

      “Ooooh, baby princess. You’re just such a cutie pie. You’ll be fine. I can’t wait to see what they do to you.” Anna said without restraint.

      Scared, confused, and unsure of what was about to happen, princess knew at that moment that his wife, Anna, had finally crossed over. No matter what the future had in store, the woman he married was no longer. This woman was a significant improvement. It was the woman he had always wanted in his heart. She was a Goddess in every way imaginable.

      “Okay girls, follow me. And make sure you take your bags with you.” Jerome said to both husbands.
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      They took both men down a long hall with dismal lighting and no windows. It led to an elevator that looked more like it was more for service than for guests. Princess noticed nothing specifically odd about the resort until several men walked past them wearing female panties.

      “Is this place a resort or a prison?” He asked fluffy.

      “Oh, it’s a resort all right. I love it now.”

      “What do you mean, ‘now’?”

      “You’ll see,” was fluffy’s only response.

      As they entered the elevator, the princess could not help feeling like the men with them were more security personal rather than concierge staff.

      “Where are we going and why is the elevator going down?” Princess regretted trusting his partner in crime.

      “Just you relax, missy. We’s gonna take good care of you’s.”

      The elevator continued its journey down several levels below ground. Was this a James Bond thing? Princess could not help thinking as fear developed.

      The doors opened to a reception area with an attractive female receptionist sitting behind the counter. She stood up, showing off her model figure, and extended her hand.

      “You must be the princess. Welcome.” She smiled, revealing perfectly straight white teeth and a tan most women would kill for. “And is that you fluffy? I haven’t seen you in over a year. Where have you been and why haven’t you come to visit me until now?” She said with playfulness in her baby talk voice.

      “Come this way, ladies.”

      Princess couldn’t help noticing that every person they met since arriving was referring to them like they were females. It was cool that his wife degraded him, but he was unsure how he felt about the public being let in on their little secret.

      There was no sunlight. No decorations. Once they passed reception, she led them down into an area that more closely resembled a hospital hallway. Each room’s door closed. Stark white walls and no furniture.

      “Okay, it was all fun and games lady, but where the fuck are you taking me?” He could no longer stay in cuck mode. He felt his personal safety was being compromised.

      “Shhh. If Jerome hears you, you’ll be in huge trouble. Just relax and let us do our job.” The receptionist said as she escorted them into a room with two steel chairs, a white desk, and over 20 TV monitors on the wall behind.

      “Jerome will be in to see you in a moment. Would you like water?” She asked before leaving.

      Both men declined as the man that greeted them outside passed by her and entered the room. He came behind princess and put a firm hand on his shoulder.

      “Princess, I have two things to tell you before we get started. Number one, don’t fight it anymore. Number two, learn to embrace and crave it.” He smiled and then went behind the desk to sit in a luxurious leather chair facing them.

      “Fluffy, you’ve been here so many times I think I’ve lost count. Do you need anything or did you want to join your Goddess?”

      Fluffy smiled and gently asked if he could have his cage removed and have his special room just for the evening.

      “Absolutely. I completely understand.” Jerome leaned forward, hit a few keystrokes with his laptop on the desk and the door behind them opened with a man waiting to escort fluffy to ‘his room’.

      “So princess, I guess this leaves just the two of us. Questions before I begin my brief presentation?”

      “Um, ya, one. Am I free to leave cause I feel this is like a prison?”

      Jerome leaned back, placing both hands behind his head, and smiled.

      “No princess. You are no longer part of the world as you know it. Your wife has signed a waiver declaring you violent, mentally unstable, and a threat to her safety. Ya, know, just in case you ever decide to come after us legally. Either way, you belong to me and my staff until we deem you safe for reentry into society. So no, you are not free to go.”

      “What the fuck!? Okay, this is just getting too weird, even for my… thing.”

      “Relax, princess. No one’s going to hurt you or anything. This is a behavioral modification facility that helps little cucky’s like yourself make the last shift. We’re here to help you, not hurt you.” Jerome sounded articulate and sincere with his words.

      “But what if I don’t need help or want it?” Princess remained confused and concerned for his well being.

      “Princess, let me explain something.” Jerome went to his computer, clicked a few keys causing all the monitors behind him to light up with live video feeds to every square inch of the resort, including all the bathrooms.

      He continued.

      “That little thing around your tiny dick, your cage. That’s supposed to be entertainment for your Goddess. As it stands right now, it’s being used for you, to help you control your emotional waves.” He allowed princess to speak, which he did not.

      “When you are done here, you will be a proud cuckold. You will not be ashamed of who and what you are. You will not need that cage to help keep you in check. Would you like that, princess? Would you like to be cage free and still be a cuck?”

      His eyes widened with any thought of freedom being utopian.

      “So what exactly are you going to do with me then?” Princess said with irritation.

      “Well, the professional names are cognitive behavior therapy and operant conditioning. To you, all you need to know is we are going to break you down to the smallest common denominator and then we are going to rebuild you so we complete this last piece of being a cuckold. It’s very simple. Our success rate is 100%”

      Princess jarred when the statistic was revealed.

      “100%? You mean when I get out of here, I’m going to be a cuckold and feel good about myself? Okay, that’s the first thing you’ve said that I like. If this is what I need to do, I’m in.” Princess shifted his temperament, knowing the endgame was not punishment but help.

      “I’m glad to hear you’re on board. Let’s see what Anna is up to now.” Jerome went back to the laptop and pulled up 6 cameras, all watching his wife from various angles.

      “Each of our Goddesses wears a tracking bracelet so we can find them instantly. So here we have Anna making out with three of our hired bulls. Did she tell you she was going to do this or is she cheating on you?” He asked as he looked back to princess for a response.

      “She did not tell me. I just assumed she was going to do some flirting while I went to our room. She’s only kissing them, anyway. It’s not like she’s having sex.” Princess said defensively.

      “Oh? Let’s look at the recorded footage on the bus ride over here.”

      Jerome pulled up other video feeds with Anna and Julia clearly on the bus. He could see both women ingesting several kinds of narcotics, sucking the cocks of all 5 men on the bus, and then being shared in a gang bang spit roast. As princess watched, he could not keep his hands above his groan. He wanted to masturbate as he watched his wife get pummeled by all 5 throughout the hot, sweaty drive he suffered in the van that followed.

      “Here, princess. Here’s the key. I’m going to leave you to watch the whole thing in private. I’ll be back in an hour to see if you’re still on board.”
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      Jerome returned two hours later to find Robert hunched over and convulsing. He approached and placed his hand on his back.

      “I know, princess. I know. Believe it or not, I understand.” Jerome trying to console his newest guest/patient.

      “H H How can you under under understand?” Princess turned to face him, his eyes were bloodshot with tears streaming down his face.

      “Princess, right now you’re grieving. You’re recognizing that a part of you is dying inside. The man you have pretended to be to everyone, including yourself, is not the man you are. But, it’s the man you think you should be. Why? Why continue to put yourself through this? You are a cuckold. You can not get enough of Miss Anna as your Goddess. You have always been a cuckold. You even want to be a cuckold. You were happy and excited when I told you earlier that we can help you remain a cuckold for the rest of your life. You want this, I know you do. Please sit up and let me help you.”

      Princess’s crying subsided with the comfort this man was offering. His heart was so conflicted. If Anna only knew what she was putting him through, she would stop this. They could go back to their normal vanilla life.

      “Please. Come with me. Let’s get you settled in your room. It’s just darling.” Jerome made sure he delivered his words with flamboyant patronization.

      His room had pastel pink everywhere. The walls had a floral pattern, and the carpet was Snow White. It reminded the princess of his daughter’s bedroom when she was a little girl.

      Built into the wall was a huge 64 inch TV that dominated. The bed was a small single with light purple silk sheets and covered with a white duvet sporting a violet pattern in random locations. On the night table was a full box of tissue and a reading light.

      “Do you like your new home, princess? Isn’t it just groovy?” Again, Jerome with his pretend flamboyancy.

      “Where’s my suitcase with all my clothes?” Princess asked.

      Jerome smiled and pulled open the drawers against the opposite wall. One drawer had female panties, another had women’s tank tops and shorts. Nothing would fit, at least to size.

      “What’s this? I want my clothes. This is all women’s clothes.”

      “I know. Don’t worry. You will have lots of clothes to wear once you stop fighting yourself. Now, come sit down on your bed. I’ve arranged for Anna to be interviewed shortly. She does not know you will watch this, so enjoy.”

      Jerome turned the TV on. The image looked like it was a live feed to a seating area on the beach. The sound of crashing waves subtle in the background. A swimming status flag blowing proudly on the main beach in the distance.

      “I do not know what you’re going to hear, princess, but it might be worth remembering this. We will make sure we make a copy of this interview available at the front check-out when you and your Goddess leave. That way, you can always revisit it at home if you ever forget how she feels.” Jerome’s words sounded cold, but his demeanor seemed genuine and concerned as he left the room.

      A few moments went by when an extremely attractive woman appeared to walk into the video feed and sit down with her back to the camera. Seconds later, Anna walked into the shot and sat down facing the hidden camera.

      “Hi, Anna. I’m not sure if you remember meeting me earlier today at the party? My name is Candice. Are you enjoying your stay here at the resort?”

      Anna could not contain herself with joy. She nodded as she laughed.

      “Oh, my fucking God. This place is fucking amazing. I’m loving this shit!” Anna responded.

      “Good, I’m glad to hear. So anyway, we always interview all our Goddesses as a sort of customer service and control. Ya know, to see if we can make any improvements for future guests or your return. We’re interested more in your current relationship with your husband and how this cuck camp may help. Do you mind if I ask you some personal questions”

      “Go right ahead. Anything I can do to make the next time back here even better, I’m in.”

      “Great. So first I want to ask you about your husband’s reason for coming. Did he know what he was getting into?”

      “Um, not a clue,” Anna responded.

      “Did you know what we were all about? The training that we will place your husband through?”

      “Hell ya! I can’t wait!”

      “I see. And how long have you and your husband been in this lifestyle?”

      Anna thought back. It seemed like a long time, but in actuality, extremely short.

      “About 2-3 weeks… I think. I don’t know. It’s been such a whirlwind of fun that I’ve lost track of time. I’m sorry.”

      “It’s okay, Anna. So tell me, what’s your thoughts about being a cuckoldress, or a Goddess as most of the cuck’s call their wives?”

      “I LOVE IT. LOVE IT! I wish I’d known my princess was a cuck ten years ago when we first got hooked up. Ten years I missed. Oh well, this week I plan to make up for all the lost time if ya know what I mean.” Anna said.

      Candice laughed in understanding.

      “Remember, you still must walk when you get back home.” She offered as a girl to girl joke.

      “Now, tell me about your husband.”

      “Who? Oh, you mean my princess? Sorry, I’ve almost forgotten he’s also my husband.”

      “Yes, that’s right. How do you feel about your princess being a cuckold through and through? Do you like the idea of him submitting to you as your cuckold? Tell me what’s your thoughts.”

      Princess sat on his bed watching the interview unfold with bated breath. He was happy to see his wife live and enjoying herself. Up till now, her responses did not bother or please him. This was the question that held his undivided attention.

      “Robert, that’s my princess’s actual name. He’s um… useless in the bedroom. He’s a great guy. A decent father and a good man. But I always wanted that and more. I wanted a stable guy that could provide for me and my kids. However, I did not want a guy that took me for granted, had zero bad boy spirit, and a soft dick smaller than my pinky. This cuckolding thing… now, I get it all. AND, princess seems to be so much more attentive and loving and the icing on the cake, he’s into it too. Oh, I just love it.”

      “I see. So, are you saying you would like us to help you do whatever it takes, even if it seems cruel or mean, to help push your princess into being a cuckold for the rest of his life?” Candice asked, being sure to pause for emphasis on each point she raised.

      “YES, YES, YES AND DOUBLE FUCKING YES! I love him dearly. I will always love him and want to be with him forever. But do I want him to just give up fighting and jump on the cuckold train with me? Fucking right, I do. You guys are doing amazing things here. You do whatever you need to do. You bring him back to me as a full cuck, I’m coming back for sure.” Anna was still a little under the influence. Her willingness to be wordy apparent.

      “Okay. So how would you feel if the princess does not respond well to our therapy? Will this affect your marriage, going forward?” Candice asked.

      “Look, I know princess is a cuckold. He knows it. I know I love being a cuckoldress. I love EVERYTHING about it. I just hate when he keeps going back and forth about the whole thing. Believe me, you will have no prob’s. If he is still the same, then I guess I’ll go back to being a boring wife and… Look, I don’t even want to think that way. Just tell him I want to fuck other guys and I like to control him. He knows he loves that about me. Ya know what’s funny?” Anna stopped to light a cigarette and take a sip of her wine before continuing. “So do I!”

      This was the most loving and amazing words out of his wife’s lips since he heard “I do.” Princess felt like he was truly the luckiest man in the world to hear his wife say everything except that she would be willing to go back to a boring housewife. His cage had still not been reinstalled. His dick was rock hard as he pleased himself into oblivion for the next minute. Cleaning himself off, he wanted out. This place was nuts. He wanted to go home. They had locked his door as he heard the interview restart from the beginning.

      Sitting on his bed, he began to cry. Anna was such an amazing wife and princess found himself loving her even more for saying what she did. He was crying because he felt ashamed that he wanted the same things as his wife. He did not want his wife to be anything but his Goddess. He would watch it again, just in case he missed something’. His dick started growing again when he heard her say she wanted him to become her  cuckold forever. She was so amazing.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Seven

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Four more days of up, down, up, down mental and emotional turbulence plagued princess. They confined him mostly to his room, where constant video feeds were broadcast of his wife’s ongoing sexual escapades. They required him to attend individual and group therapy in between marathon masturbation sessions he had in his room.

      He was physically exhausted from the hyper-concentrated wave of cuckold angst he felt he would never escape. Each day, he could see his wife was looking happier, healthier, and more resolved in being a Goddess. Her tan was deep and dark while her sexual confidence and needs skyrocketed. He remained pasty white from seeing no sunlight beyond the journey from the airport to the resort. His dick, now developing friction burns from the excessive self-pleasure.

      As he attended the group sessions, he sat in a circle of men, all looking confused and distraught. Each would talk about the constant internal fight they suffered from. The uncontrollable desire they had to want their wives to continue their journey into cuckolding, contrasted with their own need to fight this same desire. Jerome, who princess realized led each session, was a decent man that sincerely wanted to help.

      “So, princess, how do you feel today? Do you feel the same as sissyboy over there?” Jerome asked.

      “I just want this to end. I want to stop feeling so happy and amazing towards my wife and then feel the crash of hating myself for not being able to be ‘the man’ she needs and wants.”

      Jerome paused as several of the men felt connected to princess’s words and felt the need to verbally agree with the essence of what he was saying. Once the cross-talk diminished, he continued with his probing.

      “Princess, who says you have to be ‘the man’? Who? Society? Your mommy? Who?”

      “I don’t know. I just feel less than a real competent husband. I hate myself for this. I HATE IT and I’m just so tired feeling this way.” Princess’s eyes started welling up as he dug deep into his soul for words.

      “Princess, you are this way because you are who you are. It’s not your fault. You are a real man. In fact, you’re more of a real man than any of the guys up top. They could not have the strength to go through what you and every other man in this room are going through. They just want to get off and that’s all they’re good for. You’re everything to Miss Anna except the sex. Is there anything wrong with that?” Jerome could see princess was on the verge of a breakthrough. He would soon be ready to join his wife.

      “But I don’t want to be this way.” Princess’s lip was trembling

      “Maybe not. BUT YOU ARE! And it’s not your fault. Let me ask you this. Do you want Miss Anna to be controlling? Do you want her to humiliate you? Make fun of your age discrepancies or your femininity? Do you love that she wants to fuck other men? Do you? DO YOU?” Jerome spoke as if no one else was in the room.

      The strain left princess’s face. His pouty lips ceased.

      “Of course I do. I can’t get enough of her when she is that way. She was never that way when we started dating, so I just thought…”

      “You just thought what? You thought she had the mean girl streak before you dated and found out she seemed more like a good little girl. So you just accepted her and let your genuine desire to see her cuck you get buried?” Jerome was no longer playing soft and tender with his tone.

      “Yes. I suppose that’s true.” Princess said.

      “So, you’ve always wanted her to be the way she is now?”

      “Y Y Yes. I love who she’s become. I am the luckiest man in the world.”

      The group of men all chuckled at the same time. Every man in the room felt the same way about their wives. They all seemed to connect with what princess was sharing.

      “Okay, so let me get this straight. You love your wife the way she now is. You’ve always wanted her to be this way, even before you started dating. You don’t want her to go back to the way she was, but you want to be her ‘real man’? Does this make any sense to you, princess?”

      “I don’t. I I I don’t know. You You You’re confusing me.”

      “Stop fighting, princess. Stop fighting. Your marriage is perfect. She wants to be the way she is. You want her to be the way she is. She wants you to be her little cucky boy. You love being cuckolded. YOU JUST NEED TO ACCEPT IT’S WHO YOU ARE. Stop fighting yourself. That’s all you need to do.” Jerome waited for the epiphany to reach princess’s consciousness.

      “But why do I keep feeling ashamed and hating myself for being this way? Why?”

      The group all joined in with the same “ya, why?”. This was the common goal that needed resolution for all of them.

      “Because it means you will give up one small piece of your manhood forever. And society has trained you to think that’s the most important piece of manhood. It is not. Being true to yourself is what’s most important. Stop fighting yourself and accept that Miss Anna owns you completely. Once you do that, my work is done here.”

      Princess went back to his room, recognizing Jerome was right. He loved everything about this new life. He did not want it to go back to the way things were. It was the perfect relationship. His wife fulfilled all his wildest needs and fantasies and by being her cuckold, he was allowing her the same. He turned his TV on to see what his goddess was up to.
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        * * *

      

      Anna sat with Julia around an open fire pit. Surrounded by torch lights and about a dozen other women, they settled in a seating area of the beach. To princess, it looked like this was a lady only gathering. Both women looked ravishingly beautiful. This lifestyle did Anna wonders for her self-confidence and happiness. She was glowing as the fire reflected. By the deep blue and tangerine sky, princess assumed the women must be having their post-dinner cocktail and cigarette.

      “Julia, I’m worried about my princess. Do you think he’s ok?” Anna asked.

      “Miss Anna, he’ll be fine. I’m more concerned about the big day tomorrow.”

      “What? Do you mean his graduation ceremony? Or are you talking about the cuckold wedding ceremony afterward?” Anna looked so happy. She was everything princess had ever dreamed of, and more.

      “Well, yah. It’s a big deal for both of you.” Julia tilted her wine glass, staring into Anna’s eyes.

      “Hah! And I thought you knew me, Miss Julia. I’m not worried at all. At least, not from my end. I know what I need to do. I’m actually very excited about it.” Princess could see his wife was no longer on any fence. She had made a full transition into a cuckoldress in every part of her being. She could not have been more attractive in his eyes. This is what he had been looking for his entire life.

      “Anna, what if he still fights his old self? What if he’s not willing to give everything up? Have you thought about that? I’ve been here over half a dozen times and I’ve seen a few meltdowns. It’s painful to watch. I just hope you’re past the point of… ya know, going back to the way you were.” Julia was pushing Anna to say out loud what she needed to be thinking.

      “Miss Julia, I’m a Goddess. This resort. The amount of dick. O’m God. I don’t think I could go back. I admit it. I am officially addicted to this life. I want more. Don’t you worry about me. I’ll make things happen. Besides, I miss seeing my little princess. He is such a good man and his little dick is so cute.”

      Both women burst into laughter so intense, princess swore he heard one of them snort like a pig. Julia seemed to have a hypnotic effect on his wife. Hell, she had a hypnotic effect on him. Reflecting, princess could not remember why he so strongly objected to Julia becoming a close friend of his wife. Perhaps he instinctively knew this woman would bring out what both of them needed and it scared him. Perhaps he felt he didn’t deserve to feel this happy.

      Happy? Princess was happy? Was that happiness deep inside? He did not feel empty or alone. No. It was not happiness. His mind reeled to understand why he felt so good. Was he just horny knowing his wife deeply wanted him to embrace being a cuckold? He had just whacked off to Julia and Anna’s dialogue, so it couldn’t be that. What was he feeling? Using the only means of connecting to the outside world, he pushed the intercom button and asked if he could see Jerome ASAP.

      “Hello princess. I was waiting for this. You finally sound at peace. Tell me, what’s on your mind.” Jerome said over the intercom.

      “I I I think I’m done.”

      “Do tell. What makes you say that, princess?”

      “Because I think I have now accepted myself for who I am. And that’s okay. I’m okay if I am a cuckold. I’m okay that I like to be humiliated. I’m okay that I love my wife to control and humiliate me. I’M OKAY THAT WE BOTH WANT HER TO FUCK OTHER MEN. I’M OKAY!” Princess’s tone and volume increasing as he spoke.

      “I’ll be down in 5 minutes,” Jerome said as the intercom clicked off.

      Princess kept repeating the phrase “I’m okay,” over and over until the door opened with Jerome. He remained standing as princess sat on his bed rocking back and forth like a little girl.

      “Look at you princess. You look like a proud little cuckold. Is that what you are? Are you a proud cuckold?”

      “YES! I now understand what you’ve been trying to do with my head. To reach a point of acceptance. Am I right?” Princess asked, not expecting Jerome to respond.

      “You finally get it. Good. I’m so happy for you, princess. Now, here is a paper your Goddess signed two days ago. I can pull the video feed of her signing it.” Jerome passed the paper across.

      I, GODDESS ANNA, WANT TO SEE MY PRINCESS (ROBERT) WEARING GIRLY PANTIES. I DO NOT WISH TO SEE HIM UNDER ANY CIRCUMSTANCES UNTIL HE AGREES AND WANTS TO WEAR THE PANTIES BECAUSE IT PLEASES ME. DO NOT LET HIM OUT UNTIL THEN.

      Signed HIS GODDESS

      Princess smirked, lay the paper on the bed, and walked across to the drawers containing all the women’s wear.

      “I’m so proud of you, princess. We are finally breaking through.” Jerome said like a father to his daughter. He continued.

      “We have one more session with you tomorrow morning, but I think this time tomorrow, you’ll be ready to celebrate with Miss Anna. You may even have time to get some sun before you leave the following day.”

      “Thank you, Jerome. Thank you so much. And please thank my Goddess. I can’t wait to see her.”

      “She can’t wait to see you either, princess. She can’t wait.” Jerome shut and locked the door.
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        * * *

      

      Five days ago, when princess arrived, he could not understand all the men walking around in girls’ panties and thongs. Today, he strutted into the group meeting wearing a thong, tank top, and was freshly shaved. The new attendees looked at him like he had five heads. The meeting was welcoming to the newbies and a graduation celebration for one. Princess. He was so happy he could finally stop fighting. The look of envy from some of his peers made him feel compelled to leave with the same words given to him.

      “Ladies, when you stop fighting and start accepting, everything becomes marvelous. Trust Jerome, cause he has helped me so much.” He then was the first to leave with a celebratory cheer from some members close to the same realization.

      When the elevator opened, princess strained to adjust his eyes to the bright, early afternoon sun. Proudly walking down the hallway with his girly outfit, he could feel the anticipation of seeing his Goddess as a new person. A man who was also a very proud, happy, and content cuckold.

      Strutting out on to the pool terrace, Anna watched in disbelief. They did it! Her husband was no longer. He was now her cuckold. This was AMAAAAZING! She burst out of the patio chair and ran to him.

      “I love you so much, my Goddess. Thank you so much for this trip. I am yours.” He said as she approached.

      “Oh, look at you. You look so cute in that thong. I’m proud of you. I missed you too. They have a few special things planned for us today. Have you eaten?” Anna asked.

      “Yuppy. I had fruit loops and a banana.” He responded.

      “Great. Well then, let’s get started. Have you seen Jerome?”

      “I just left him. He should be up here in about an hour. He told me to tell you.”

      They both went back to the deck table Anna had come from when Julia came out from the building. Her hair, looking like she had had some fun.

      “Well, hello there, little princess. I must say, you do look cute in that outfit. I think it’s wonderful.” Julia said, sitting down.

      “Where were you?” Anna asked.

      “Oh, you know. I had to see my friend Raymond at least once before we go home. His brother sent him up to our room, and… ya.” Julia being her cavalier self.

      “So where’s your fluffy?” Princess asked.

      “He’s still upstairs. Cleaning up all the mess we made.” Julia looking at the couple with a bonding smile. They needed nothing else.

      Two cappuccinos later, they could hear a commotion stirring inside the grand hall, just inside from the pool area. Furniture screeching, voices ordering directions. Both women looked at each other and smiled. Julia mouthed the words “it’s time”. Anna gave a gentle nod and lit one last cigarette.

      “Come on, baby princess. That’s them getting your graduation celebration ready.” Anna patted his inner thigh, noticing they had removed his cage.

      They all stood up and walked toward the noise. Entering the building, Princess’s eyes struggled to see anything. It was darker than he remembered. As his vision adjusted to the reduced light, he could see there were chairs all formed in a circle. In the center were a king-size bed and a love chair. It looked completely out of place in the middle of a lobby.

      “My Goddess, what’s going on? I’m confused.” Princess said, feeling nervous about the unknown.

      “Oh, relax princess. You’re going to remember today for the rest of your life.” Came from Anna’s friend Julia.

      Slowly people shuffled into the seats. Close to a dozen women sat in the front row and the men dressed in panties filled the outer seats, with and without girly tops.

      “Come on baby girl, it’s showtime,” Anna said as she grabbed his cock and pulled him into the center where the bed and loveseat sat.

      She pushed him into the love seat and removed the little clothing she had on. The men clapped as she revealed everything. They played a drum roll on the house speakers as all eyes turned to the princess. No. They were not looking at the princess. They were all looking beyond princess. Someone approached from behind him, tapped his shoulder, and said, “I’m so proud of you princess. “

      It was a voice he recognized. Before he could turn around, Jerome walked in front of him and gave him a salute. The man had no clothes on. The man was built. Built like a brick house. Every woman looked on with delightful envy. They all knew they would have their turn with him soon enough.

      Now that princess could see this man in broad daylight, he appreciated his natural beauty. Jerome looked like a Greek God. He was the epitome of an Alpha male. His dick was easily eight inches without being hard. Princess could only imagine what it would grow to. And grow it did.

      Anna wasted no time. She put Jerome’s cock in her hand as they walked together over to princess.

      “You see this. This is a real man’s cock. Stand up. Show everyone what I’ve had to deal with for so many years.” Anna was completely sober and unimpaired. Her voice was loud and forceful.

      Princess stood up. She pulled his thong so hard; it snapped off. She grabbed his cock with her other hand.

      “This is fucking pathetic. Look at it. What do you think, ladies?”

      All the women started chanting “loser, loser, loser, loser”

      This was too much to take in at once. His dick remained soft as Anna stroked Jerome’s making their size differential even more.

      “Sit down, shut the fuck up and watch your Goddess get fucked by a real God.”

      She pushed him back into his chair, then dropped. Princess was instantly oblivious to the spectators. His hand was on his cock before her knees hit the ground.

      She wasted no time. Jerome’s cock was so big, she had to shuffle back before launching his cock into her mouth. Easily 10 inches of man slithered in and out between her lips. Jerome looked at princess and yelled, “Tell me you’re grateful. Say thank you, Jerome. SAY IT!”

      Princess responded like he was in a church choir chant. With enthusiasm and pride, he thanked Jerome loud and clear.

      Jerome placed his two gigantic hands behind Anna’s head and drove her mouth towards his cock. She choked. Her gag reflex was exercised many times recently, but this was something very new.

      Princess could not stop stroking his own cock. He no longer cared about anyone but his Goddess. She had worked herself into a frenzy, trying to get this supreme bull fully erect. Every part of her body moving with one sole goal in mind. This beautiful man needed to fuck her till she was no longer capable of fucking. She had never been there. Jerome was the man.

      The men sitting at the back began standing up to see over the women. Unaware of his surroundings, princess failed to see several women had now spread their legs and were satisfying themselves as they watched the man that would fuck them too.

      In a fit of uncontrollable sexuality, princess wanted to see more. He wanted his Goddess to be in a rapture with this gorgeous man. Jerome was wonderful. Without thought, he shouted, “I love you, Anna.”

      Jerome grabbed a clump of Anna’s hair and pulled her head back. The room went silent. Anna looked up to Jerome as a completely submissive woman willing to do anything to please her bull. He shrugged towards princess, looked back to Anna, and asked her, “Did you hear what he called you? He called you Anna!”

      “YOU CALLED ME WHAT?” Anna stopped everything, stood up, and walked towards princess. His heart was racing with fear and adrenaline.

      “You have crossed a line that I will no longer tolerate. Do. You. Under. Stand? I SAID DO YOU FUCKING UNDERSTAND ME?”

      “Y Y Y Y Yes m m m my G G G G God God Goddess.” Princess felt like he couldn’t breathe.

      Anna shook her head in disgust, placed both hands on her hips, and walked back to Jerome. She stood silently, staring at the ground, continuing to shake her head. Finally, she looked up with a complete resolution in her gaze.

      “Fine. You caused this to yourself, princess. I am going to end this now. Get your little dick over here.” She paused again for dramatic effect, then changed to a seductive and sensual tone. “I have a delightful surprise for you, my little princess.”
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      The room remained quiet. Princess took baby steps towards his Goddess, using both hands to cover his cock. He had suddenly realized the spectators glaring. He could not make eye contact with anyone remaining focused on the floor in front of him.

      “Y Y Yes, my G Goddess?”

      Anna firmly grabbed his chin and whipped his head to look in her direction.

      “I AM YOUR GODDESS. YOU ARE MY LITTE TEENIE TINY PEE WEE CUCKOLD. YOU WILL ALWAYS BE MY CUCKY. YOU WILL DO ANYTHING AND EVERYTHING I ASK. Isn’t that right, baby girl?” Anna strained her hand to force his head up and down, regardless of what he would say.

      “Yes, that’s right, princess. Now here, give me your hand.”

      Princess extended his right hand, not understanding what was about to come next.

      “Good little girl. Now here, hold this, and hold your own cock and tell me USING YOUR WORDS little girl. Tell me your cock is a joke.” Anna had captivated the attention of every person in the room.

      She slowly lowered princess’s right hand and placed it over Jerome’s cock.

      Jerome squealed, “Ah, that’s cold,” to offer some levity to the dark situation unfolding. A few chuckles could be heard from the back.

      Anna got up close to princess’s ear and spoke in her masterfully sexy voice.

      “You like that, don’t you princess? You like how his big hard cock feels. Yours is a joke, isn’t it?”

      Princess nodded when he was suddenly greeted with a firm smack across his face.

      “I SAID I WANT TO HEAR YOU SAY IT.” Julia was so proud of Anna as she watched her performance.

      “My cock is a joke.” Princess was slowly breaking. He could feel the last morsel of his old self evaporating.

      “Very good. Now, because of you, Jerome is not so hard anymore. My arms are tired. I need you to use your hands. Yes, that’s right, little princess. I want you to get him hard so he can fuck me proper,”

      Princess could no longer look into his wife’s eyes. He was ashamed of what he had become.

      “STROKE IT!” Anna screamed.

      The women all chanted, “stroke, stroke, stroke, stroke”

      Princess could not resist this amazing woman anymore. He began moving his hand back and forth over Jerome’s cock. He could feel it getting firmer and larger with every stroke. Anna continued to whisper into his ear.

      “You like that, don’t you, little princess? Do you like being my little slut boy? My little pussy? Ooooh, look at that.” Anna leaned back and shouted to everyone. “My little princess is getting hard while he strokes my bull. Isn’t that so cute?”

      Every fiber of his being wanted to stop. He wanted to explain to his wife that this other man’s cock did not arouse him. It aroused him that his Goddess could be so ruthless, vile, humiliating, and degrading. She was wonderful. His mind stopped caring. If it made her happy, he wanted more. She was the best thing to ever come into his life.

      Anna abruptly pushed princess away and pointed for him to return to his chair. She plunged her tongue deep into Jerome’s mouth. His hands explored every inch of this sexy woman’s body. This was one of the few cuckoldress’s that Jerome saw as a pleasure, not a job.

      He cradled her entire body in one motion, lowering her to the bed that lay in the middle of the room. Anna did not need any direction. Her legs spread open, her back arched, all in anticipation of his entry. He grabbed the inside of her thighs and licked her clit. Over and over and over. She had enough teasing. She wanted his rod. Pushing his head out from between her legs, she said “fuck me”.

      Without saying a word, Jerome was only semi-hard. Looking straight at her, his only words were “you know what to do.”

      Anna sat up, lifted her hand, and curled her index finger back and forth to the princess. He was being asked to approach the bed one more time. He went to kneel between her legs, at which point Jerome smacked him hard on the head.

      “Princess, come here,” Anna called him to the top of the bed. She slipped her tongue deep into his mouth, swirling it around. Then, pulling back, she looked deep into his eyes.

      “Princess, your Goddess needs fucked. He is going soft.” She pointed to the foot of the bed where Jerome stood.

      “Come, let’s do this together. We’ll have fun and it would mean so much to me.” Her voice was silky soft.

      She turned herself around and got on her knees. She looked at princess and again promoted him to come. He knew what she would ask of him went against everything.

      “Princess, I am your Goddess. What your Goddess wants, your Goddess gets. I need to see you do this, little girl. I need to know I can get you to do anything. Now move and let’s do this together.”

      Princess slowly moved to the foot of the bed, joining his wife. She had already started when he arrived. She turned to him, held Jerome’s cock in her hand.

      “Here, princess. Suck his cock. I neeeeeeed you to suck his cock. It will make me so happy to know you’re helping me get him hard. It’s almost like having sex with you. So here, suck it.” She looked at him, her face angelic.

      “I I I d d d don’t want t t to.”

      “I know you don’t. But I want you to. And that’s the only thing that matters, so suck it, baby girl. Suck it real nice.”

      Princess closed his eyes and sucked.

      “Oh, what a good little girl you are for your Goddess.” She said into his ear as Jerome shoveled his dick deeper into the back of his throat.

      Anna moved her hand under princess and stroked his cock. It was unsurprisingly rock hard. She had seen enough.

      “Okay princess, your Goddess thanks you. Now go back to the couch and watch.”

      As princess got off the bed, the crowd cheered him on. Thinking how ashamed he was, he could not help feeling proud that he had crossed that last bridge. He was now officially owned.

      All the men in the audience dispersed after princess sat down. The front row women were in awe at the male specimen remaining with his Goddess. Jerome relentlessly went deeper and deeper into Miss Anna. He was indeed the local superhero to all the women. Julia sat beside princess to watch.

      “You were a good little cuckold, princess. You did Miss Anna proudly. I know what she’s feeling right now and believe me, nothing feels any better.” Julia said as she got comfortable.

      “You mean you’ve been with Jerome too?” Princess asked naively.

      “Oh yes. Many, many times. All the women here have been or will be with him, eventually. He is the supreme Alpha. But no, I mean, she will be feeling so happy about you. You have made her happier than Jerome could ever do.”

      “How so?”

      “Because now Miss Anna knows she can fuck anyone she wants, get you to do whatever she wants, and you’ll love her even more if she does.” She giggled. “She now knows you both can live the lives you’ve both always wanted.”

      Princess turned to Julia.

      “Miss Julia, you’re wonderful. I’m so glad you came into our lives.”
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      Heather scrambled into the gym with a full minute to spare. She felt fat and frumpy. All the women looked so fit already. ‘I mean, what are they doing here? They don’t need this class.’ She thought to herself.

      She grabbed the last yoga mat available towards the back of the room. The music came on blaring with a ridiculously beautiful woman at the front posing as the instructor. Heather could not believe she was doing this. How could she let herself go this far? She was at least 10 pounds overweight. No wonder her husband no longer seemed to be interested in her. He was always too busy with work or sleeping.

      She needed to make herself feel better, more confident. Maybe this class would help get her back in shape. The dancing around was way more aggressive than the guide said it would be. This was to be a beginner’s class.

      She glanced at the clock when she was sure the class would be ending. There was still a full 20 minutes to go. Sweat was pouring out every part of her body. She was losing her breath, which surprised her. She had quit smoking almost six years earlier. This had to be the wrong classroom. Was she the only person suffering this much?

      Looking around the room, Heather realized all the women were hurting. Many were in worse shape than herself. Everyone except one. The woman on the mat behind her.

      As the class ended, Heather grabbed her towel and dried off the sweat when the woman from behind approached her.

      “Hello. I couldn’t help but notice you kept turning behind to look at me. Was I making too much noise,” the woman said.

      Heather felt a little embarrassed at how obvious her glare must have been.

      “Oh, no. I just noticed you’re the only woman in this class that looks like you’ve got things together. I don’t know, you just look so… happy.”

      The woman smiled and extended her hand.

      “Well, thank you. My name’s Anna, what’s yours?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Let Me Know What You Thought

          

        

      

    

    
      Thank you so much for your support. Please feel free to send me an email if you have any questions or stories you’d like me to share: cuckoopublishing@gmail.com

      

      Finally, if you could do me a huge favour and rate this book at the retailer you purchased it from. Even better, leave a comment (good or bad). It helps more than you know.

      

      Thanks again.

      

      Hugs and kisses

      

      A. xo
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      Allora Sinclair is a happily married 40 year old mom. She and her loving cuckold husband Dave (davie) have been in a cuckold marriage for over seven years and she has now decided to start documenting their journey. If Allora is not found at her computer, or out shopping for a new pair of shoes, she is usually found in the caring arms of davie or embraced in ecstasy with one of her favorite bulls. She has done a series of non-fiction books to help couples navigate their way through the heavily distorted life of being a cuckold couple. She is now working on a series of fiction books that are loosely based on some of their real-life adventures. This story is admittedly a stretch.
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