
        Post "The Reluctant Cuckold and His Defiant Wife - Part 1" by "Becca Bellamy" from Patreon

        Sean was not a jealous man, nor was he prone to worry with regards to his wife's faithfulness. He hadn't been that way with the two other serious relationships he’d had before meeting Mia, either.
The unfamiliar sense of worry had been triggered by the discovery of a lingerie set that looked different than anything Sean had ever seen on his wife. Mia tended to favor soft, loose, feminine lingerie like baby dolls and camisoles, though she really only wore lingerie for special occasions like his birthday or their anniversary. Every so often she'd have a few drinks at a party and change into something sexy when they got home.
The lingerie set in question was corset-like, though the material was mostly see through with the exception of several lines that ran vertically up the corset and were made of something fairly stiff while being wrapped in dark satin. The corset had attached garters and came with a pair of panties and black stockings with lace tops.
Now, the appearance of lingerie - even lingerie vastly different from Mia's typical style - was not, on its own, a reason to worry. What worried Sean was that a month passed and not once did she wear the lingerie. It did, however, move from box he'd originally found it in. Sean couldn't be certain, but he thought it had been washed before being transferred to the back of Mia's underwear drawer, almost as if she was hiding it.
Sean felt bad for looking through his wife's underwear drawer in search of the lingerie, but the worry had gotten the best of him. He said nothing to her about it, though, for he had no interest in starting a fight when there was no need to do so.
What spurred Sean into drastic action was the smallest of clues. Mia had gone out with her friends on a Saturday afternoon. Sean found himself in the bedroom and saw that her underwear drawer had been left open just a crack. He walked over and opened it all the way. He searched for the lingerie. It was nowhere to be found.
Sean told himself that Mia had just moved it somewhere else, perhaps because she intended to wear it for him that night. He embarked on a search of its potential locations but it was nowhere to be found.
Then the paranoia took over. Despite his best efforts to come up with a perfectly understandable reason why Mia's lingerie was no longer in the house, Sean couldn't find any. Instead, his mind wandered to the rather obvious conclusion that she was cheating on him, that she'd bought the lingerie for another man, that she was wearing it for that other man in that moment.
Sean panicked for a moment and then his body and mind went still as an idea occurred to him. He could track Mia's phone. She could track his as well, but she'd have no reason to do so in that moment.
He'd never tracked her phone before. He was not a jealous man, after all. He did so in that moment, though. He found her - or her phone, at least - in a neighborhood five miles from their own. He knew the area. It was a higher end neighborhood than where they lived. Houses cost twice what they'd paid for theirs.
Sean stared at his screen for a few minutes to make sure that Mia wasn't simply traveling to another location. Then he grabbed his wallet and keys, got in his car, and drove to her location.
He parked down the street and walked the rest of the way. He came to a property with a long, curved driveway and a beautiful white colonial-style house set on a hill. He estimated that the house cost 3-4 times what they'd paid. Such calculations were commonplace for a real estate agent, especially one like Sean that had long tried to get a listing in the neighborhood he now stood in.
Sean confirmed that there was no other possible location for his wife's phone, took a deep breath, and walked up the driveway. It wasn't until he was halfway up that he saw his wife's Mazda parked next to a black Mercedes-Benz.
Sean stopped. His heart was pounding, and not because of the long walk up the driveway. His wife was in the house and she was almost certainly having sex with another man. A more successful man, which probably shouldn't have bothered Sean, but it most certainly did.
He took yet another deep breath and soldiered on. Sean climbed the three steps to the front porch and raised his hand to knock on the door. Only then did it occur to him that he should come up with a plan of some sort. Was he just going to push into the house, punch whoever Mia was having an affair with, and drag her out? That seemed insane.
He considered simply waiting by her car. He had a key on his key ring and could let himself in. He considered walking back down to his car and blocking the driveway with it, effectively forcing a confrontation with Mia whenever she finished the dirty business she was engaged in.
Then Sean heard a moan. He froze. He stopped breathing. He gripped his phone tightly. He listened. He heard a bird chirping in the yard. He heard a faint breeze blow through the massive oak tree growing in front of the house.
Then he heard the moan again. It sounded close. There were several windows that looked out onto the porch. Sean inched towards them. He pressed his back against the wall, took a deep breath, and leaned just close enough to look into what seemed to be a living room. There was a fireplace, a TV mounted on the wall, two bookcases stuffed with books, an armchair, a loveseat, and a couch. It was a spacious room and Sean was impressed with the decor - he very much liked what struck him as high end New England beach vibes - right up until he saw his wife.
Mia was sitting in another man's lap. Sean could see her back. She was wearing the corset. Her hair had been pulled up into a bun when she'd left the house, but now it was down and wavy and it was clear that she'd gone to some effort to style it before pulling it into that bun to hide it from Sean.
Mia was moving her hips back and forth in the other man's lap. His hands moved up her back and one traveled into her hair as the other moved to her ass. She leaned down and kissed him. Her ass was suddenly in view. She was wearing the panties. The garters were attached to the stockings. The clothing she'd left the house in must have been strewn somewhere in this man's house, though Sean was too preoccupied with his wife's infidelity to spare even a moment to look through the window for her clothes.
Sean put aside the idea of coming up with a plan. He was going to slam on the door and punch the man that answered. He was going to express his rage. He was going to scream at his wife and tell her that their marriage was over.
Then Mia got up off his lap and dropped to her knees in front of him. She took his shoes off, undid his belt, and helped him out of his pants and underwear. She took his cock in her hand and leaned forward. She kisses his thighs half a dozen times and then took the head of his cock in her mouth.
At least that's what it looked like. Sean could only see the back of his wife's head, which was moving up and down in the way a woman's head tended to move up and down when she was giving a blowjob.
Sean didn't get blowjobs from his wife. Sean had, in fact, never received a blowjob from his wife. She'd been clear from very early on in their relationship that she hated giving blowjobs, that she found them dirty and unpleasant. Those were her exact words, in fact.
For some reason, watching Mia give a blowjob had frozen Sean in place outside as he peered through the window with one eye, showing as little of his face as possible.
He wondered if there was a reason she was giving this guy a blowjob. Did she owe him money? Was he blackmailing her for some reason? Was she in trouble and just hadn't bothered telling Sean?
The thing he didn't want to consider was that Mia didn't hate giving blowjobs, or that she had hated it and had somehow discovered an enjoyment of having a cock in her mouth.
Sean watched his wife's head bob up and down in another man's lap and he didn't move an inch. He was barely breathing. He was just staring with one eye at her dark hair, at the back of the corset, at her ass, at her red-bottomed high heels, which were a detail he hadn't noticed before. As far as he knew, she didn't own heels like that.
Sean wasn't sure how much time had passed before the blowjob came to an end. It did, though, and Mia stood and helped the guy out of his shirt, leaving him naked on his couch. She moved to get into his lap, but he stopped her and spun her around.
Sean leaned away and hoped his wife hadn't seen him. The guy hadn't bothered looking at anything other than the beautiful woman sucking his cock, but Mia had looked right out the window as the guy spun her around. Sean's heart pounded right up until he realized that he had a right to be there. At least he sort of did. It was his wife inside, after all.
Then he heard a moan. This one was different. This was louder. This was the moan of a woman having sex. Sean was certain of it.
He pressed his ear against the house in the hope that it would amplify the moans coming from inside. It didn't. Of course it didn't. He could still hear the moans, though. Mia was having sex. She was having sex with another man. She was no more than thirty feet from him and she was having sex with someone else.
For some reason, Sean didn't slam his fist on the front door to let them know he was there. Instead, he held his breath and inched towards the window. He got just close enough to peer inside with one eye.
Mia was on her hands and knees facing the window. Her eyes were closed. The guy was on his knees behind her. They were having doggystyle sex on the living room floor.
Mia didn't like doggystyle sex. At least that's what she told Sean. She'd said she hated it. They'd never had doggystyle sex because she didn't like it. Now she was getting fucked from behind and by the looks of it she liked it. In fact, Sean would have guessed that she loved it based on how she was moaning and how her face looked as she took the guy's cock from behind.
Then Mia opened her eyes. She looked right at Sean, or at least it seemed like she looked into the one eye he'd revealed to get a look through the window. He leaned back and pressed himself against the house. Again his heart pounded.
The moaning stopped. Sean held his breath. He heard footsteps. He heard heels against hardwood. They were approaching the door.
Sean considered running before he remembered that he wasn't spying on a couple. It was his wife in the house. It was his wife breaking her vows.
Sean stared at the door as the footsteps approached. He heard the dead bolt slide out of the locked position. He figured the door handle would turn, that the door would open, that his tearful wife would come out and apologize for having cheated on him and swear that she would do whatever it took to make up for the damage she'd caused.
None of that happened, though. Instead, Sean heard Mia walk away from the door. The moaning resumed just a handful of seconds later.
Had she locked the door to prevent him from coming in? She'd only seen half his face, so perhaps she'd figured he was a peeping Tom and had simply locked the door to keep him out. Why wouldn't they have closed the curtains if that was the case, though? Why were they still fucking?
Curiosity pulled Sean towards the door. He reached out and twisted the handle. He applied gentle pressure and the door opened just a crack. Suddenly the moaning was a great deal louder. He could hear the sounds of sex, too. More accurately, Sean could hear the sounds of his wife having doggystyle sex, which was a position she'd sworn she hated. Her moans made it seem like she loved it, though.
Sean stepped into the house and gently shut the door behind him. He slipped out of his shoes, though it felt pointless.
"Fuck me harder, Robert," Mia said with intense lust in her voice. "Pound my pussy!"
Sean held his breath. His wife had never uttered 'pound my pussy' to him. Not once in the ten years they'd been together.
"Harder!" she said. "Pound my tight little cunt. Stretch me out with that big dick of yours!"
Sean looked down as he felt a terrifying sensation between his legs. It couldn't be arousal. It wasn't possible. It was something else. It had to be some kind of jealousy that had transformed into a primal desire to take his wife from the man inside her and reclaim her.
To Sean's right was what looked like a home office with a lovely set of windows overlooking the driveway. Straight ahead was a short hallway with a set of stairs on the right and what he assumed was the entrance to the living room on the left.
Sean walked towards the living room. His steps were slow and deliberate. He couldn't escape the sounds of sex. He pictured his wife on her hands and knees with another man - Robert, apparently - fucking her from behind. The jealousy roiling in his loins got stronger with every step.
Then Sean stood in the doorway to the living room. Robert - who looked to be in his early 40s - was naked with his hands on Mia's hips. She wore her lingerie, her stockings, and her heels. She had on a pair of gold hoop earrings as well. Robert's thrusts were deep and when he pulled out it seemed rather obvious that his cock was, in fact, quite large, that Mia wasn't just boosting his ego when she demanded that he stretch her with his big dick.
Mia turned and looked at Sean. She smiled defiantly. She'd known it was him outside. She'd known it was her husband she was unlocking the door for. She'd known and she clearly didn't give a damn.
"Hey, honey," she said.
Sean didn't say a word and Robert didn't bother looking his way. He wouldn't offer Sean the courtesy of acknowledging his existence. Instead, he went right on fucking her and doing so without a condom, which Sean had just noticed.
"Did you track my phone?" she asked.
He nodded.
"I'm surprised it took you so long to figure out that I was fucking someone else."
Sean wasn't sure what to say. This was not how he imagined Mia would react to his discovery of her infidelity. He figured there would be tears and apologies. He figured he'd have been angrier, too, but for some reason Sean was mostly dumbfounded. Well, there was the jealousy-fueled arousal, too, which seemed to continue growing despite his desire that it would fade away completely.
"Why...why are you doing this, Mia?" he asked.
She smiled. "Can't you see why? Because Robert's better than you, sweetie. He's got a bigger house in a better neighborhood. He drives a better car. He's got a bigger dick. He fucks me better. He makes me cum so much harder than you do. He fucks me like a man is supposed to fuck a woman. He makes me feel things that you've never made me feel."
The jealousy had left Sean's cock hard as a rock and he tried his best to hide it.
"Mia, please, stop," he said.
She laughed and then closed her eyes and let out a long, low moan. "Fuck, Robert, baby, you fuck me so good. I'm close. I'm so close to cumming on your gorgeous cock."
"Mia!"
She looked at Sean and moaned. Her lips curled into a smile. "Feel free to stop him," she said. "Otherwise, he's going to fuck me until he's emptied his balls into my married cunt."
Sean's legs trembled for a moment. He looked down and saw the rather obvious bulge in his pants. He was thoroughly embarrassed. There was no way to explain that it wasn't her cheating that had aroused him. What kind of man would be aroused by that? No, Sean was simply aroused because her cheating had triggered some sort of primal thing inside him.
Of course, if that were true he probably wouldn't just be standing there and watching. He'd have punched Robert. He'd have forcibly pulled the other man from Mia's pussy.
No. No. Sean wasn't the kind of man that just watched someone else fuck his wife and got turned on doing it. He was just in shock. That had to be it.
"I don't mind if you want to masturbate," Mia said.
Sean could hardly believe she was talking to him, but she was. She was looking right at him.
"It's okay. You're clearly the kind of man that gets turned on at watching someone else fuck his wife. I think they call you a cuckold, Sean. So be a cuckold and pull your dick out. Masturbate while you watch Robert cum in your wife's pussy. Stroke your dick while you watch a far superior man make me cum all over his cock before he buries himself inside me and empties his big balls."
Why did Sean want so badly to masturbate? He wasn't a cuckold. Mia couldn't be right about that. He wanted to do as she'd suggested, though. He wanted to unzip his pants, pull out his cock, and jerk off.
"Mia, baby, I'm close," Robert said. His voice was deep. Deeper than Sean expected. For some reason that deep voice made Sean feel like a little less of a man.
"Cum in me," Mia replied. "Cum in my pussy while my husband watches."
Robert looked at Sean and smiled. The pleasure was all over his face. It couldn't have been more obvious. "I love cumming in your wife's pussy," he said.
Then he turned towards Mia once more and came inside her. His body trembled. His grunts and groans reverberated around the living room. He'd lost himself in the primal joy of cumming inside a woman. There was something genuinely animalistic about his climax, so much so that Sean momentarily missed out on his wife's orgasm.
Soon enough Mia was the focus of his attention, though, as she lowered her head to the floor and climaxed. Her toes curled against the rug that covered most of the living room floor. Her moans were much higher-pitched than Robert's, but they were undeniably beautiful. Sean noted that they were different than when she came with his cock inside her. Much different, in fact. It made him wonder if she was really cumming when they had sex or if she was simply faking it for his benefit.
Eventually Mia moved back to her hands and knees and then Robert wrapped an arm around her stomach and lifted her until her body was upright. Mia turned her head and they kissed as his cock slipped out of her. Cum dripped onto the rug, but Robert didn't seem to give a damn.
After the kiss he stood, looked at Sean for a moment, and walked away.
Mia stood too. Sean worried that she would just walk away, but instead she approached him. Without saying a word she unzipped his pants and freed his erection. Her fingers wrapped around it and she stroked him.
"Mia..."
"Quiet," she said.
Every stroke was pure bliss. Sean quickly realized that he'd been a great deal more turned on than he was willing to admit as a handjob had never felt as pleasurable as it did in that moment.
Then Mia released his cock and pushed four fingers into her pussy. They emerged covered in Robert's cum. Sean watched her hand approach his cock like it was happening in slow motion. He remained still and his heart rate exploded.
Then her cum-covered fingers were around his cock. She stroked him furiously. He made a token effort to back away, but she tightened her grip. Sean felt his legs trembling.
He came as Mia held out her other hand and caught his load. She stroked him delicately, stimulating the head and sending wave after wave of rather intense pleasure through his body.
Once he was finished, Mia rubbed her hand - the cum-filled one - all over his shirt, spreading his seed everywhere. Sean was too caught up in the aftermath of a tremendous orgasm to do much about it, though, so he just stood there and took it.
"You're a cuckold, Sean," she said. "You're obviously a cuckold. That orgasm you just had proves it."
He shook his head and Mia smiled.
"You're going home now. I'm going to take a shower with Robert. I'll suck his cock in the shower. When we get out, he'll take me to his bed. He'll put me on my back. He'll pound me in missionary until he cums inside me again. I'll cum on his cock once or twice and when he unloads I'll feel a kind of bliss I've never felt with you. If you're lucky I'll give you another handjob when I get home."
She was so certain he'd be there when she got home, that he wouldn't just move out immediately. She was so certain he was a cuckold. She was so certain he'd just accept that she was cheating, that she had no plans to stop.
Mia tucked Sean's cock back into his pants, took his hand, and led him to the front door. She opened it up and literally pushed him out. She slammed the door and locked it.
Sean heard her footsteps walking away. She was going to do everything she said. Of course she was.
The only question was whether he'd do what she said. Would he go home? Would he wait for her? Would he accept a handjob when she got home?
Was he the cuckold she said he was?
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Sean felt like a broken man as he trudged down Robert's driveway. He'd just watched his wife have sex with another man. He'd watched that man cum inside her. He'd done absolutely nothing to stop it, even when Mia had challenged him to do so. Even worse, Sean had accepted a handjob afterwards and had cum remarkably hard. That cum was now smeared all over his shirt and Mia was still in the house. In fact, if she was true to her word, she likely had Robert's cock in her mouth as she showered with him.
Sean didn't feel like a broken man. He was a broken man. What made it so painful, though, was that he'd allowed himself to be broken. He'd stood there like some pathetic cuck while Robert took his wife from behind and then came inside her.
As he neared Robert's mailbox Sean was overcome with anger. He reached back and punched the metal box, denting it and causing an intense surge of pain in his hand that rushed up his arm. He shook his hand and flexed his fingers to make sure he hadn't broken anything. Then he smiled at the dent in the mailbox, lifted his foot, and kicked it.
Sean was tempted to try and tear the box out of the ground, but it all felt so pointless. Doing so wouldn't un-fuck Mia. It wouldn't bring her back to him. It wouldn't change anything. So Sean got into his car, gripped the steering wheel, and screamed as loud as he'd ever screamed. He screamed so loud and so long that his throat hurt when he was finished.
Then he drove home. He drove recklessly, of course, but he got there without incident. He immediately threw his shirt in the trash - the cum would wash out, but the sense of shame never would - and got in the shower. Sean cleaned himself up, put on a fresh set of clothes, and headed to a bar.
He had no intention of getting drunk, though. Instead, Sean intended on fucking someone. He was going to have a drink or two and see if he could charm a woman into making an impulsive decision.
Two hours later, Sean felt far worse about himself than he'd felt upon entering the bar. He'd struck out and he'd struck out badly. He'd bought drinks for half a dozen women and flirted with another half dozen on top of that and not one had expressed even a hint of desire. He hadn't come close to indulging in a revenge fuck.
For the briefest moment Sean considered hiring an escort. That would be the single most pathetic thing he could have done, though, so he tossed that idea away and got behind the wheel of his car feeling as low as he'd ever felt. His only choice was to go home.
Mia's car was in the driveway. Sean parked next to it and promptly dug his key into her car and dragged it over both doors, leaving a lovely scratch. He smiled and then immediately felt stupid and petty for having done so.
Sean closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and headed into the house. He called for Mia, but she didn't answer. He found her in bed. She had on a white satin robe. Her legs looked long and smooth and impossibly sexy, though Sean shook that notion from his head and focused instead on the anger he felt.
"Why didn't you answer me when I called?" he asked.
Mia didn't even look up from her phone.
"Mia? What the fuck?"
She set her phone aside. "Why yes, I had a lovely afternoon, Sean, thank you for asking. I thoroughly enjoyed sucking Robert's cock in the shower - I even let him fuck my face a little - and then he took me to his bed and fucked me long and hard. I had three orgasms, as it turned out, and then he pumped his second load of the day deep into my married pussy while I told him that he was a far superior lover to my husband."
Sean was incensed. How could she be so cruel?
Mia swung her legs over the edge of the bed and untied her robe. It fell open and her breasts looked soft and perfect when framed by the white satin. She spread her legs slowly and Sean found himself staring between them.
"There's one thing I haven't done," she said. "Though I suppose I didn't promise another handjob. Instead, I said you'd be lucky if I gave you one, didn't I?"
Sean nodded without thinking about it and then dragged his gaze away from her pussy. It was embarrassing to stare at it like he wanted it. He didn't want it. Of course he didn't. His wife was a cheating whore. He wanted nothing to do with her.
"Come here, Sean."
"No."
Mia smiled and spread her legs a little wider. Sean gazed between them again. "I was surprised that you weren't home when I got here. Where did you go, Sean?"
"Out."
She cupped one of her breasts and Sean watched her squeeze the soft flesh. His cock stirred and he fought of an urge to rush into the room and replace her hand with his.
"You look awfully good," she said. "It seems like you put some effort into looking good, in fact. Were you hoping to impress someone, Sean?"
He looked away.
"Ah, I see. And did you succeed? Did you get what you wanted?"
He shook his head. It felt pathetic to admit it, but it would be even more pathetic to lie and say that he'd managed to fuck someone. There was little chance Mia would have believed the lie, after all.
"I fucked Robert the first day I met him," Mia said. "We met at the country club. The one you can't afford a membership to. I was there for lunch with Sarah and a few other friends. Robert introduced himself after we'd finished lunch and asked if he could buy me a drink. I said yes. A few hours later I was riding his cock in his car. Not long after that I was cumming on his cock in his car. Then I took him in my mouth, made him cum, and swallowed every drop."
Sean was oddly mesmerized by his wife's story and horrified at his inability to walk away. He tried his best to ignore the stirring of arousal he felt.
"Speechless, sweetie? I don't blame you. I wasn't myself that day. I think that's what I liked about it, though. I'm not the kind of woman that fucks a man she just met and I'm definitely not the kind of woman that fucks that man in his car. Except, I clearly am that kind of woman. Or I became that kind of woman when I met Robert. I don't know what the truth is. I just know that I like the woman I am when I'm with him. I like how free I feel. I like how good it feels to fuck him. I like that he's so into me, Sean. I like that he could fuck me every day - multiple times a day, really - if I let him."
Mia grasped both of her breasts, closed her eyes, and moaned. Sean felt his body trying to pull him into the room and towards his wife, but he refused, grabbing the door frame to keep himself still.
"Come here, Sean," she said softly.
He broke. He stepped into the room. He approached the bed. Mia smiled and Sean's anger melted a little. It shouldn't have. She was just so beautiful.
Once he was close enough, she reached out and stroked him through his slacks. She got him hard. She took one of his hands and placed it on her breast. He touched her as he so desperately desired and she moaned for him.
"You tried to fuck someone, didn't you?" Mia asked as she unzipped his pants.
Sean nodded and watched his wife free his cock.
"And you found out that you're not nearly as desirable as you think are, didn't you?"
She stroked his cock as he grappled with the painful truth she'd made so clear. Sean nodded. It was pointless to try and deny it.
"It's a funny thing. Women rightfully complain about how unfair it can feel to have men overlook you simply because you've reached a certain age, but there's a version of that with men, too. Robert's more attractive than you because he's more successful, because that success has imbued him with limitless confidence. You're not unsuccessful, of course, but he puts you to shame, Sean."
Sean's dick was a great deal harder than it should have been.
"Had Robert ended up at whatever bar you were at tonight, he would have succeeded where you failed because his qualities can attract a woman in her thirties or forties and do so with ease. You can't do that, Sean. You have to work a great deal harder for it, and even then you're always going to lose to a man like Robert because he has so much of what you don't have."
Sean tried to step back, but Mia tightened her grip on his cock.
"That's why I wanted him that day at the country club," she continued. "That's why my body wanted him. That's why I said yes to his offer of a drink despite being a married woman. I could tell in an instant that Robert was a far more desirable man than you, Sean, and I wanted him. More importantly, I was deeply flattered by the fact that he wanted me. He could have so many women, and he wants me."
"Mia...please..."
"You want me to make you cum, Sean? You want another orgasm?"
He didn't say or do anything.
"I'm afraid you're not yet lucky enough."
Mia released his cock and Sean was stunned at how badly he wanted to feel her fingers wrapped around his shaft once more.
"I'm afraid you'll have to eat my pussy if you want to be worthy of a handjob."
She leaned back and spread her legs fully. Sean looked down at her pussy with the full knowledge that Robert had cum inside her a few hours ago.
"I can't," he said.
"You certainly can. You're a cuck, Sean. You stood there and watched as another man fucked your wife. You're likely a physical match for Robert, so you could have pushed him away. You could have punched him. You could have done any number of things. You didn't do a fucking thing, though. You stood and watched. You let him cum inside me. You let him cum in your wife's pussy, Sean."
To his horror, Sean's cock had somehow gotten harder. The head was bigger. More blood had rushed to his loins to aid in his quest for an orgasm, which he very much desired in that moment.
"Get on your knees, Sean," Mia said. "Eat my pussy. Accept that you're a cuck. Show me that you know what you are. Show me that you like that I've been fucking a better man for months. Show me that you want me to keep fucking Robert. Put your tongue in my pussy and show me that you understand exactly what it means to be my cuck and I'll give you a handjob. Maybe I'll even let you cum on my tits."
Sean stared at her breasts. He couldn't remember the last time he'd cum on her breasts. "Does he cum on your tits?"
She smiled. "He cums wherever he wants to cum, cuck. I give him that pleasure. I do it because it makes me feel so good to make a man like Robert happy. He came on my tits a week ago, actually. It had been a few days since he'd unloaded and he made a mess of them. I thoroughly enjoyed it and he enjoyed the way I fed myself his cum afterwards by scooping it up with my fingers and sucking them clean. I sucked his cock clean, too. He told me it was such a turn on watching me eat his load. Then he fucked me again a half hour later."
Mia took his cock in her hand once more. She stroked him slowly and Sean felt his legs tremble. He was so turned on. He hated it. He hated that Mia had somehow lured him into this state of arousal once more. He hated that he'd struck out in his quest to cheat on her. He hated that he felt so pathetic. He hated that he was seriously considering getting on his knees and licking her pussy.
"Eat my cunt, Sean," she said. "Get on your knees and put your tongue inside me. Accept your fate. Accept that you're a fucking cuck and I'll give you a handjob."
"What if I don't?"
She teased the head of his cock with her thumb and smiled. "Honestly, it doesn't make much of a difference to me. I'm going to keep fucking Robert either way. In fact, now that you know, I won't have to sneak around anymore so I'll be fucking him even more often. I'll be sucking his dick more often. I'll be making him cum more often. I'll spend more nights at his house. I think it might be nice if you could get some pleasure from this, but if you can't accept what you are, if you remain intent on fighting this, well there's nothing I can do about that."
"I'm not...I'm not a cuck."
She slapped his dick and Sean doubled over in pain.
"You are a fucking cuck," she said. "You had a chance to prove you weren't, Sean. You had a chance to take me back from Robert. You could have punched him. You could have shoved him out of the way. You could picked me up, carried me out of his house, and had your way with me in my car or your car. Hell, you could have fucked me right in the grass in front of his house if you were so inclined. You didn't do any of that, though. You stood there and watched as another man fucked your wife and came inside her. You stood there while I jerked you off using his cum as lube. You're a fucking cuck even if you're not willing to admit it."
She was right. It was crushing, but she was right.
"A cuck doesn't have to be miserable, though," she said in a far softer tone. "A cuck can enjoy the fact that his wife fucks another man. A cuck can enjoy licking his wife's pussy after she's been with someone else. A cuck can enjoy a handjob from his wife as he thinks about her having sex with another man. You can be that kind of cuck, Sean, or you can be the kind that gets no pleasure out of his wife's continued enjoyment of another man's superior cock."
"I don't want to be a cuck," he said meekly.
"You don't get to choose, Sean. You are a cuck. You proved it earlier today and I see no reason that you shouldn't prove it again. Now get on your knees, put your tongue in my pussy, and taste me. Eat me out, quite literally. Then I'll jerk you off onto my tits."
Despite some part of his brain shouting at him not to, Sean fell to his knees. He had just a moment to stare at Mia's pussy before she grabbed his head with both hands and pulled his mouth closer.
"Eat my pussy," she instructed. "Put your tongue deep inside me."
Sean's lips were pressed against his wife's pussy. He could have refused. He could have pulled away. He could have remained there without doing anything. She was right, though. He was a cuck. He'd walked in one someone else fucking her and had done nothing. He'd welcomed a handjob using another man's cum as lube. He was a cuck. That's all there was to it.
"That's it, cuck," Mia said as he plunged his tongue inside her.
The taste was evident immediately. It was Robert's cum. There wasn't much of it, but some of it was still in there and now Sean was tasting it. It was on his tongue. He was eating at least a little of another man's cum out of his wife. It couldn't have been more humiliating and Sean felt it with every fiber of his being.
Mia must have been aroused, though, as she began to move his head a little and seemed to generate friction against her clit in the process. It wasn't long before she had an orgasm while Sean did little more than remain on his knees like an object with his tongue buried inside her and bathed in another man's load.
After climaxing, Mia released her grip on Sean's head, leaned back, and smiled like a woman who'd just found her happy place. She remained in that position for a short spell and then leaned forward, kissed him, and slid out of the bed and onto her knees.
"Stand up."
Sean stood and Mia removed her white satin robe and grasped his cock.
"You know, when I get on my knees for Robert, his cock ends up in my mouth. His balls, too, with some frequency. He does love to have his balls sucked on."
Sean moaned. He hated that he moaned, but he couldn't help it. It just came out.
"See, Sean, you're a cuck. I know you don't want to be a cuck, but you are. Even if you left me and found another woman, she'd cuck you eventually. It's inevitable. You're the kind of man that gets cucked. I'm honestly surprised it took me this long to realize that men like Robert are available to me. Now I know it, though, and I'm not willing to settle for having sex with you."
The handjob felt so good. It was painful, in a way, but the physical sensations were blissful.
"Now cum on my tits, cuck. Cum on my tits and then get on your knees and lick your fucking load off of them."
Sean came on his wife's tits. He couldn't help himself. He came so hard. He grunted and groaned and his loins felt like they were immersed in the most intense pleasure he'd ever experienced.
Once he was finished, Mia grabbed his balls and pulled down, forcing Sean to his knees. She took his head in her hands, leaned back, and directed his mouth to her breasts.
"Lick it up, cuck," she said.
Much of the cum ended up on his face, but some of it ended up in his mouth. It was a deeply humiliating experience, though Sean suspected that the humiliation was the point of it.
Mia laughed as she released his head from her grasp and he leaned back. "What a mess. It's like I gave you a facial. How funny."
It wasn't funny to Sean.
"Let's go clean up, cuck."
They walked to the bathroom and cleaned up together. It was the strangest bonding experience they'd ever had as a couple.
The rest of the night passed without either of them saying a word about what had unfolded that day. Sean had an endless list of questions running through his head, but he wasn't ready to ask any of them yet. That time would come, though, and he was fairly certain there would be a reckoning in their marriage. How could there not be?
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"He doesn't want to marry me, you know."
Sean looked up from his book and saw Mia standing in the doorway. Somehow she'd managed to open the slider to the backyard without him hearing, which probably spoke to the book being especially engrossing. She was wearing a skimpy and somewhat shiny black bikini and he couldn't help but note how good her body looked.
"What do you think?" she asked.
He didn't answer. "Who doesn't want to marry you?"
Mia stepped onto the deck and shut the slider. "Robert. He doesn't want to marry me. He just likes fucking me."
Sean hadn't yet found the time - or courage, perhaps - to have a hard conversation with his wife about her infidelity. He was embarrassed that she was the one that was bringing it up and for a moment he found himself thinking that he couldn't blame her for having cheated on him. After all, what kind of man does nothing when he discovers his wife fucking someone else?
Mia sat on a lounge chair and slowly unfurled her body. Sean was grateful for his sunglasses because it allowed him to ogle her without revealing that he couldn't help but feel aroused at the sight of her.
"Maybe you're not worried about that," she said. "About him taking me from you, that is. Maybe you've already decided you'll be divorcing me. I don't know. I just figured that you might want to hear that I won't be leaving you for Robert."
A week had passed since Sean discovered her infidelity, since he'd walked into Robert's house and watched Mia get fucked from behind, since he'd done nothing to stop her.
"How many times have you seen him this week?" he asked.
"Three," she replied. "Not counting the day you watched."
Sean wanted to argue with the notion that he'd watched. It made it sound like he'd done so happily, like he'd been invited and he'd been excited to accept that invitation. It wasn't true. Or it wasn't entirely true. He had watched and he'd sort of been invited in when Mia unlocked Robert's front door. That's why Sean didn't argue with her. He'd lose that argument.
"You fucked him three times this week?" he asked.
"No," she replied. "We fucked on two of those occasions. I gave him a blowjob on the other one. That was in his car, actually. He dropped me off for that work event I went to with you."
Sean looked away. Mia had shown up at the dinner in a striking green satin wrap dress that was somehow both casual an astoundingly sexy. Sean remembered momentarily feeling very lucky because every other man in the room had been jealous of him that night. What they hadn't known - what Sean hadn't known - was that his wife had sucked another man's cock before walking into the event.
"Wait, so you gave Robert a blowjob and then had him drive you to the event?"
She smiled and shook her head. "No, I gave him a blowjob while he drove me to the event. He finished in my mouth right as we pulled into the parking lot. It was my idea. He'd texted asking if I was available and I told him I needed to attend a work event with you. I said I'd be happy to suck him off if he could drive me, though, and I'm sure it won't surprise you to know that he was eager to be my chauffeur."
Sean thought back to the event. He remembered Mia kissing him with surprising vigor when he met her in the lobby. He remembered her tasting a little bit off. He wouldn't have guessed that the taste was another man's cock and cum, though. He probably should have guessed, but it didn't even occur to him.
"So you...you kissed me the way you did because..."
"Because I thought you'd like tasting Robert's cock and cum on my lips."
He was incensed. "Why would you think that?"
"Because you liked it when I gave you a handjob using his cum as lube. Because you liked cleaning your cum off my tits. Because you're a fucking cuck, Sean, and a cuck likes tasting the evidence of his wife's sexual encounters with superior men."
Sean felt the anger rising in him. "I'm not a cuck. I didn't like any of the things you said I liked." That wasn't true, of course, but Sean couldn't bear admitting that Mia was right.
She responded by grasping her breasts in the bikini top. Sean's head whipped around like he was worried someone would see. Their yard backed into a fairly thick forest, though, so the likelihood of a neighbor seeing anything was close to zero.
Mia slipped one hand into her bikini top and the other traveled over her stomach and into her bottoms. She spread her legs a little wider, bit her lower lip playfully, and moaned as she began to masturbate.
"Mia, what are you doing?" Sean asked.
"What if I told you that Robert fucked me today?"
Sean was fairly certain that Mia hadn't left the house that day. He hadn't noticed her open the sliding glass door, though, so anything was possible.
Mia pulled her hand from her bikini and swung her legs over the side of the lounge chair. She smiled at Sean, stood, and sauntered towards him. He stared between her legs and searched for some sign that she'd been fucked. He saw none, though.
Mia straddled Sean in his chair. She rested her crotch against his and then reached back to untie her bikini top. It fell to the deck and her breasts were suddenly in his face as she leaned forward.
"I know you enjoyed sucking your cum of my titties," she whispered. "I know it turned you on to think about Robert decorating them with his cum. I know it thrilled you to think about him marking me with his seed before sending me back to my unknowing husband."
Sean hated that his dick was well on its way to an erection.
"I know that you're a cuck, Sean," she added.
"No, I'm not."
Mia kissed him. He resisted at first, turning his head. Her lips found his again, though, and the moment her tongue moved into his mouth Sean found himself overwhelmed with desire. He grabbed her ass and used his grip to move her crotch over his, generating enough friction to bring him to a full erection.
"I wore this bikini for Robert this week," she said. "He took a day off from work. I put this on. I went over there. We relaxed by his pool, we drank margaritas, we fooled around, we fucked three times. Some of his cum is still in the bikini. It leaked out of me and I haven't washed it yet. Do you want to lick it, cuck?"
"No," Sean replied.
Mia stood and stepped back. She lowered her bikini bottoms and held them up. "Do you want to jerk off with them like a cuck? Do you want to wrap them around your dick and stroke yourself while thinking about Robert fucking me in this bikini? Do you want to cum while you think of me on my hands and knees by his pool with his cock pounding my tight, married cunt while I tell him that he fucks me so much better than my husband?"
"No," Sean insisted.
Mia dropped her bikini bottoms, turned around, and crawled into the lounge chair. She paused on her hands and knees and looked over her shoulder. "Do you want to fuck me like Robert did?"
"Yes."
She laughed and rolled onto her back. "Too bad. A cuck doesn't get to fuck his wife. A cuck gets to watch if he asks nicely. A cuck gets to jerk off with his wife's cum-soaked bikini bottoms. A cuck gets to clean his load off his wife's tits. He doesn't get to fuck her, though."
"Mia, why are you doing this?"
She glanced between his legs. "Because you're hard as a rock, Sean. I'm just trying to show you what you really are. You can keep denying it, but there's really no point to it. You're a cuck. That's just how it goes. Don't fight it. Just be a cuck. Grab those bikini bottoms. Jerk off with them."
Sean closed his eyes and took as deep a breath as he could gather. He let it out slowly. He repeated the process over and over until his erection had gone down. Then he opened his eyes and saw Mia masturbating as she looked at her phone.
The arousal came back instantly. She was so beautiful, she was completely naked, and the fact that she was masturbating in their backyard just made the whole thing so much hotter.
"So you fucked him by his pool. What was the third time you saw him this week?"
"When you stayed late at work. I went to his house for dinner. He grilled steaks. We had dinner on the deck overlooking his pool and then went skinny dipping. He took me to his bedroom and fucked me long and slow afterwards. Usually he cums inside me a few times, but that night he took his time and gave me multiple orgasms before having a huge climax of his own and absolutely flooding my pussy with a torrent of cum."
Sean looked down at the bulge in his pants. He hated it. He hated what it said about him. He detested its existence.
"I feel bad," Mia said.
"You should."
"You can fuck me if you want."
She clearly didn't feel bad in the way Sean thought she meant.
"You'll have to clean up after yourself, though," she added. "But you can fuck me if you'll agree to lick your load up."
"Here?" Sean asked without giving it a second thought.
Mia smiled. She clearly liked that he was considering her offer. He shouldn't have been. He should have been so mad at her that he refused to touch her, let alone fuck her.
"Yes, here," she said. "In missionary. I'll spread my legs. I'll let you have me. I'll kiss you. I could even lie and tell you that it feels good, that it's just as good as when Robert fucks me. You know I'd be lying, but sometimes men don't mind being lied to when they're fucking a woman."
Sean found himself standing without thinking about it. He stripped while knowing full well what he was doing. He was being guided by something other than reason, though. He crawled on top of his wife. He slid inside her. She wrapped her arms around him.
"Sean, baby, that feels so good," she whispered between kisses against his neck. "Your cock feels so good inside me. Fuck me, baby. Fuck my pussy. Make me cum like you always do!"
Sean came inside his wife. It was thoroughly pleasurable, of course, but there was a great wave of embarrassment that came with it, both because her untrue dirty talk had aroused him and because he'd cum so quickly.
"Did that feel good?" she asked softly.
"Yes," he admitted.
"Good. Now clean up your mess."
Sean pulled out, sat back on his knees, and stared at her pussy. A bird loudly chirped in a tree as he watched his cum leak out of her.
"I can't," he said.
"Yes, you can. You've cleaned your load off my tits, Sean, and you can clean it out of my pussy too."
He shook his head.
"If you don't clean up your mess it will be a long, long time before you fuck me again. Maybe you'd actually find pleasure in that - you're a cuck, after all - but if you have any aspirations of having sex with me again, you'll clean up your mess."
For a moment Sean wondered if he should just get up, get dressed, pack a suitcase and leave his wife. For some reason he couldn't, though. He just couldn't. Maybe she was right. Maybe he was a cuck.
He laid down between her legs. He put his tongue inside her. He cleaned her pussy. She had an orgasm while he was doing it, which made Sean a great deal happier than it should have.
When he'd finished, Mia put her bikini bottoms back on and resumed tanning, though she didn't bother putting her top on.
Sean got dressed and sat down, grabbed his book, and resumed reading.
"Oh, before I forget," Mia began, "Robert recommended you to a neighbor of his."
"Recommended me for what?"
"To sell his house. It's the one two doors down from where Robert lives. It will be the biggest commission of your life and I think we both know that if you do a good job it could change your career significantly. You just have to be willing to accept a little help from the man that's been fucking your wife, and of course you'll have to thank Robert personally for the recommendation."
Sean gripped the book so tight his knuckles turned white.
"And if I don't accept his help?"
Mia smiled like she didn't care either way. "Well, you won't get the listing. Your career won't change. You'll continue to make less money than you'd like. You'll continue to live a smaller life than you've dreamed of. You won't have to deal with the embarrassment of accepting help from the man that's been fucking your wife for months, so I suppose it depends on what avoiding that embarrassment is worth to you."
She closed her eyes but the smile remained on her face.
"I can't help but wonder if sex with you would be better if you were as successful as Robert," she said without opening her eyes. "I suppose, too, that you'd have a much easier time finding another woman if you were more successful. I think we both know you'd never find someone as attractive as me if you left me right now, but give it a few years and you might be one of the most successful real estate agents in town. Then you'd have your pick of gorgeous divorcees looking for a second husband."
Sean was astounded at her willingness to fuck with him so openly, to taunt him, to plant suggestions like that in his head.
"What would you do if I left you?" he asked. "Like you said, Robert doesn't want to marry you."
She smiled. "I don't want to marry him, either. I love fucking him. I love sucking his cock. I love that he's sometimes quite generous with me, but I don't want to marry him. I want to stay married to you, Sean, and I'm actually quite certain I'd be happy to be married to a cuck or a remarkably successful man that has come to dominate the local real estate business in just a few years time. It's possible you could be that man. It's also possible you're just a fucking cuck and you'll spend the rest of our marriage licking the cum of men like Robert out of my cunt. I suppose only time will tell."
Sean's jaw literally dropped. It was only for a moment, but he was truly astonished at his wife's boldness. "Tell Robert that I'd like to be his neighbor's real estate agent and that I'll be happy to thank him in person for the referral."
Mia opened her eyes and smiled at him. "You can tell him yourself. I'm going to his house for dinner and sex tonight. Now you can come with me. You can express your gratitude to Robert. You can show him that you have what it takes to be the kind of real estate agent you've always claimed you want to be. Then you can sit there and watch as he fucks your wife and fills my pussy with his cum."
She smiled, closed her eyes, and a sense of relaxation seemed to come over her. Sean started to say something but got no more than a syllable out before Mia held up her hand.
"The conversation is over, Sean. I'd like to relax now. You can stay out here and read your book, but if you can't keep quiet then you need to go inside."
There was no point in fighting it. Sean's life had taken a strange, entirely unexpected turn, but there was no denying that it had gotten more interesting and that his career really would change for the better if he were able to land a client in Robert's neighborhood.
So Sean read his book and occasionally looked up to admire his wife's beautiful, lithe, naked body. He tried his best not to think about what the evening would entail as it seemed that the price had been set for landing a new client and Sean had no choice but to pay it.
He'd pay it. He'd sell that house. He'd sell a dozen more just like it. He'd become the more successful real estate agent in town. That was a future he looked forward to and he could figure everything else out along the way.
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"What do you mean by generous?"
Mia looked up from her book, studied his face for a moment, and said, "You'll have to be more specific."
"You said Robert is generous with you sometimes. What does that mean?"
She smiled, closed her book, and leaned forward to grab her phone from the coffee table. Sean stared across the couch as his wife tapped the screen with an even bigger smile on her face.
"He took me here," she said before handing Sean the phone.
She'd pulled up a video. He tapped the screen and watched. It was the inside of a hotel room. A large, expensive-looking hotel room. Mia panned around the room first and then walked towards French doors that opened onto a balcony. They were on a high floor - maybe ten stories up - and out the window was a spectacular forest and mountain view.
"When was this? Where was this?" Sean asked as he set the phone down.
"It was a few months ago. It was at a Four Seasons upstate. I told you I was going away on a weekend girls trip. Instead I spent the weekend with Robert's cock inside me. I actually sucked his dick out on that balcony. Twice, in fact. I swallowed for him both times, of course. If a man is generous enough to spend five figures on a weekend getaway, it's only right to swallow his cum when you suck him off."
Sean absolutely hated that his cock had gotten half hard. He wasn't a cuck, or at least that's what he kept telling himself. However, there was increasing evidence that he was, in fact, a cuck.
"You've never taken me somewhere that nice," Mia said as she grabbed her phone.
"I've never been able to afford it." He regretted saying it. He wasn't helping his case.
She glanced up at him. "I know that. That's why Robert is such an appealing lover. If he was terrible in bed it wouldn't be worth it, but he happens to fuck me better than you and he's a great deal more successful than you. It's perfect."
Mia handed the phone to Sean. It was a selfie. She looked to be in a changing room. She was wearing a light blue and pink lingerie set. It was strappy and remarkably sexy.
"What's this?"
"He bought that for me. He gave me his credit card and told me to buy myself whatever I wanted, actually. You didn't look all that hard when you searching for that lingerie you first saw him fucking me in. I've got a few pieces hidden in the bedroom. Robert likes to buy me pretty things to wear for him. He likes to fuck me in them."
She took her phone back and Sean tried his best to hide the fact that his cock was now almost fully erect.
"Would you like to see me sucking his cock?" she asked.
"What?"
"He asked if he could film me. At the Four Seasons. One of the times on the balcony, actually. He said he wanted a memento of our time together. A naughty memento, I suppose."
"You let him film you?"
Mia smiled and tapped her phone screen. Sean heard the sounds of a blowjob. Part of him desperately wanted to see it. Part of him wanted to grab the phone, throw it across the room, and then get up and stomp on it until it had shattered into a thousand pieces.
"It turned me on, if I'm being honest," Mia answered. "I'd never let you film me, of course. But you're a cuck. Robert's not. I liked that he wanted to film me. I like the idea of him watching the video and masturbating to it. I even like the idea of him keeping it long after he and I have parted ways. I like that he'll still have that memory of me sucking his dick on the balcony of the most beautiful hotel room I've ever been in."
She turned the phone towards him and Sean caught a glimpse of her head bobbing up and down in Robert's lap. She was wearing the pink and blue lingerie. She was on her knees between his legs. He seemed to be wearing a robe that was open to give her access.
Sean turned away. His heart was pounding, but he couldn't possibly admit that he wanted to watch the rest of the video.
Mia laughed and set the phone on the coffee table. The video was still playing. She moved to her hands and knees on the couch and slowly crawled towards Sean. She ran her fingers up his legs as she moved closer. One hand slipped under his workout shorts and towards his crotch.
"Would you like me to suck your dick, Sean?" she asked.
She was teasing him. She had to have been. She'd laugh at him if he said yes. She'd deny him.
Her hand found his cock. She stroked him. He looked down to watch it move under his shorts. It felt so good. He got harder as she touched him. Arousal coursed through his body and threatened to wipe his mind of anything resembling rational thought.
Mia leaned down and kissed his dick through his shorts. Sean couldn't feel much, but it was the act itself that aroused him. It made him think of a blowjob, of her lips wrapped around him, of the intense pleasure that would follow.
"Do you want me to suck your dick, Sean?" she asked.
"Yes," he answered.
Mia pulled her hand from his shorts and crawled closer. Her lips neared his. She stopped just before kissing him. He could feel her breath against his skin.
"Cucks don't get blowjobs," she whispered. "Men like Robert get blowjobs. Men that have achieved greater things than you. Men that know how to fuck a woman. Men that know how to treat a woman the way she wants to be treated."
Sean couldn't be mad at her. He'd known she was going to deny him. He'd known and he'd asked for the blowjob anyway.
"I would be willing to jerk you off while you watch the video of me sucking his dick, though," she added. "That's the kind of pleasure a cuck deserves, so that's the kind of pleasure I'm willing to offer you."
Mia stroked him through his shorts and Sean seriously considered surrendering. It felt so good and he was so horny.
"No," he said. "I don't want a fucking handjob while I watch you suck someone else's dick. You're my wife, Mia. I should be able to have sex with you."
"You should be, but you're not."
He was infuriated.
"Maybe if you manage to land Robert's neighbor as a client I'll let you fuck me," she said. "Then at least you'd be close to achieving something. You'll be closer to being an above average man."
Sean got up.
"Where are you going?"
"To take a shower."
"Are you going to jerk off?"
"No!"
Sean had considered it. Now he wouldn't, though. Instead, he was going to take a cold shower to try and wash away the desire.
---
The first time, Sean had walked up Robert's long driveway. This time he got to drive up. He parked his unglamorous sedan next to Robert's far more expensive car, took a deep breath, and got out. He walked up to the luxurious home that his wife's lover lived in and knocked on the door.
"It's open!"
Last time Sean had walked in on Mia on her hands and knees in Robert's living room. He'd walked in on her getting fucked doggystyle and he'd done nothing about it. Not a single damn thing. He'd just watched. It remained a source of intense embarrassment, though walking into the house once more with the intention of asking Robert for a favor ranked pretty high on the list of embarrassing activities.
"Sean, good to see you," Robert said as he stood and offered a handshake.
Sean shook. He didn't want to, but he did. He wanted to punch Robert. Sort of. He wasn't the kind of guy that would throw a punch, but he felt genuine anger towards the man in front of him, who seemed to be acting as if Robert wasn't fucking Sean's wife.
"Can I get you a drink?" Robert asked.
"Yeah, sure."
Sean didn't want a drink, but he didn't want to insult his host, either. Soon enough he had a glass of smoky smelling liquor in his hand. On the rocks. He took a sip. He hated the taste. He tried not to show it, but he likely failed.
"Let's sit," Robert suggested.
Sean sank into an armchair and Robert took his place on the couch. He sipped his drink, smiled, and stared at Sean.
"Uh, so, Mia mentioned that your neighbor is looking for a real estate agent," Sean said. "She said you might be willing to recommend me as that agent."
Robert was quiet for a handful of seconds and Sean briefly panicked at the idea that Mia had made everything up, that she'd sent him to Robert's house as some kind of humiliating set up.
"That's right," he finally said. Sean released the breath he didn't realize he'd been holding. "My neighbor Ted and his wife are retiring to San Diego. They bought a beautiful home on the coast. A lot smaller than their property here, though more expensive. That's California for you, though." He laughed loudly and Sean joined in. "Anyway, they asked me who I used when I bought this place. I told them he was actually retired but that I might have someone I'd recommend."
Despite his hatred of Robert, Sean knew that his career - and life - would change in an instant if he could sell a house in this neighborhood. The commission would be more than he typically made in six months and if he managed to land one or two more clients he could get the ball rolling on a career in high end real estate, which was where the real money was made.
"I can sell their house," he said. "I can get top dollar for it. I can bring in someone to stage it. I know a landscaper than can improve the curb appeal if need be."
"They want at least $3 million for it."
Sean tried his best not to openly drool over the potential commission on a house that expensive. "They should be able to get that. It's a seller's market. What can I do to get your recommendation?"
Robert smiled and sipped his drink. Sean heard a door open. He heard footsteps upstairs.
"Is someone else here?" he asked.
Robert said nothing as someone came down the stairs. A few moments later, Mia walked into the room. She was wearing the blue and pink lingerie set from the video where she'd blown Robert on the hotel balcony. She had on a pair of nude stockings with lace tops and shiny black heels with distinctive red bottoms.
"Hey, baby," she said to Robert. Mia hadn't even looked towards Sean.
He extended his hand and she walked over and took it. He pulled her into his lap and she crossed her legs with her ass firmly against his crotch. Mia leaned in and they share a deep kiss. Robert's free hand cupped one of her breasts and she moaned as he massaged her perky flesh like he owned it.
Only after the kiss did Mia look towards Sean. "Hey there, cuck."
He wasn't sure what to say. This part was absolutely a set up. Mia had known Sean was coming over. She'd probably parked her car in the garage so he didn't see it. She'd waited upstairs until the right moment. She was fucking with him.
"What is this?" he asked.
"Well, to be honest, Sean," Robert began, "I thoroughly enjoyed fucking your wife while you watched. I liked how you revealed your weakness to her. I liked how her pussy got wetter as you stood there doing nothing at all while I fucked her. I liked how good it felt to cum inside her while you showed both of us that you're nothing more than a cuck."
Mia was busy kissing Robert's neck as he talked and he was busy running his free hand over her body, which was still firmly situated in his lap.
"If you'd have asked me a few weeks ago, I'd have told you that I would most likely feel terrible when you found out about the affair. What kind of asshole would I be if I didn't feel terrible?"
Sean was tempted to answer the question. He thought better of it, though.
"As it turned out, I didn't feel terrible at all. That might say more about you than it does about me, though. I don't know. I just didn't feel bad about fucking a cuck's wife."
"You give me what he can't," Mia said as she gently moved to her knees in front of Robert. She pawed at his cock and then loosened his belt. "You give me what he's never given me."
She lowered his pants and rubbed him through his underwear. She leaned in and kissed his bulge as Robert sipped his drink.
"What the fuck is this?" Sean asked. "Do I have any chance at your neighbor's listing or not?"
"Don't be so fucking impatient, cuck," Robert said. "You'll get what you want if you give me what I want."
"And what is it that you want?"
Robert laughed. "I thought I was clear. I want to make you watch while I fuck your wife. I want you to sit there like a cuck and do nothing at all while I satisfy her pussy, while I use it for my pleasure. I want you to watch as I cum inside her. I want you to witness every bit of your cuckolding because it turns me on. If you can do that, you'll get their listing. If not, you can go back to your little house and continue living your below average life. It's up to you."
Mia lowered Robert's underwear and promptly took his cock in her mouth. Sean watched her head begin to bob up and down. He noted that her ass looked really good in the panties, that the garters framed her backside perfectly, that the heels were undeniably sexy. He hated that he felt even a little bit of arousal at watching his wife blow another man, but he did.
"So, are you going to watch, cuck?" Robert asked.
"How many times do I have to watch?"
Robert laughed. "As often as I want until you sell the house. Until then, if you decide to stop giving me what I want, I'll make a call and make sure that you lose the listing."
Sean swallowed the rest of his drink. It was awful going down, but something about that pain felt good.
"Go kiss your husband."
Mia looked over her shoulder, smiled, and stood. She sauntered towards Sean and crawled into his lap. He grabbed her ass with one hand. Then he smacked it as hard as he could manage. It was a cheap, petty act, but it felt good.
She smiled. That was all she did. She smiled and then she leaned down and kissed him. She pushed her tongue as deep into his mouth as it could go. It wasn't really even a pleasant kiss. It was an oral invasion. It was Mia sharing the taste of her lover's cock because she could.
"Why don't you eat her pussy a little bit, Sean," Robert suggested. "Why don't you get her wet for me so my big cock can slide into her with ease."
It wasn't a suggestion. It was an order. Sean knew that. It was getting away from him. He'd never been in control, but he was ceding more ground with each passing second. He still had the option to walk away. He could just forget about selling that expensive house. He could forget about the commission, about a new career path opening up in front of him. If he did that, though, what was the point of anything he'd done up to that point? Was he supposed to just divorce his wife and move on with an even sadder version of his current life?
Mia stood on the chair with her feet resting next to Sean's thighs. She leaned forward, grabbed his head, and pulled his mouth to her pussy. Her panties were soon moved to the side and Sean plunged his tongue inside her. He couldn't find enthusiasm for it, but he did it. He ate his wife's pussy so another man could fuck it.
"That's a good cuck," Mia said with a touch of venom in her voice. "Get that pussy nice and wet so a real man can fuck it."
Sean tried to move and Mia grabbed his head with both hands. She pulled his hair and kept him close. She refused to let him diverge from his task of tending to her pussy with his tongue.
Eventually she released him from her grasp and backed off the chair. She turned to Robert, who was now naked and standing with a full, throbbing erection that still glistened with her saliva.
"Get on your hands and knees in front of him. Get nice and close to him."
Mia spun around and fell to her knees. She crawled towards Sean and stopped with her head just between his knees. She looked up at him and smiled.
Robert approached and he too got on his knees. He stroked his dick as he fondled and smacked Mia's ass. She moaned each time he brought his hand down and Sean was fairly certain it turned her on.
"What do you want, Mia?"
"I want you to fuck me while my husband watches. I want you to cuck him. I want you to pump your cum deep into my needy, wet, tight, married cunt. I want you to take me and make me yours while this fucking cuck watches."
Robert slid into Mia's pussy from behind and buried every inch of himself in her. She kept her gaze focused on Sean, who leaned back in the armchair and tried his best to disassociate.
He failed at that. Mia ran her fingers up his leg and stroked his cock through his pants. He hated that it felt good. It did, though. It felt really good.
Robert grabbed her hips and fucked her. He fucked her hard, too. The look on her face made it clear that she liked it. She liked being taken from behind by the man inside her. She liked giving him her pussy, giving him pleasure.
"Kiss me, cuck," she said.
Sean remained still.
"Kiss your fucking wife, cuck," Robert ordered.
Sean leaned forward. He kissed his wife. He closed his eyes. He let her tongue into his mouth. He offered his. The kiss actually felt a little passionate. It was, in its own way, horrifying.
"You're such a cuck," she said.
Robert smiled. "She's right, Sean. Only a cuck would make the deal you did. Only a cuck would sit there and watch his wife get fucked instead of punching me. Only a cuck would eat her pussy to get it wet for me." He laughed. "At least you'll get to make some good money selling the house, assuming you're not a shit real estate agent."
Sean wasn't entirely sure how good he was as a real estate agent, but he was damn sure going to sell that house and he was damn sure going to get more listings in the neighborhood.
"Fuck, Robert, fuck me harder," Mia begged. "Fuck me harder and pump your load inside me."
Robert smiled and brought his hand down on her ass. He fucked her harder, too. Sean wondered if he'd ever fucked Mia that hard, if she'd even like it if he did. He was jealous. He was angry. He was annoyed. He was turned on. It was a deeply unpleasant experience.
"Robert, baby, I'm close."
Robert looked directly at Sean. "I'm going to cum in your wife, cuck. I'm going to cum in her married pussy while you watch. You're so fucking pathetic."
Mia chose that moment to stroke Sean's dick through his pants. He was hard. It felt good. He didn't want it to feel good, but it did.
Robert and Mia came together. Sean felt something akin to agony as he watched. He was paying a price. He was doing so willingly because he wanted the listing. It still hurt, though.
Robert leaned forward and wrapped his arm around Mia. When he leaned back, she went with him. She turned her head and they kissed while Sean stared at her tits in the delicate bra. They looked perfect. He wanted them. He wanted to kiss them, touch them, fuck them.
"You made me cum so hard," Mia said.
Robert smiled. "You always make me cum so fucking hard."
They both looked at Sean.
"You were a good cuck, Sean," Mia said. "And Robert's going to reward you by setting up a meeting with his neighbors to confirm that the listing is yours. You won't have long to prove that you're the right real estate agent for them, so you better impress them or you'll lose the listing."
Robert pulled out and stood up. His cock glistened with Mia's juices and his cum. "Your wife's right. I can get you the listing, Sean, but you'll have to do the work to keep it and to sell it for the price they want."
"I will. I'll do the work."
Robert walked away and Mia leaned forward, crawled closer, and unzipped Sean's pants. She freed his stiff cock and stroked him. He wanted to stop her, to get up, to leave. He didn't, though.
She reached back and gathered some of Robert's cum from her pussy. Soon her cum-coated fingers were wrapped snugly around his cock.
"I like to think of this as a cuck handjob," she said. "Your dick coated in a real man's cum. You just witnessed your cuckolding. Now you're getting the only kind of orgasm you deserve."
Sean hated the arousal that followed. Then he gave himself over to it. There was no point in fighting it. He let the pleasure envelop him. He let the orgasm work its way through his body. He let it explode out of his loins. Cum spurted into the air and landed on his pants and shirt and belt. It was a mess. A terrible, humiliating mess. It felt so fucking good, though.
"I'll see you at home tonight," Mia said as she wiped her fingers on his pants. "If you'd like, I'll give you another handjob while I tell you the things Robert did to me after you left us, cuck.”
She walked away without saying another word. Sean sat there for a little while and wallowed in a mixture of frustration and pleasure.
Then he got up, got in his car, and headed home to begin working on a plan to get maximum money for the listing he'd just secured.
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Marty Henderson was a tall man with white hair, a cheerful smile, and a far firmer grip than Sean was expecting.
"It's a pleasure to meet you, Mr. Henderson," Sean said as they shook in the doorway to the home he hoped to sell in the next few months.
"You as well. Please, come in."
Marty stepped aside and Sean entered the home. He was a little disappointed to see that the furnishings looked as though they hadn’t been updated since the '90s. It was always a bit tougher to sell people on a home that looked old. The furnishings wouldn't remain, of course, but buyers always seemed to struggle to picture a home with their stuff in it.
"You have a beautiful home and a gorgeous property," Sean remarked. "Who does your landscaping?"
"Oh, that's almost all Sharon," Marty said.
A slender, gray-haired woman in khaki pants, a blouse, and a navy blue cardigan emerged from the kitchen carrying a tray with three glasses of what looked like lemonade.
"And there she is," Marty said with a smile. "Sean, this is my lovely wife of nearly 45 years, Sharon."
They all walked into the living room and Sharon put the tray on the coffee table before shaking hands with Sean. She then passed him a glass of lemonade and they all sat.
"Thank you for the drink, Sharon. It's really quite refreshing."
"She makes it herself," Marty said with obvious pride on his face. "Always has."
Sharon offered a bashful smile. "Oh, Marty, it's not that big a deal to make lemonade. It's really just sugar and lemon juice."
"Well, if it wasn't that big a deal you'd think that more people would do it. The real stuff is so much better!"
"Your husband is right to be proud, Sharon. This truly is exquisite lemonade."
"Why thank you, Sean, and thank you for coming to us and not making us come out to your office," she replied.
"Oh, no, of course. I like to get a feel for the house and a property before I start on the marketing materials, so I would have come over anyway. Now tell me, what's behind the move to California?"
"Our daughter lives there," Marty said as he put a hand on his wife's knee. "We thought long and hard about it and there's still some concern about leaving our hometown, but Ella - that's our daughter - is pregnant with twins and we've decided we want to spend our retirement watching our grand babies grow up."
"I'm going to miss our friends and our home and all the traditions we have here," Sharon added, "but there's just nothing quite like being a grandparent and I just don't want to miss out on that. Plus, the winters in California are a lot warmer and there's something to be said for that."
They struck Sean as a remarkably happy couple and he couldn't help but wonder if they'd ever been through the kind of tumult he and Mia were currently going through. Had Sharon ever fucked another man behind Marty's back? Had Marty discovered his wife's infidelity, done nothing about it, and gotten himself caught up in a fucked up game where he was willing to play the part of the cuckold in exchange for a significant career boost?
"So, did you have a price in mind?" Sean asked as they got down to business.
"Well, you're the expert, but we were hoping for somewhere in the neighborhood of $3.5 million," Marty replied.
Though Marty came off as a sweet old man, Sean knew better. The man sitting across from him had climbed the corporate ladder and that takes a certain kind of cutthroat attitude. Though it was entirely possible they wouldn't get $3.5 million, Sean wasn't going to try and soften their expectations in that moment because there was a good chance he'd lose the listing if he did so.
"I think that's reasonable," Sean said. "Can you give me a tour?"
Sharon smiled and shot up with more energy than Sean would have expected. "It would be my pleasure," she said. "Please, follow me."
The tour took nearly an hour, though much of that was spent outside as Sharon talked extensively about the work she'd done to plant the many trees and flowers that dotted the property. Sean was more than happy to listen, in part because he knew the immense curb appeal was going to make it easy to sell the house.
Robert's recommendation was enough to convince Sharon and Marty to sign an exclusive contract with Sean, though it was only for three months, which wasn't all that long in the high end real estate market. There were only so many buyers for a $3.5 million house, after all, and sometimes they didn't show up in such a short span of time.
As Sean drove home, his mind kicked into overdrive. He'd already talked to Marty and Sharon about staging the home, which largely meant clearing away some of the clutter that made it look as though old people lived there - he hadn't phrased it that way, of course - and they were more than happy to do so because they had to pack for their move to California, so they'd just do it a bit early.
Sean made mental notes to book a session with his photographer and videographer, to prepare a flyer to send to other agents in town to rustle up interest, and to schedule an open house the moment the place was ready to be seen by prospective buyers.
"How did it go?"
Sean was so distracted he barely noticed his wife sitting in their living room. She wore a satin robe and her legs were crossed. Her thigh was almost completely exposed and her skin looked smooth and wondrous. Her toenails were freshly painted and still a little bit shiny, drawing Sean's gaze for a few moments before he responded to his wife.
"Good. Great, actually. They signed the contract. I have three months exclusive."
"Can you sell the house in three months?"
He nodded. "Yes. Absolutely."
Mia studied him for a few seconds and then smiled. "You need to thank Robert," she said. "Now that you've got a signed contract, I mean. You need to show your gratitude."
Sean took a deep breath. It wasn't that he hated that his wife was fucking another man. At least it wasn't pure hate. There was arousal mixed in there. There was a strange attraction to the chaos of it all, too. The thing Sean hated, really, was that he didn't hate it. It made him question so much about himself.
"Do you have any ideas for how I can show my gratitude?" Sean asked.
Mia uncrossed her legs and stood. Her robe was loosely tied and her cleavage was in full view as she sauntered towards him. The way her breasts bounced gently made it obvious she wasn't wearing a bra and Sean was struck by a powerful desire to undress his wife and fuck her right there on the living room floor.
"There's no need to go over the top," she said. "You can take me to the bedroom, dress me for his pleasure, and take me to his house. You can then watch as he has his way with me, as he takes me from you and does whatever he wants with me, as he plants his seed deep in my cunt because he can."
Sean tugged at the thin satin strap that kept the robe closed and it opened for him, revealing Mia's wondrous breasts, taut stomach, and closely-trimmed pubic hair. "Or, I could take you to the bedroom, put you in our bed, and fuck you like a man is supposed to fuck his wife."
Mia smiled. "I can see why you'd want to do that. I can see why you might even think I'd be willing to do that. After all, you just signed a contract to secure the listing for what will be the most significant milestone in your career."
Sean felt a stirring of desire and he wondered if successful men - more successful than him, at least - felt that same desire with great frequency. It was, in a very small way, like being a conqueror and claiming a beautiful woman as your prize once you'd vanquished your foes. It was a reward that men craved and Sean very much enjoyed the stirring desire within him.
"And once I sell that house, I'll get more listings. I can expand outside our town. I can become the go-to realtor for the high end market. I can buy us one of those houses on a hill. I can buy us a house in California to retire to."
Mia stepped closer and caressed him through his slacks. Sean leaned down to kiss her but she turned her head and his lips found her cheek.
"I want you," he said.
She'd gotten him hard and the desire had deepened as he'd stiffened. "I know you do," Mia replied. "But why, Sean, would I fuck you when I can fuck a man like Robert? Why would I let you inside me when I can get fucked by a far superior man? Why would I let you take me to our bedroom when Robert is willing to take me to his bedroom and fuck me the way I actually need to be fucked?"
Sean's cock should have deflated. That was the rational response to what she'd said. It didn't, though. Instead, he got harder. He felt precum drip into his underwear. He tried to kiss Mia again and again she rebuffed him. He pulled her closer. Her breasts pressed into his chest. He grabbed her ass and squeezed it.
"Please, Mia, I want you."
They kissed. She let his tongue into her mouth. She welcomed it, in fact, and moaned softly as he worked a hand between her legs and rubbed her pussy. She was wet and Sean hoped it was for him.
"Can I fuck you?"
"No," she answered. "Of course not. I might let you fuck me after Robert's had his way with me. Until you sell that house, that's how it's going to go. You don't get to have me unless Robert's had me, unless his cum is deep in my pussy, and even then you're not going to fuck me anywhere near as often as you'd like. After you've sold the house, though, you can claim me as your reward. You can take me back from Robert, or at least try to. Until you sell that house you're a fucking cuck. Do you understand? Until you sell that house, I'm Robert's. I give myself to him, to the better man, to the one that surpasses you in almost every way."
Sean wished he wasn't so fucking hard. He wished his wife's words didn't inspire lust alongside frustration and a touch of anger.
"Now you're going to take me to our bedroom. You're going to dress me in lingerie that Robert will fuck me in. You're going to eat my pussy a little to make sure I'm nice and wet from the moment we walk into his house. Then you're going to drive me over there and present me to him. You're going to ask him to fuck me in front of you as a way of showing your gratitude for his help. You're going to watch like a good cuck and if you're told to do something, you're damn well going to do it. Do you understand?"
Her nostrils flared and her eyes were alive with the same defiant energy Sean had seen on that day when he'd walked into Robert's living room and witnessed his wife's cheating for the first time. There was no hope of controlling her, of talking her down from her lofty perch, of changing her mind. Sean surrendered and took Mia to the bedroom to do everything she'd just described.
---
"Sean, Mia, please, come in," Robert said with a knowing smile.
Sean followed his wife into the spectacularly beautiful house. He expected they'd sit in the living room, but instead Robert led them into the backyard where a bottle of champagne sat in an ice bucket with three glasses in front of it.
Robert pulled the bottle from the ice and popped the cork with practiced expertise. "I hear congratulations are in order," he said while filling the first glass. "Marty and Sharon were very impressed with you, Sean. I have to admit, I was a little surprised. I always figured that you were just a little bit incompetent as a real estate agent. I suppose there's still time for you to prove that incompetence, but it might just be a lack of ambition that has held you back all these years."
Robert handed Sean a glass of champagne while insulting him. It was the act of a massively confident man, and unfortunately for Sean, Robert had every reason to possess that sort of confidence.
"Well, I appreciate the champagne, Robert, but I did want to express my gratitude. As much as I hate to admit it, I couldn't have done this on my own. I really couldn't have even gotten close to convincing the Hendersons to letting me sell their home."
Sean raised his glass and took a sip. The champagne tasted expensive, though to Robert it was probably a cheap purchase.
"As a way of...as a way of expressing my gratitude," Sean continued, "I was hoping that you'd...that you'd fuck Mia while I watched. That you'd cuckold me. That you'd give her what she needs, what she can't get from me."
It was a uniquely painful experience to utter those words. Sean told himself he was just playing the part that had been assigned to him, that he was doing what was necessary to ensure he got to advance his career, but that wasn't entirely true. Sean's heart was pounding as he uttered the words. His loins were tingling, too. He wasn't hard but he was absolutely turned on and he felt a touch of self-loathing at his inability to fight off the arousal that resulted from being cuckolded.
Robert took Mia's hand and sat in one of his expensive-looking outdoor chairs. He pulled her into his lap and they shared a champagne-flavored kiss as Sean stood there with an ever-increasing sense of pleasure emanating from between his legs.
"Do you think, Sean, that your wife will see you differently if you sell that house?" Robert asked.
"I think it will be the start of her seeing me differently," he replied before taking a seat across from his wife and the man she was fucking.
Before he could say another word, Mia kissed Robert with such depth and passion that Sean shut his mouth to watch. His cock slowly moved towards an erect state despite telling himself not to get turned on, as if that had any chance of working.
"Why don't you take her dress off for me, Sean," Robert said.
Mia stood, downed the rest of her champagne, and looked over her shoulder at Sean. "Do as you're told, cuck."
Sean was embarrassed by the bulge in his pants as he stood and approached his wife. He loosened the button at the very top of the back of her dress and tugged on the zipper. It was loose and it fell from her body in a moment before gathering on the ground in a pile. Mia stepped out of it and Sean dutifully picked it up and folded the dress carefully.
"You look stunning as always, Mia," Robert said with a smile. "Truly stunning."
She bent over and kissed him, giving Sean a view of her ass with a thong running between the cheeks and the garters framing her smooth skin. The lace tops of her stockings looked elegant and Sean could practically feel the material against his fingers from when he'd dressed her in the stockings just half an hour earlier.
"Sean dressed me for you," she said. "He wanted to be a good cuck so he dressed me in lingerie he thought you'd like."
"Is that right, Sean?"
"It is," he answered despite the humiliation. "It was her suggestion, but she was right. It's the sort of thing a cuck should do and...well, in this case I really did want to show my gratitude."
Robert stood, kissed Mia softly, and then looked at Sean. "I'd like you to come and help me out of my pants, cuck. My shoes, too."
Sean froze. He didn't want to undress Robert. That didn't feel like something he should have to do. Offering Mia - and witnessing his cuckolding - seemed like more than enough.
"Do as you're told, cuck," Mia said, though this time there was a more significant sharpness to her voice.
It lured Sean to his feet. His heart pounded as he approached Robert. Mia moved to her lover's side and kissed his neck.
"I like that you're making him do this," she said softly. "It makes my pussy wet, actually. I like when you put him in his place, when you show him that you're in control, that you're the better man."
Sean's dick was hard, which was far and away the most humiliating part of what he was about to do. In a way, that made it easier to loosen Robert's belt and unbutton his pants. It couldn't get more humiliating than getting hard while his wife talked in such a degrading manner about him, so unzipping Robert's pants was easy too.
"Now pull them down, cuck, and then get on your knees and take his shoes off," Mia instructed.
Sean didn't love that his wife seemed so eager to get in on his humiliation, but there was nothing to be done about it. He lowered Robert's pants and then got on his knees while the other man sat down once more. Sean carefully removed each of Robert's shoes, pulled off his socks, and then fully removed his pants, leaving him in his underwear with a considerable bulge.
"Take his underwear off, cuck," Mia ordered.
Sean's hands remained at his sides. It was a step too far. He couldn't. He just couldn't. "Please, I'd rather not."
She laughed. "I'm sure that's true. I just don't care, Sean. You're a cuck. You've accepted that. You've gotten multiple handjobs using Robert's fucking load as lube. You've eaten your cum off my tits and out of my pussy. You're a fucking cuck, now do as you're told and remove the superior man's underwear so I can get on my knees and suck his gorgeous dick while you watch."
Robert laughed. "He's eaten his cum out of you?"
"He has," Mia replied. "I made him do it the last time he fucked me. I'm going to make him to do it every single time he cums from now on. It was too much fun to make him lick up his load. He hated it. That was the fucking point, though. He's a cuck. He doesn't get to have the kind of sex you get to have. He gets to have the kind of sex that includes doing something he hates when it's over."
Robert leaned forward and slipped his fingers into Mia's pussy. "I'd like to watch your cuck husband eat my cum out of you."
Mia moaned and Sean's entire body tightened at the prospect of doing what Robert suggested.
"I'm sure he'd be more than willing to do that to show his gratitude," she replied softly. "After all, he wouldn't have a chance at upgrading his life if it weren't for you, Robert. You've been more than generous to him and Sean is a good cuck who will show you just how grateful he is."
They both looked at him. Sean was again tempted to throw it all away, to give up on the pursuit of a better career in favor of extracting himself from the strange and rather fucked up situation he'd entered into with his wife and Robert. He resisted that temptation, though.
"Yes...I'll clean your cum out of her," he said.
Robert laughed. "Of course you will, cuck."
Mia grabbed a cushion from her chair and tossed it on the concrete at Robert's feet. "Take his underwear off, cuck."
Sean did as he was told. He couldn't look up at Robert, but he did it. He freed the other man's impressive cock, set his underwear aside, and prepared to move back to his chair as Mia got on her knees.
"Stay close, cuck," she said. "I want you to watch as I pleasure him. I want you to see up close what it looks like when a woman gives a blowjob to a man she craves, to a man she respects, to a man that has earned that respect through impressive accomplishments."
Sean shifted to the side, keeping his knees on the cushion Mia had put down. She joined him and leaned forward to kiss her way up Robert's thighs while holding his gaze. Her fingers encircled his cock as she took one of his balls in her mouth and moaned while swirling her tongue around it. Sean couldn't remember the last time his wife had sucked his balls.
"Fuck, Mia...suck my cock," Robert instructed.
Sean was fairly certain he'd never uttered those words to a woman. Not once in his life. They would have felt strange coming off his tongue. He wondered, though, if he could utter them were he to find the level of success Robert had achieved. Would being a millionaire fill him with the confidence to tell a woman to suck his cock? Would a woman actually moan the way Mia had when Robert said it? Was being wealthy more than enough to make a woman so eager to suck dick that she moaned when instructed to do so?
"Finger her pussy for me, cuck," Robert said.
Sean ran his hand down her back, pulled her thong aside, and slipped his fingers inside Mia. She moaned and he worked her clit with his thumb while penetrating her as deeply as his fingers would allow. Sean got rather turned on doing it and his dick began to throb with desire. He wanted to take her from behind, to feel her wetness around his cock, to fuck her until she was moaning wildly. He wouldn't do that, of course. She didn't want it. Not from him. He was a cuck. He'd just removed another man's underwear so Mia could suck dick.
"Your wife has the most incredible mouth, cuck," Robert said. "I swear, she sucks my dick better than any woman ever has."
Jealousy coursed through Sean's body because he was absolutely certain that Mia sucked dick better for Robert than she ever had for him. He'd never really considered the notion, but of course a woman could control the quality of the oral sex she offered a man.
"I want your cock inside me," Mia said as her head popped up. "I want you to fuck me. I want you to cum inside me. I want you to make my cuck eat your fucking load out of me."
Robert clearly wanted that too, at least based on his smile. "Why don't you ride me in reverse cowgirl. Your cuck can play with your clit and get a close up view of my cock stretching your cunt."
Mia stood, turned around, and impaled herself on Robert's cock. It took a few moments to position her legs correctly, but soon she was having reverse cowgirl sex in a chair while Sean moved between both their legs to watch as his wife and her lover desired.
The view was unexpectedly arousing. Sean watched his wife's pussy lips open to receive Robert's cock and saw them cling to his shaft when she lifted herself. He saw how wet her pussy was and how she left a layer of that wetness on the dick sliding in and out of her.
Robert grasped her breasts through the delicate bra Sean had dressed Mia in and she moaned while leaning back. They kissed as she managed to move from side to side, milking his cock with her wetness while Sean marveled at a sight he never would have imagined would thrill him.
"Rub my clit, cuck," Mia said.
Sean's hand shook a little as he reached up and pressed his thumb against her clit. He rubbed in slow circles and Mia moaned immediately. Robert grasped her tits a little harder as she shifted her body to begin riding her lover.
"Fuck, Robert, your dick is so deep in my cunt. I love how fucking big you are. I love how deep you reach inside me. I love how you stretch my tight little pussy!"
Sean smiled as he credited himself with the excess of pleasure his wife was clearly experiencing. It was silly - he was just rubbing her clit - but he felt like he was contributing and in that moment that felt good.
"Robert...baby...please, cum inside me!" Mia cried out.
It all happened at once. Robert's cock throbbed - quite visibly, in fact - and his balls leapt in their sack as he emptied himself inside of Mia. Her pussy spasmed around his dick thanks to the climax Sean had helped bring about with his eager thumb.
He watched another man cum in his wife from a foot away and was utterly mesmerized. It was humiliating, of course, but Sean was long past being too bothered by simple humiliation. Besides, there was a far greater form of it coming soon enough.
"Fuck...I love cumming on your cock," Mia said.
"And I love cumming in your married cunt," Robert replied.
Mia laughed and looked down at Sean. "This is where you say that you love eating another man's cum from my married cunt."
Sean didn't say a word and he suspected he wasn't supposed to. Mia was merely taking pleasure in a bit of verbal humiliation.
"Are you ready, cuck?" she asked. "I'm going to stand up and step forward and you're going to seal your lips around my pussy, put your tongue inside me, and receive his load. You're going to swallow and you're not going to pull away until I give you permission. Do you understand?"
Sean felt serious misgivings about what he was on the verge of doing, but he nodded.
Mia stood and stepped forward. She grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled him between her legs. He tilted his head back, stuck out his tongue, and pushed it into her freshly-fucked pussy. The taste of cum filled his mouth and Sean was suddenly thankful that his wife had fed him his own load. If he hadn't tasted cum before he likely would have pulled away as soon as Robert's seed hit his taste buds.
"Drink his cum, cuck," Mia said with a delicately trembling voice. "Fuck...lick his load out of me. Swallow it. Swallow his cum."
Sean looked up at his wife and saw lust on her face. She'd just cum but it seemed that she might cum again, much to his delight.
Mia began to move her hips. It was subtle, but Sean was certain she was grinding her clit into his lips. She was, in a way, fucking his face and it was surprisingly hot.
"Oh, fuck, I'm cumming!" she cried out.
Sean relished his ability to give her a second orgasm. It wasn't lost on him that his version of making her cum was far more pathetic than Robert's, but there was no escaping that so he took pleasure where he could.
Mia finished cumming and immediately sat in Robert's lap. She turned and kissed him. Their tongues entwined as he wrapped his strong arms around her and held her close.
"That was fun," she said. "I'm going to have to do that a lot more often."
They both looked at Sean.
"I hope you enjoyed yourself, cuck, because you're going to be eating a lot of my cum going forward," Robert said with a smile.
Sean's dick was hard. He was smiling. It would have been pointless to deny that he'd enjoyed himself. Instead, he went a different direction. He chose to show his gratitude. He chose to play the part he'd been assigned so he could garner more favor with Robert. Maybe he'd get a second client. Maybe he'd have two houses to sell before long.
"I'm grateful that I got the chance to clean your cum out of her," he said. "It was hotter than I thought it would be, and I'm grateful that I got to make her cum with my mouth as she fed me your load. I'm grateful for all of this, Robert. I really am."
The other man smiled. "That's good to know, cuck. Now pour me another glass of champagne. Then you can head home. I'll be keeping your wife for the rest of the day. I'll text when you can come and pick her up."
Sean offered no argument. He poured a glass of champagne, got up, and went home with the taste of cum in his mouth. As soon as he got home he went back to work on selling the Henderson’s house. He was going to land that sale. He was going to become a more successful man. He was going to follow that path wherever it took him and he was going to be grateful along the way.
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It took nearly three weeks for the Hendersons to pack up most of the clutter from their home. Once they'd done so, Sean brought in a photographer and videographer to document the splendor of the house he intended on selling as quickly as possible.
A few days later, the listing was ready to go up. Sean worked tirelessly on the language and put together a physical mailing that he'd pay to send to anyone in the wealthier districts of all the surrounding towns. That part wasn't cheap, but being a high end real estate agent meant spending money before you sold a home. Sean didn't love going thousands of dollars in the hole - there was a chance he wouldn't sell the home, after all - but he knew it was necessary.
Sean scheduled an open house on a Saturday. The postcards had arrived in mailboxes that week and they'd included the date of the open house. He expected they'd get a great many people strolling through, especially since the nicer houses tended to draw in folks who couldn't begin to afford the home but wanted a look at how the other half lived.
The most important attendees were the other real estate agents. Sean knew that the buyer's agents would be in line for a generous commission as well and that his listing would draw plenty of people looking to cash in on their half of the sale. He was ready with all the facts and figures and would sell the hell out of the house to those agents, who would then bring their clients for private showings where the selling would really unfold.
Mr. and Mrs. Henderson wanted to stay for the open house - so many clients do - but Sean convinced them it was for the best that they enjoy a weekend getaway. He even offered to pay for a nice dinner for them while they were away.
Attendance was better than Sean expected. He chalked that up to the excellent pictures, especially those that depicted the landscaping. There's a lot to be said for a home having wondrous curb appeal and the Hendersons had done a marvelous job of tending to their flowers, trees, and lawn.
Sean filled the house with the scent of baking cookies - a well known trick that still got the job done - and wore his best suit. Sometimes he dressed down a little to seem friendlier, but the people with enough money to buy the house were the sort that wanted a sense that the real estate agent was a high-end type of man that could afford a good suit.
Sean spent his whole day selling. To a casual observer it might have looked like he was simply socializing, but he was selling the hell out of the house. He wasn't surprised to get a sense of real jealousy from several of the other real estate agents, most of whom expressed gentle surprise at Sean having landed the listing. They weren't wrong to be surprised, of course. He didn't play in the high end market and the only reason he'd risen to that point was because a wealthy man was cuckolding him against his will and Sean was making the best of that very strange situation.
Robert - the man cuckolding Sean - showed up near the end of the open house. He came in, shook Sean's hand, and offered a few complimentary words about the state of the house and the quality of the materials Sean had put together. He seemed especially impressed with the video tour of the house.
"Mind if I have a look around?" Robert asked, though he didn't need permission. The power dynamic between them was clear - Sean had none of the power - but Robert seemed to delight in gently reminding Sean of his place in their relationship.
"No, please, you're welcome to do as you like," Sean replied.
Robert smiled. "That's true, isn't it?" He leaned in and quietly added, "I certainly did as I pleased with your wife last night. She was very accommodating to my desires, though. She always is. In some ways, Sean, I think Mia was always meant to be a rich man's wife."
Sean felt a chill run down his spine as Robert walked away. Mia had come home the night before and pushed Sean to his knees mere moments after walking through the door. She'd fed him Robert's cum directly from her pussy - and made him lick her panties clean after he'd finished - and she'd done so without saying a word until he was finished. Then she'd smiled and said, "Such a hungry little cum slut."
Mia had walked away and left Sean on his knees nursing a boner that he'd resented the moment it sprang forth from his loins.
It was the comment about Mia being meant to be a rich man's wife that Sean found truly chilling, though. He knew what it meant, as it wasn't lost on Sean that wealthy men tended to be freer with their sexual demands. After all, there was no shortage of beautiful, willing young women that would happily marry a rich man and service him sexually in exchange for the comforts that money provides. Robert was, in effect, saying that Mia had proven herself willing to satisfy any and every sexual desire that her lover expressed.
There was a potential deeper meaning, though, one that Sean found himself distracted by as he stood there in the home he intended on selling. It seemed possible that Robert was hinting at his intent to take Mia from Sean, to make her his wife, to make her into the kind of kept woman that luxuriates in the wealth her husband has earned while tending to his sexual needs, spending his money on charitable causes so they can rise to the top of the town's social ladder, going on luxury vacations (with more sexual service being offered), and largely living the good life.
Robert had long left the room when Sean cleared his head enough to consider asking after the other man's intentions. He was on the verge of embarking on a search for Robert when a fellow agent walked up and started peppering Sean with questions, several of which were related to the price flexibility of the Hendersons. The agent was dressed in a Zegna suit - a hugely expensive brand - and Sean could practically see him salivating over the idea of getting a deal on the house, grabbing a fat commission on the sale, and then bragging about how he'd taken Sean for a ride.
"You know," Sean said with a cocky smile, "I'm fairly certain there's going to be a lot of interest in the house, so I can't imagine the Hendersons will have to be even a little bit flexible when it comes to price. My guess would be that I'll be able to present them with a handful of offers and they'll get to choose which family they'd most like to take ownership of their home."
Sean's confidence clearly annoyed the other agent and he found himself feeling rather delighted at being in the power position for just a moment. He felt as though he perfectly understood why Robert took such delight in fucking Mia while Sean watched. Yes, she was beautiful and her pussy was undoubtedly a wellspring of intense pleasure, but the sense of power must have been intoxicating, thereby elevating the sex to something truly exquisite.
"I hope you're right, for your client's sake at the very least. If you're not, I imagine it will be difficult for you to get another listing like this one," the agent said, leveling a gentle threat that annoyed Sean to no end.
He took the high road, though, as there was very little point in taking the bait. He clapped the man on the shoulder, laughed, and said, "You're right about that. This is a great property, though, and I'm pretty sure it's going to sell itself."
The agent's shoulders sank for a moment. "Fair enough. I do have a few clients that I think will love it. When's a good time for a private showing?"
"The Henderson's are away for a long weekend, so tomorrow or Monday would work. They're flexible, though, so I can schedule something any time your clients are available. You have my number, so send me a text whenever you want to set something up."
They shook hands and the agent walked away. Sean felt like he'd claimed a victory, though he knew it was the smallest sort. Still, it brought with it a sense of satisfaction.
As he basked in his small victory, Mia entered the home. She looked resplendent in a yellow sundress that offered a stunning view of her cleavage. She'd paired it with chunky white and wicker heels and it struck him that she looked every bit like a wealthy man's wife, or at least Sean's vision of that kind of woman.
Mia smiled and strode towards him with a sway in her hips. Sean felt like he was the wealthy man she was coming home to, the one she was trying to impress and arouse with her fantastically beautiful dress and tight, gym-honed body.
"The house looks great," she said. "How's it going..."
Sean interrupted his wife by pulling her close for a kiss. At first her body tensed up and a surprised, muffled yelp escaped her lips, but then she relaxed into his grasp and her hand found its way to the back of his head. Her fingers danced through his hair as he pulled her closer until her pelvis was pressed against the newly formed bulge in his pants.
"Well...it's nice to see you too," she said with a smile as Sean released her from his grasp. "That was...that was really something."
Sean's eyes roamed over her body for a moment. "You look incredible, Mia."
Her smile seemed genuine. "Thank you." Then she looked a little bit embarrassed. "Is Robert here?"
"He is. Did he ask you to come?"
She nodded.
Sean glanced around to make sure they were alone. "Is he going to fuck you in this house?"
"Yes, he is, and when he's done you're going to clean up his mess."
Sean felt like he was on a roller coaster. Mere moments ago he'd shared an invigorating kiss with his wife that made him want desperately to fuck her. Now he was lost in an entirely different sexual headspace, one that included an unexpected level of arousal related to the idea of cleaning another man's cum out of his wife's pussy. It wasn't something that should have turned him on and he mostly hated that it did, but it felt like he had little to no control over it.
"Are you okay?" she asked.
There was genuine concern in her eyes and it made Sean happier than he could have imagined. "Yes, actually, I am. Go have fun with Robert. Truly."
Mia studied him for a few seconds and then stepped closer. She kissed him on the cheek and whispered, "You're starting to like cleaning his cum out of me, aren't you?"
Sean closed his eyes and as a strange sense of relaxation wash over him. "Yes."
Her lips found his neck and she kissed him a handful of times. Sean's cock stiffened. "I like it too," she said softly. "Sometimes feeding you his load makes me cum just as hard as his cock does."
Mia walked away. Right before leaving the room she turned and blew Sean a kiss. Then, to his delight, she lifted the back of her dress and revealed she wasn't wearing panties. The soft material fell over her taut backside a moment later and then she was gone.
Though he could have spent the rest of the afternoon ruminating on their interaction, Sean was forced into realtor mode when an agent showed up with their clients. They were young and wealthy-looking and he took them on a tour of the house. They ran into Mia and Robert during the tour and they briefly pretended to be a couple looking at buying the home. They held hands. They shared a bit of affection. They also seemed to be working to make the other couple fearful that they'd lose the house if they weren't swift in getting their bid in.
Sean looked back as he walked out with the couple. He saw his wife step into Robert's arms. He saw them share a remarkably deep kiss. He saw Robert lift the back of Mia's dress and grab two handfuls of her ass. He saw passion between them and it filled him both insecurity and arousal, which was an increasingly common experience that he was growing more comfortable with, much to his chagrin.
After seeing the young couple and their agent out, the open house was over. Sean got in his car to collect the signs from around the neighborhood and parked once more in front of the spectacular home he hoped would be sold in the next handful of weeks.
Most of the time, Sean would head inside, clean up, lock up, and go home. Today would be different, though, because his wife and her lover were still in the house. They were probably having sex and Sean would soon be engaging in a very different kind of clean up from the sort he usually did after an open house.
Once inside, Sean could hear Mia's moans. She was quite clearly getting fucked. The house was big, though, so it wasn't clear where the cheating - though it couldn't really be called that anymore - was happening. Sean put his hands in his pockets and strolled through the Henderson's home. Oddly enough, he found himself wondering what it would be like to live there with Mia. He imagined them sunbathing in the backyard. He imagined himself swimming laps to stay in shape as he got older. He imagined cooking with her in the expansive Italian-style kitchen. He imagined big dinners around the gorgeous hand-carved wooden table in their dining room. He did it all while listening to another man fuck his wife, which proved to be yet another in a long line of strange experiences in the months since Sean had walked in on his wife having sex with Robert.
"Cum inside me!" Mia cried out. "Cum in my married pussy!"
Sean hated that those words aroused him. He loved it, too.
He headed upstairs and down the hallway. He found his wife and her lover in the Henderson's master bedroom. Mia was standing in front of the window with her hands resting on the sill and her yellow sundress bunched up around her waist. Robert was behind her with his hands on her hips and his cock buried inside her as he emptied his load into her pussy.
Mia looked over her shoulder and smiled at Sean. "You're just in time to clean up, cuckold."
Sean stepped into the room. Excitement coursed through him. He cursed himself for allowing that sensation to present itself, but he had no control over it.
Robert leaned forward and kissed Mia. She offered her tongue and he took it. He moaned and he fucked her just a bit, no doubt enjoying the heat and wetness of her pussy around his still-stiff cock.
"I love the way you fuck me," she said softly. "I love how it feels to have your dick inside me. I love that I get to make you feel so good, Robert, that I get to make you cum, that I get to have your cum inside me."
Sean thought of the privileges of being a rich man. He wondered how honest Mia was being. Did she really find pleasure in being on the receiving end of Robert's loads? Was there genuine satisfaction to be found in providing pleasure to a man that could have all manner of women if he wanted? Sean knew the answer, though. Of course there was pleasure in it. Robert's wealth and good looks entitled him to the affection of countless women and he'd chosen Mia, which made her feel good.
"Come here, cuck," Robert said. "Get on your knees. You need to get your mouth on her pussy the moment I pull out as I imagine cleaning my cum out of the Henderson's carpet will prove difficult."
Sean got on his knees next to Robert. He stared as the long cock pulled out of Mia's pussy. He leaned in closer. He was eager to clean up - despite hating that he was eager - but he was also genuinely interested in keeping Robert's cum off the carpet.
Sean moved in the moment Robert pulled out. He managed to catch a thick globule of semen right before it slipped from Mia's pussy. He swallowed quickly and then went to work cleaning the other man's load from her.
"Fuck, Sean...eat that cum out of me. Eat his load out of me. Eat up every drop like a good cuckold."
Robert hadn't moved away. Instead, he'd gotten closer to Mia. He kissed her. Sean looked up and watched his wife's tongue entwine with Robert's. He seethed with jealousy, though his dick was hard, too, resulting in a frustrating emotional experience.
"I want you to spend the night with me," Robert said. "Sean has plenty of clean up work to do here anyway. I'll make dinner. We'll eat on the back patio. We'll get a little tipsy on wine. I'll do unholy things to your body."
"And I'll make you cum as many times as I can."
Robert smiled and caressed her face. Mia turned her head and managed to get her lips around one of his fingers. Their eyes met as she sucked on it, all while Sean continued to feed on her cum-filled pussy.
"You really do like the way I make you feel, don't you?" Robert asked.
Mia nodded.
"You like being a source of such intense pleasure for me. You like being able to make me cum in ways no woman has ever made me cum?"
She nodded again.
"You're a very special woman, Mia, and you happen to be married to a man who is, in his own way, special as well."
He pulled his finger from her mouth and they kissed again. As they did, Mia reached back and put a hand on Sean's head. She pulled him closer. His nose pressed into her taint and he could feel her asshole rubbing over his forehead. He kept on eating pussy and cleaning cum, though, and he managed to find her clit with his tongue and elicit a moan of pleasure a few times.
Sean heard Mia stroking Robert's cock a little. It was clearly still wet from her pussy.
"Sean, baby, lick my fingers clean," she said.
He turned and saw that her fingers were coated with a mixture of creamy pussy discharge and cum that she'd collected from Robert's cock, which was still remarkably hard. Sean leaned closer and took his wife's fingers in his mouth. He sucked them clean.
"Maybe he should suck your dick clean, too," she whispered to her lover. "There's still cum and pussy cream on it, after all, and you shouldn't have to tuck it back into your pants when it's messy like that. Maybe my cuck should suck it clean."
Fear gripped Sean. He couldn't. He just couldn't.
"Do you want to see your husband suck my dick, Mia?" Robert asked.
"I think I do," she replied.
Sean couldn't believe it. Why would Mia want that?
"I've never had a man suck my dick."
Mia laughed softly. "He's not a man. He's a cuck. He just ate your cum out of my pussy. He's sucking it off my fingers right now. A man wouldn't do that. A cuck would, though."
Sean still couldn't believe it was his wife talking, that Mia was saying those things, and saying them like Sean wasn't there.
"I'll tell you what," Robert said, "I think I could be into that. I mean, fuck, I know I could be into that in a weird way. Let's wait, though. Let's make him suck my dick before I fuck you. That way I'll be turned on and it will be just a little more humiliating for him to prep my cock with his mouth."
"Mmm, I like that," she said softly. "We can make him put your dick inside me, too. Make him guide it into my married pussy and then make him watch as you do as you please with me, as you fuck me, as you use me for your pleasure, as you pump your load deep into my tight little cunt."
Mia spun around and leaned against the window. She grabbed a handful of Sean's hair and pulled his mouth to her pussy. He went to work like he knew he wanted. He ate her pussy. He gave her an orgasm while she kissed Robert, while he played with her tits in the sundress, while they indulged in their obvious and endless desire for each other.
When she'd cum, Mia lowered her dress, stepped away from the window, and bent over to kiss Sean on the forehead. "You did a good job today, cuck. With the showing and with your duties afterward. I'm going to spend the night with Robert, of course. I'll see you at home tomorrow morning."
Robert tucked his cock back into his pants, took Mia's hand, and walked out of the bedroom with her. Sean closed his eyes, took a deep breath, and tried his best to push away any thoughts of having to suck Robert's dick. That was a problem for another day.
Sean had plenty of clean up to do - the house couldn't be even slightly messy when the Hendersons returned - so he set about the task of undoing the small messes the potential buyers had left behind and he tried his very best not to think about Robert, Mia, and what the future of his marriage looked like.
With any luck, Sean would sell the house, collect a hefty commission, and establish himself as a desirable realtor for the high end market. Then he could reclaim his wife from Robert and become the kind of man he’d always wanted to be.
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Direct deposit was an option, but Sean wanted a check. He wanted to hold it in his hands. He wanted to look at the number, to study it, to bask in his success.
It was, without question, the biggest commission of his career. $105,000 was more than he'd made in some years, in fact, and he'd made it from selling just one home.
"Is that the check?"
Sean looked up to see his wife dressed in a pink baby doll. He nearly dropped the check. She was breathtaking in every way, so much so that he couldn't find a single word as she approached. Mia plucked the check from his hand, smiled as she stared at it, and then straddled him on their couch.
"Well done," she said.
He ran his hands over the impossibly soft, semi-sheer material of the baby doll and smiled. He'd always liked the kind of lingerie that enhanced Mia's femininity and she'd clearly picked the baby doll and matching panties to appeal to him. It felt like a reward for his having completed the sale of the home.
Mia leaned closer and kissed his neck. "I'm proud of you, Sean," she whispered as her breath tickled his skin. "More than you can imagine."
"You could show me how proud you are," he said as confidence surged through him.
Mia smiled. "I intend to."
A deep kiss followed. His hands made their way to her breasts and he moaned at how good they felt in the lingerie. Sean liked how it smelled, too, like Mia had sprayed a fine mist of perfume over her intimate wear before putting it on. Unsurprisingly, Sean's dick responded to the foreplay with an impressive erection that strained to be released so it could find its way into his wife.
Mia climbed off his lap and removed Sean's pants and underwear. They kissed as she bent over, grasped his cock, and stroked him.
Then she got on her knees. Mia looked up at him as her lips engulfed his erection. She moaned and her eyelids fluttered while her tongue moved slowly over the underside of his swollen cock head. It felt so good that Sean closed his eyes and let out a long, low moan.
"Holy fuck, Mia, that feels so good."
She was still looking up at him when he opened his eyes. The sight of her lips wrapped around his cock was enthralling, but there was something else at play, too. Mia was giving herself to Sean. She was rewarding him for his success. She was showering him with pleasure because he'd impressed her, because he'd earned the reward of his wife dressing in lingerie and fellating him with a look of intense lust in her eyes.
"Do you want to fuck me?" she asked.
"I do," he answered with a smile. "I really, really do."
Mia took him in her mouth once more, but this time she swallowed the whole of his shaft. Sean watched as his wife's nose pressed into his pubic hair and he marveled at both her talent and how astoundingly good it felt to have his cock lodged in her throat.
She pulled back, grasped his stiff dick, and stroked him with the thick saliva from her throat acting as a wondrous lubricant. "How would you like to fuck me, Sean? You can have me any way you want me. You've earned that."
Sean wasn't sure Mia had ever offered herself to him in that way, though it was also true that he'd never come close to earning six figures from the sale of a single home, so perhaps he'd never - in her mind, at least - earned that right.
"I want you on your hands and knees on the floor," he said.
Mia smiled. "Good choice."
She stood, turned, and sauntered away from him. She looked over her shoulder, flipped up the bottom of baby doll to show off her ass, and then slowly fell to her knees on the rug in the middle of their living room. After a moment she dropped down to all fours and then looked back at Sean.
"Take me, baby. I'm yours. Do as you please with me."
Sean stood, took off his shirt, and stroked himself as he stared at his wife. "Is that how you talk to Robert?" he asked.
"It is," she replied. "It always makes me wet to offer myself to him."
Sean's dick surged in his hand. "Because he's such a successful man?"
Mia nodded. "Men like him can have almost any woman they want, Sean. You know that. He's handsome. He's rich. He's smart. He's strong. He's confident. All of my friends would be jealous if they knew I was fucking Robert. Hell, women ten years younger than me would probably be jealous even though he's an older man. There's a reason I cheated on you with him, Sean. He's the kind of man every woman wants and it felt so fucking good when he chose me."
Sean dropped to his knees behind his wife and slipped his fingers into her pussy. He didn't love that talking about Robert had gotten him so turned on, but there was a reason he'd asked the question. He wasn't trying to make himself feel bad. He was chasing his arousal. It was a little bit toxic - or perhaps more than a little - but Sean couldn't help it.
He pulled his fingers free, guided his cock inside Mia, and grabbed her hips. She pushed back as he pushed forward. Her pussy felt tight and incredibly hot and wet.
"You're wet," he said.
"I am. Wet for you, Sean. Wet for the man that just sold a multi-million dollar home. Wet for the man that's going to keep selling homes like that. Wet for the man that's going to move us into one of those homes at some point in the near future."
Sean fucked her harder. It felt good to think of himself as that kind of man. It felt good to think of getting to fuck Mia in this manner as often as he wanted.
Then Robert was in his head. Robert and Mia, to be exact. Sean wanted to fuck her from behind on the living room floor because that's precisely how Robert had been fucking Mia when Sean first discovered her infidelity. He'd stood and watched as another man took his wife in that position, as Mia moaned like it was the best sex she'd ever had, as Robert came inside her. Now Sean was the one fucking his wife in that position and he was picturing the cheating sex. He could see the look on Mia's face. He could see the look on Robert's face. He could see the pleasure they both felt. He could see that neither of them gave a shit that Sean was standing there, that he was watching. He was no threat to them. He was, as Mia had described him so many times since then, just a cuck.
Sean pulled out and Mia looked back at him.
"What's wrong?" she asked.
His dick was hard and slick with her juices. It wouldn't have taken all that long to cum inside her and it would have felt fantastic. Something was off, though. It wasn't quite what Sean wanted it to be. It didn't feel like the reward he'd imagined it would.
"I'm a cuck," he said after a few seconds of silence.
Mia spun around and crawled closer. "What?"
Sean looked at his wife and smiled. "I'm a cuck, Mia. I...I denied it for so long, but it's what I am. It's what...it's what turns me on. It's what excites me. I mean, fucking you excites me. Getting a blowjob from you excites me. But being a cuck...it's a different level of excitement. I'm not even sure I can explain it, but it's different and I think it's better."
Mia gripped his cock and stroked him slowly. "So you're saying you'd be even more turned on right now if I was on my hands and knees for Robert? If he was the one fucking my tight little pussy? If his big cock was stretching out my cunt and edging ever closer to blowing a massive load inside me?"
Sean nodded as the truth fully revealed itself. He was a cuck. His wife's cheating had unearthed a long-buried part of him and made it impossible to ignore. He was a cuck. He wanted to be a cuck.
"Should I invite Robert over?" she asked. "Should I tell him that my cuck husband wants to suck his dick until he's hard? Should I tell him that you want to guide his cock into your wife and watch as he fucks me the way I need to be fucked?"
"Yes, please," Sean said.
Mia released his cock, leaned in, and kissed him softly. "I love you, Sean, and I love that you've finally found yourself, that you can see yourself now. And in case you're wondering, I decided months ago that what I really want is to be married to a successful cuck while I'm free to fuck men like Robert, so this revelation of yours has made me a very happy woman."
They kissed again. It felt romantic, like they were connecting over what was now a shared interest in Mia surrendering her body to Robert - or other men like him - while Sean played the part of the happy, supportive cuck.
"I'm going to change into something different for Robert," she said. "While I do that, I'd like you to call him and invite him over. That seems like something a cuck would do, doesn't it? Invite the superior man over to satisfy his wife?"
"It does," Sean replied with a smile. "I'll call him."
Mia kissed him softly and then stood and walked away.
"Don't bother getting dressed," she said while strolling towards the bedroom.
Sean would have preferred to put his clothes on, but he remained naked as he called Robert and invited him over. Usually they went to his place, of course, but Mia hadn't mentioned that so Sean did as he'd been told. Robert accepted without hesitation and added that he was going to enjoy fucking Mia in the bed she shared with her husband.
The house was clean, but Sean set about tidying any small messes he could find. His erection deflated while doing so and his cock leaked quite a bit of precum in the process, though he cleaned up and swallowed all of it without a second thought.
Mia emerged from the bedroom in a tight black lace chemise with garters that were attached to a pair of black lace top stockings. She'd completed the look with a pair of heels and had pulled her hair into a high ponytail.
"Sometimes Robert likes to pull my hair and it's easier when it's already in a ponytail," she said, "and I'm not sure why, but I have a feeling that tonight is going to involve some hair pulling."
Robert showed up not long after. Sean greeted him at the door and his nudity was met with a smile and a soft chuckle. Mia then appeared from the living room and stepped into her lover's arms for a long kiss with a wealth of tongue.
"My husband has come to the conclusion that he is, in fact, a cuck. He's right, of course. You and I have known it for months now, but it took Sean a little time to catch up. He's ready to embrace his true self, though. He's ready to be a cuck from here on out, and today that means sucking your beautiful cock and placing it inside me. That means cleaning your cock and cleaning my pussy. That means offering to let you stay the night in our bed while he sleeps on the couch. That means offering to assist us in any way we desire as we pursue our pleasure with each other."
Robert slipped a hand into Mia's panties and fingered her as he looked at Sean.
"Is all of that true, Sean? Are you finally ready to fully embrace being a cuck?"
"I am," he admitted. "I...I want to prepare...to prepare your cock with my mouth. I want to put you inside her. I want to watch while you satisfy her. I want to clean the both of you afterwards. I want...I probably want things I'm not even aware of. I just...I'm a cuck, Robert. You helped me discover that. You helped me find a pleasure I didn't know I could experience. You helped me change my life in more ways than one, actually, and I'm more grateful than I could ever express. Inviting you to spend the night in my bed with my wife is just one small way of doing so, but I'll find others, I promise."
Robert pulled his fingers from Mia's slick pussy and fed them to her. She held his gaze while sucking them clean and moaned.
"He really is a cuck," he said.
Mia nodded. "He is. He's ready for it. He's ready to be what I need him to be, what I've wanted him to be since the first time you fucked me, Robert."
She took his hand and led him towards the bedroom. Sean followed. He stood in the doorway and watched his wife undress her lover. Absent the stress of conflicting desires he was free to admire the sensuality of it, the way Mia's fingers moved over Robert's skin, the way she kissed his neck while removing his shirt, the way she moaned when he touched her, the way her every movement indicated a desire for the man that would soon be inside her.
"Sean, come here," she said once Robert was naked. "Get on your knees for him. Show your subservience to the man that satisfies me."
Sean’s legs trembled a little at the word 'subservience.' It was accurate, though, for he was absolutely going to show his subservience to Robert by sucking his cock with the aim of getting it hard and wet to slide into Mia's pussy with ease. He obeyed his wife and fell to his knees in front of them. He looked up at Robert and Mia and knew that from that moment forward their marriage would be inexorably changed.
"Suck his cock," she ordered. "Be a good cuck and suck his beautiful cock."
Sean leaned closer. He stared at the plump mushroom head of the cock and the little hole at the tip. Robert's musky scent filled his nose and for a moment his balls jumped in their sack as if he was excited about what was on the verge of unfolding in their bedroom.
Sean gave a blowjob. He took the cock in his mouth. He sucked. He moved his tongue around it. He worked hard to keep his teeth away from the shaft. He was certain that it was a bad blowjob, but the quality wasn't the point. It was the offering of his subservience. It was the fluffing. It was his willingness to suck cock, to show that he was the cuck and Robert was the real man.
"I can't believe how much my pussy is tingling right now," Mia said as she kissed Robert's neck. "I didn't realize just how badly I wanted to watch my husband suck your beautiful cock, Robert."
He turned and kissed her. He grasped one of her breasts through the chemise and she moaned into his mouth. Robert reached down and put a hand on the back of Sean's head, too, and then he applied remarkable pressure.
Sean gagged hard as the cock moved into his throat. It was astoundingly unpleasant as his body rejected the invasion, but Sean had no choice. He had to take it. He had to conquer his gag reflex and welcome the cock into his throat as his eyes watered.
After just a few seconds - that felt like forever - Robert relented and Sean leaned back, turned to the side, and nearly vomited all over the bedroom floor. He gasped for air and wiped the saliva from his mouth and for a second a deep sense of anger washed over him. He took a deep breath, though, and let it all fall away as he listened to Mia moan.
"I need you inside me, Robert," she said. "Sean fucked me earlier, but it was nothing like when you fuck me. I would have let him have me, I would have let him cum in me, but I was thinking of you. I couldn't help bit."
Robert crawled into the bed and Mia straddled him. Then they both looked at Sean.
"Do your duty, cuck," she said.
He crawled into the bed and grabbed Robert's cock. He guided it between his wife's pussy lips and watched her sink down on it.
"That feels so fucking good," Mia said.
Sean remained in his position as his wife slowly rode her lover's cock. He admired the beauty of her pussy lips stretching around the thick shaft. He listened to the incredible sounds of wetness and found himself leaning a little closer to fully immerse himself in the noises of pleasure.
"Cuck, crawl between his legs. You can eat my ass while I ride him," Mia instructed.
Sean obeyed and she leaned forward to kiss Robert while she bounced on his cock. Her ass cheeks parted and Sean leaned in to rim her while another man's cock filled and satisfied her pussy.
Mia and Robert came simultaneously. It didn't take all that long, either, though Sean suspected that was due to the incredible heights of arousal they'd reached.
His tongue worked his wife's asshole while she climaxed and as soon as she lifted her pussy from Robert's cock, Sean went to work. He sucked on the head. He licked the shaft. He cleaned like a cuck. It was humiliating, but that no longer felt like a problem. Instead, it felt like a source of pleasure now that Sean was fully willing to embrace it.
When he'd finished with Robert's cock, Sean moved between his wife's legs and plunged his tongue inside her. She smiled at him, reached down to run her fingers through his hair for a bit, and then turned her attention to the man that had just fucked her.
"Will you stay the night?" she asked.
"I'd love to," he replied.
They kissed. Slowly and deeply. The kind of kiss that made Sean jealous. Not enraged, but intensely jealous. He knew that was the fate of a cuck, though, that jealousy was unavoidable. Mia's words about wanting to be married to a cuck danced through his head in that moment, though, and the jealousy washed away.
Once he'd finished cleaning her pussy, Sean sat back on his knees. Mia looked at him, smiled, and rolled onto her side to cuddle next to Robert.
"You may leave us, cuck," she said. "Let's order takeout. You can choose. Order it. Go pick it up - no delivery - and then set the table in the backyard and set it all out. Once you're finished you can let us know and we'll join you. If you hear us fucking again, don't come to the bedroom. You're not allowed in here unless you're invited."
"Of course," he said with a smile.
Sean left the bedroom and shut the door to give his wife and her lover some privacy. He felt jealous again, but he told himself that it was perfectly normal, that all cucks felt jealous.
Then Sean smiled. He felt happy. Genuinely happy. He wasn't sure how long it had been since he'd had that sensation, but he was relatively certain it was going to become a great deal more common now that he'd accepted his place in life.
He was a cuck. He was his wife's cuck. He had a purpose. He was going to remain a cuck even as he climbed the local real estate ladder, even when he ascended to the top. That was Sean's place and he knew he'd find contentment there, which was all a man could really ask for in life.
The End.
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