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Chapter Ten


“Oh my god, that was fucking incredible,” Gigi
breath when I finally pulled my face away from her pussy. I grinned
in self-satisfaction and wiped up more of her amrita and Brent’s
cum from my chin. This I stuffed in my mouth and asked her, “What
else do you want me to do?”

“You came didn’t you?” she asked me. It was supposed
to be a question, but it was an accusation as well. 

I felt a little guilty and glanced to Brent where he
was standing next to us, watching me. His cock was still soft, but
I was certain that I could make him hard again.

They were waiting for an answer from me. I had to
look away from Brent. I cast my eyes down in shame to stare at the
edge of the mattress.

I nodded my head. “Yes. I made myself cum.” I
couldn’t look at either of them.

“How?” asked Gigi.

“With my hand.”

“Let me see.”

Automatically I offered up my hand for her to see.
She grabbed my wrist and brought it up to her face. First she
sniffed my fingers, searching for my scent. And then she put my
middle and ring finger in her mouth, sucking off what little amrita
I had left behind.

“That was very bad of you,” Gigi lectured me. “I was
going to let Brent fuck you as a reward, but now…”

“I’m sorry,” I quickly apologized. This was exactly
what I wanted. To be used and humiliated and to see my boyfriend
fuck another woman who considered herself beneath me.

“Sorry isn’t good enough. Brent’s cock is still in
need of a cleaning and you have a mouth. Get to work.”

That was easy for me to do.

I crawled over to Brent and took his cock in my
hand. I could smell his cum and Gigi’s amrita on him. Their
combined juices were starting to dry, but that didn’t stop me.
Greedily I sucked his softness into my mouth. The taste was
exquisite. Dirty and sour and sweet and musky and more flavors than
I could properly describe.

Brent let me blow him. Why wouldn’t he? As I sucked
and cleaned his cock, it steadily rose up. 

Most men have a refractory period of a few minutes
or even an hour or two. I’m sure Brent was helped by the fact that
he was getting to see his girlfriend humiliated and used like a
proper slut. He was going to get to fuck two women at once and that
would give a woody to any man. 

Except he wasn’t going to get to fuck me. 

As much as I wanted his cock in me, I wanted the
denial more.

I wanted to see him as much as possible with Gigi.
That’s why we were here this weekend. At home he could fuck me
anytime he wanted. The opportunity here was rare.

“Are you going to cum?” Gigi asked him as if I
wasn’t there.

“Not yet,” he said, his voice clear. “I mean...I’m
close but it’s going to take a bit more.”

“Stop,” Gigi said to me, placing her hand on my
shoulder bringing the fun to an end. “I don’t want Brent getting
completely exhausted so early in the evening.”

I nodded and slouched down onto my thighs, but I
kept hold of his cock because I wanted to assert some control over
my boyfriend. That was fucked up and I knew it.

“I’m starving. How about you two?” Gigi asked.

It was mutually agreed upon that ordering in some
Thai food was in order.

Brent pulled on shorts and a t-shirt, Gigi found a
robe on the back of her bathroom door, but I was denied any
clothing other than my collar and cuffs.

“You look prettier that way,” Gigi told
me. 

I wasn’t sure if that was the truth or not, but I
wanted to please them and I wanted to show off and I wanted to be a
good little submissive girl.

How could I be a cuckquean if I wasn’t
submissive?

So they got clothing and I got to walk around in my
birthday suit and I was surprisingly comfortable with that.

And then the front door bell rang indicating our
dinner had arrived.

Gigi looked at me. “Why don’t you answer that,
Ellie?”

I knew she wanted me to answer the door naked. I
knew the delivery would just be some middle-aged man and we weren’t
going to descend into a terrible scene from a 1980s porn movie, but
answering the door naked was just too much for me.

Luckily I had thought ahead just a little and I went
into my bag that was still next to the front door.

I hadn’t been sure if I would get to use my sexy
lingerie this weekend, but I had brought it along so I might as
well try it out.

It was lace and hid essentially nothing because the
lace clearly revealed my nipples and probably my pussy as well, but
I didn’t have the courage to look. If it had been normal clothing
it would have covered as much as a one-piece swimsuit. But it was
lace and although my body was covered, nothing was hidden.

I was wrong about the delivery boy. He wasn’t a
middle-aged man. She was a teenaged girl. Maybe early twenties,
probably a college student earning some extra money. 

Her eyes went wide when she saw what I was—and
wasn’t—wearing. I didn’t know the routine so I just pretended this
was my normal clothing. “What do I owe you?” 

I didn’t try to put any implication in my voice as
to how she could earn an extra tip, but somehow it was there.

The pretty girl violently shook her head, her
ponytail whipping back and forth. “Nothing! It’s already paid
for!”

“Let me give you a tip,” I offered.

“Already included!” She thrust the repurposed
cardboard box at me and then all but ran down the steps to her car.
I watched, a little sadly, from the doorway, as she drove away.

“How did the delivery boy like the show?” asked
Brent with a smug grin on her face. They were waiting for me in the
dining room, plates already laid out for our feast.

“She ran away when I offered her a tip.”

They laughed. “I wish I could have seen that,” Gigi
said with a smile.

They had me take off my lingerie before we ate. That
only seemed proper. I had to sit on a hard wooden chair which was
cool and smooth on my ass, while they sat on padded chairs. It was
what I deserved. 

We ate. I made sure I didn’t overeat because I knew
what was coming later in the evening.

They made me clean up after we were done. That was
my role. The cuckquean who serviced both her boyfriend and his
lover. His friends with benefits. 

When I was done, I found them in the living room
talking.

“How did you see this weekend going, Ellie?” Brent
asked me. He already knew. 

Or rather, he thought that he knew. We had talked
things over and he only knew half of what I wanted to do. 

“Can I make a
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