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​“Put him inside you,” hushed Samantha, leaning forward on her seat.

Riley rose high on her knees and grabbed Leo’s cock.  She worked it in a downturned fist and then turned it underneath her.  For the moment she didn’t let her body drop.  Instead, she swashed the tip of Leo’s cock along her sex, coating him in the excitement that was desperate to burst out of her.

Eventually Riley set him at her sex, taking control.  She dropped slowly, closing her eyes and swallowing over Leo’s cock.

Leo closed his eyes, and Samantha watched his fists clench.  He was clearly trying to stave it off.  Samantha wondered if Riley felt tighter than her, but she wasn’t brave enough to ask.

“Good girl,” Samantha said.

That excited Riley.  It was the plaudits and recognition that she yearned for.  Since day one, she wanted to please Mrs. Jones and make her happy, she just never anticipated it being like this.

“All of him,” urged Samantha, nodding.

She got to the floor again so she could look up and under at the action.  She saw the way Riley’s immaculate pussy held Leo inside it and watched as he became coated in Riley’s cream.

“Oh, fuck,” Samantha whined, reaching under to rub at Leo’s balls.

Leo was looking up at Riley with an expression of pleasured anguish.  The ecstasy on his face was clear to see.  Riley took his hands and put them on her tits.

“Squeeze,” she said.

Leo did just that.  He felt her supple breasts and noted how much firmer they were than Samantha’s.  When he ran his hands down to her butt, he noticed the difference there too.

“Pound her, honey,” Samantha demanded, and Leo started to buck up off the sofa.

“That’s it,” urged Samantha.  “Like that.”

Leo gripped Riley’s butt and started to take charge.  Soon, Riley was a passenger.  She sat atop Leo and let his thickness burst up through her core, stabbing deep and pumping up her excitement until it threatened to burst free.

“Don’t stop!” gasped Riley, and Samantha knew that plea anywhere.

“She’s going to come for us,” Samantha told her husband, and she started to caress Riley’s bouncing ass.

She watched the shockwaves ripple over it as Leo struck her deep over and over and listened to the clapping flesh.  Riley’s ass swung open and slapped shut around Leo, but Samantha wanted to see it clearer.

She held it open with her hands and watched Leo’s cock driving inside.  Above him, the vacant muscle twitched.  It was smattered in the white cream that leaked from Riley’s sex.

“Come for us,” Samantha said, and she pressed her tongue against Riley’s ass.

Riley let out a joyous whimper as she felt it.  No-one had ever done that to her before, and the last person that she imagined would, was Samantha Jones.  It was Riley’s idol, and her tongue was trying to force its way into her butt in a crazy transition of power.

“Mrs. Jones!” gasped Riley, begging her body to give up its climax.

Samantha pointed her tongue at the knot and then slid it down over the tight band of skin until she was licking at the underside of her husband’s cock.

“I’m coming!” cried Riley, and she started to shiver and shake in Leo’s grasp.
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President Mackay had led a tumultuous presidency.  With a second term looming, his two-point lead was in danger of evaporating at any moment.  One scandal could see his prospects torpedoed, and no one was more acutely aware of that than his wife, Bonnie.

The First Lady had supported her husband through and through.  They’d run on the basis of family, bringing their daughters on stage with them to convey the image of white Americana.

But Bonnie and her husband Frank had secrets; secrets that they kept from each other, and that night, Frank Mackay was seeing to one of his secrets in the Oval Office.

“Put me in your mouth,” he hushed to his Press Secretary, Linda Hershowitz.

The daring twenty-five-year-old pushed open President Mackay’s blue suit-jacket and rubbed her hands down over his white shirt as she sank to her knees.

She batted her lashes up at him and shook out her blonde hair.  “Have you got something in there for me, Mr. President?”

“Open it up and find out,” said Frank coolly.

Linda raced open his belt, ravenous for her taste of his mature, powerful cock.  Something about submitting to the President in that manner in one of the most powerful rooms in the world was a thrill like nothing else.  Linda found herself soaked at the mere idea of it.

She tugged down his pants and then his boxer-shorts, flinching backwards as President Mackay’s cock burst up out of his underwear.

“Ready for an invasion of that pretty mouth?” asked Frank.

The thirty-year age-gap was his thrill, along with the blatant disregard for both his wife and his position.  The secret service wasn’t supposed to be keeping these kinds of secrets, but most of the President’s closest men knew about his infidelities.

Even Bonnie had her suspicions.  She walked her way to the West Wing now, ignoring the increasing advice from security not to do so.

“I can go where I want in this damned house,” she said with balled fists when yet another of President Mackay’s staff attempted to divert her.

In the Oval Office the phone began to ring, but President Mackay had no hope of answering it.  With his cock buried deep in his gorgeous Press Secretary’s mouth, he didn’t stand a chance of receiving the warnings.

Linda pulled his length from her mouth and held it over her face.  “What if its China?”

“China can wait,” said President Mackay, taking hold of his cock and pointing it towards Linda’s open mouth.

She gasped and swallowed over him, humming contently as she felt the power fill her.

“I’m gonna bend you over that desk and fuck you,” dared the President, and it made Linda swoon.

“How am I going to explain that to the press?”

“You’re good at spin,” smiled Frank.

Linda started to rifle his cock in her fist and look around it.  She pulled slowly, watching how the skin moved.

“The most powerful cock in the world,” she hushed.

Just then the doors to the Oval Office burst open, and in came thunder, with a trail of staff following in its wake.

“Oh, here he is!” said Bonnie.  “Hiding from the world with some slut’s mouth around his cock.”

Linda stumbled back to reveal Frank’s hard, spit-soaked dick.

“She wouldn’t stop, Mr. President,” said his pleading head of security.

“Seems everyone is in on this apart from me, huh?” asked Bonnie.  “The First Lady is the last to know, right?”

“Bonnie it’s not what it looks like,” said President Mackay, and even Linda had to stifle a laugh.

“Oh, isn’t it?  What’s the official line on this one, Linda?  What’s the quote for the papers?  President’s cock falls form his pants and into shocked woman’s mouth?”

“You can leave us,” said Frank, pulling up his pants and dismissing his security.

Earpieces were touched around the room.  “You’re sure, Mr. President?” one of his men asked.

Frank nodded.  “I’m sure.”

As the men departed Linda got to her feet and attempted to join them.

“Not you,” said Bonnie, snapping her fingers and pointing at the dainty twenty-five-year-old.  “You don’t get to leave so easily.”

Linda froze and looked back at the President.

“Don’t look at him.  He’s not in control here, despite what he might think.”

Frank looked like a scalded child.  His belt remained unfastened, and his untucked shirt made him look like the philanderer he was.

“Bonnie, you’re being unreasonable ...” Frank began.

Both Linda and Bonnie shot him a horrified look.

“For four years you’ve believed your own bullshit,” Bonnie said, striding forwards.  “But you’ve gotten lucky here.”

Frank looked back at Linda and then at his wife.  “Lucky?”

“Lucky,” reiterated Bonnie.  “Lucky that you’ve pushed me to a place where this kind of thing thrills me.”

“What kind of thing?” asked Frank.

“This,” said Bonnie, pointing between the two of them.  “You two.”

“Me and Linda?”

“You and anyone, really, but she’ll do.”

“What do you mean?”

Bonnie sighed.  “I’m broken, Frank.  Maybe even more broken than you are.  Truth is, I know what’s been going on, and I wanted to catch you.  I wanted to catch you so that I could get a piece of it too.”

“Bonnie, you’re not making any sense ...”

“Listen, Frank.  Listen and you’ll realize this is a great opportunity for you.  You claim to be good at spotting those.”

Frank stayed silent.  Linda stood as a bystander, just as curious as Frank to discover what Bonnie was about to say next.

“I don’t want this to stop, but I don’t want it to be kept secret from me,” said Linda.  “I want to be here when it happens, you understand?”

“I—I don’t—”

“It’s the only way of saving our marriage, and it’s the only way of saving your presidency.  If this gets out, you’re finished, and I’m finished.  No second term.  But if you two continue, and if you, Linda, get back on your knees and open my husband’s pants, then everything goes back to the way it was, and I’ll deny, deny, deny if any questions come my way regarding the President’s infidelity.”

“You don’t want to see that, Bonnie,” said Frank.

“Don’t protect me now, Frank, you fucking idiot.  Listen to me instead.  I want this.”

“She’s not kidding, Frank,” Linda said.

Bonnie gave her a slow clap.  “She catches on quicker than you.”

“You—you want Linda back on her knees and ...”

“And sucking your cock?  Yes.”

Linda knew that she was no longer a bystander, but an active participant.

“You didn’t have a problem before, Linda.  What’s the difference now?” asked the First Lady.

“It—it’s just that you’re watching now,” stammered Frank.

“Then let me make you more comfortable,” Bonnie said, and she pulled out a chair from the edge of the room and sat on it, opening her legs wide enough for her pencil skirt to ride up.

“What are you doing?” asked Frank.

“I’m getting off, just like you are,” said Bonnie.  “Linda, suck his cock while I play with my pussy, would you?”

Bonnie downed her silk panties until they settled above her high-heeled shoes at her ankle.  She spread her legs wider and showed both her husband and Linda her pussy with its kempt fur and bare lips.

“Can you see?” she asked Linda.  “I didn’t want to make this one-sided.”

“I—I can see,” Linda said, mesmerized by the sight of the First Lady’s mature pussy.  It wasn’t something a person though they’d ever see.

“Good,” said Bonnie, sighing and relaxing back into the chair.  “Continue.”

Linda sank to her knees slowly, looking up at Frank who stared at his wife as she began to play.

“This is something you want, Bonnie?” asked Frank.

“Yes, Mr. President.”

Frank looked down at his Press Secretary.  “I guess we better do as she says ...”

Linda opened Frank’s pants tentatively, waiting for the slightest protestation from his wife.  None came.  Instead, she began to hear Bonnie moan and whimper.

“Suck his cock,” Bonnie grunted.  “Please.”

It was so pleading and desperate that it made Linda think she was doing the First Lady a favor.  She whipped out President Mackay’s cock and picked up right where she’d left off.

At first, she was coy, sucking slowly but not putting in the effort that she once had.  But when Bonnie started to moan, and those moans sounded filled with passion, she felt the President’s cock turn stiffer and her pussy began to salivate all over again.

“That’s it,” encouraged Bonnie.  “Swallow all of him.”

Bonnie took off her jacket and moved her chair to the side of them, leaning forward and watching the younger woman tackle her husband.

“Fuck,” hissed Bonnie, looking up at Frank with a smile.  “You like that, don’t you honey?”

Frank smiled back.  For the first time in a long time, he felt a connection to his wife that had been lost throughout his presidency.  She’d pledged to always stand by him, but increasingly it felt as though they were standing further and further apart.

“That’s it,” Bonnie goaded.  “Good girl.”

She moved Linda’s blonde locks away and the bubbly twenty-five-year-old began to put on a performance worthy of an Oscar.

She threw her lips over Frank, sliding all the way down him before pulling off completely to stare at his cock and wonder how it might feel in her pussy.

“You want it, don’t you?” asked Bonnie.

Linda bit her lip and then spat over President Mackay’s cock.

“Fuck, that’s hot,” snarled Bonnie, and Frank began to wonder where his old wife had gone.

“Let me take off that dress,” said Bonnie and she got to her knees now and rubbed at the small of Linda’s back.

Linda looked across at the woman who was thirty-years her senior.  Bonnie was immaculately turned-out, but she was often so professional that her sexuality took a back seat.  Bonnie could see it brimming over the edge now as it erupted from the stoic woman.

“Stand up, you pretty, young thing,” hushed Bonnie.

Linda got to her feet and Bonnie went straight for the zipper at the side of her dress.  She downed it and the garment dropped to reveal a pair of black stockings and suspenders.

“Look at that, honey,” Bonnie said, grabbing a fistful of Linda’s beautiful, toned ass.  “Show him.”

Linda spun on the spot, pirouetting inside her downed dress like a ballerina on tiptoes.

Frank leaned back to look at the beautiful curves, seeing his wife’s hand squeezing into the forbidden flesh.

“You can have that, Frank,” Bonnie said to him, pushing out her chin.  “You want it, don’t you?”

Frank nodded.

“You want that fresh, tight pussy around your cock.”

“So bad,” strained Frank, pushing out his hips from off the edge of the table.

His cock stroked up against the supple flesh of his younger counterpart and Bonnie stared at it.  Her husband’s mature, weathered cock rested against the smooth skin of Linda Hershowitz, who had arrived as an intern three years previously.

“And what do you want?” asked Bonnie to Linda.

Linda looked down as though she was ashamed to admit it.

“You can say it,” said Bonnie, stroking up Linda’s stockings.

“I want your husband’s cock inside me,” confessed Linda.

Bonnie closed her eyes and felt the sting of the announcement.  It felt good inside her, bubbling in her guts and twisting in anxious somersaults that drove her wild.

“I want that too,” said Bonnie.

“Then it’s unanimous,” said Frank.

Bonnie wrapped her finger over the edge of Linda’s lacy panties, pulling them down her legs so that her beautiful ass was revealed completely.

“Look at that, honey,” said Bonnie to her husband.

Frank wasn’t looking anywhere else.  His wife’s face sat unfocused in his periphery as he stared at the beautiful, exposed ass of his mistress.

“Put him inside me,” tried Linda.

It took a second for the request to register.  Bonnie looked up at Linda, shocked that she was making such a demand of the First Lady.  But it struck that chord of humiliation that ran through Bonnie.  It resonated deeper than anything ever had.

“Bend over the desk,” said Bonnie, her heart racing.

Linda did as she was told, and Bonnie found herself amidst a long-held fantasy.  She gripped her husband’s cock and pulled him by it, desperate to marry the two together.

Frank walked as though he were in leg-cuffs, with his pants around his ankles.  He moved to where his wife wanted him and looked down on the slender frame of his young assistant.

“Look at that,” he hushed, rubbing up over her ass and pushing the tail of her white shirt higher.

The suspenders framed her butt beautifully.  He looked down into it was his wife pressed the head of his cock under her buttocks and hissed a breath.

“Get in that soaked pussy,” she strained, looking underneath at the target.

She saw Linda’s beautiful, pink pussy lips spread over her husband and welcome him inside, holding her breath as Frank entered further.

Frank could feel the warm, tight embrace and he surrendered to it.  He pushed deeper and then looked at his wife, seeing the eagerness in her eyes as she watched him go deep.

Linda put her arm on her forehead, whimpering and hearing her cries bounce back off the wood of the Resolute desk.  It had been in the Oval Office for well over a hundred years, but this was the first cry of eroticism that had ever echoed off it.

“Fuck me, Mr. President!” gasped Linda, and Frank started to pull out and find his rhythm.

The First Lady sat on her knees, rubbing at her thighs as she watched her husband commit adultery right in front of her.

“His cock feels so good,” ached Linda.  “It’s perfect.”

Bonnie remembered it well, though she hadn’t felt it in years.  Her husband’s presidency had stripped their relationship of its sexuality—the mutual kind, at least.

“Tell me how good it feels,” yearned Bonnie, leaning back and pushing her hand under her dress.

She watched her husband’s shirt waft against his bare ass as he drove his cock into his Press Secretary and made her moan.

“It feels so good inside me,” ached Linda.  “So fucking good!  I want it all!  I want to take the President’s cum!”

Bonnie’s muscles tensed as she heard the admission.  Her quivering pussy and imminent climax told her that she wanted that for Linda too.

Bonnie rubbed her at her clit, feeling it swell and become charged.  She held her breath and let it out in stuttered aches and whimpers, gasping up at the fucking duo who were oblivious to her state.

“Tell me where you want his cum!” strained Bonnie, strumming at her pussy.

“I want it in my pussy!”

“What do you want in your pussy?”

“Your husband’s cum!”

“Oh, Linda, yes!  Yes!  Yes!”

Bonnie closed her eyes tight, and both Frank and Linda looked back as she worked her way to climax.  Her fingers moved over her clit so quickly that they became a blur.  She spread her cum around her sex and didn’t stop until her pussy was leaking.

“Yes!” gasped Bonnie, opening her eyes and looking down at the source of her joy.

Squirt spattered out as she screamed her way to climax, marveling at what she was capable of.  Linda couldn’t believe it either.  She gasped and then smiled widely as she saw Bonnie show her party trick.

“I didn’t know First Ladies could do that,” said Linda excitedly.

“You should see what Presidents can do,” said Frank.

Bonnie came out of the other side of her climax, shuddering and convulsing, but her energy levels didn’t drop.  The second her hand was off her pussy she was crawling forward on her knees.

“Feed his cock to me,” she said, opening her mouth like a hungry chick.  “I want to clean you off him.”

Frank sensed his wife’s urgency and pulled out of Linda quickly.  Linda turned and took a grip of his cock, rubbing her white cum up along it and then pointing it towards the First Lady.

Bonnie kept her mouth open and watched the cock arrive, strewn in Linda’s thick, white cum.

“In my mouth,” she kept saying.  “I want to taste you.”

Linda felt like she was committing a crime, making Bonnie Mackay taste her cum like that.  The woman was practically royalty and yet here she was, submitting on the floor and playing second-fiddle to the White House’s Press Secretary.

“Taste my cum,” said Linda, watching at how eagerly Bonnie feasted on her husband’s cum-soaked cock.

While Bonnie dined, Linda went to the floor, touching the liquid that Bonnie had rattled free.  She smeared it up off the wood and then rubbed it against Bonnie’s face.  Bonnie groaned as though her juices were some thrilling elixir.

“You’re a naughty Mrs. President, aren’t you?” asked Linda.

Bonnie nodded, with her husband’s cock in her mouth.

Linda took more of the squirt and rubbed it over Bonnie’s face, then she walked forwards until her pussy was just over the First Lady.

“Taste me,” said Linda, trying her luck.

Bonnie took her husband from her mouth and turned her face, pointing her mouth upwards.  She watched as Bonnie walked forwards, settling her petals right over Bonnie’s ravenous mouth.

Bonnie licked and then sucked, listening to the moans of Linda who began to drop her soft flesh down onto Bonnie and use her mouth as a seat.

“You’re one naughty slut,” Linda said, smiling.

Frank didn’t know what he was dealing with, but Linda seemed to have some experience with cuckqueans like Bonnie.

She’d heard about the growing trend online, but never imagined she’d be playing cuckcake to one of them, not least that the President’s wife should be the recipient.

“I’m going to do that to you after your husband comes inside me,” said Linda, looking down.

She saw Bonnie’s eyes sparkle as her tongue worked feverishly out of sight, lapping up into Linda’s tight core.

Linda started to wriggle her hips.  She took back her shirt and then her bra, giving Frank a new obsession as he saw her perfect, ripe tits revealed.

He dropped his face to them and sucked, filling his mouth with Linda’s taught nipples.  He switched between her breasts until both of her nipples sat stiff.

Beneath sat Bonnie, looking up at the underside of her husband’s face as he sucked on Linda’s youthful breasts.  Bonnie could never hope to have anything close to those perfect tits again.

“Keep him stiff,” said Linda, nodding at Bonnie.

Bonnie reached out for her husband’s cock as it bounced unclaimed.  She wrapped her fist around him and tugged as she continued to slither her tongue along Linda’s groove.

“Good,” said Linda.  “Now put him back inside me.”

Linda framed herself against the edge of the table and arched her back.

Frank stepped out of his pants now and came up behind her, leaving Bonnie to reach beneath him and steer his cock to its target.

She looked underneath her husband’s hanging balls and bit her lip as she saw him enter Linda again.  This time his goal was clear.

“Come in my pussy,” whined Linda, looking forward at the big windows.

Frank held her hips and started to buck into her.  He felt the swell of power inside himself as his balls began to fill.

“I’m gonna take your husband’s hot seed in my pussy,” said Linda, looking back.  “And you, you filthy slut, you’re going to drink it out of me.”

Bonnie felt the dagger stab her again.  Calling the First Lady a slut to her face was tantamount to treason.

“Please!” begged Bonnie.  “Please do that for me!”

Bonnie rubbed impatiently at her thighs, waiting for her meal.  Her knees slid over the juices that had escaped her sex.

“I want it!” she cried.  “I want his cum.”

“Me too,” said Linda, cupping her tits and feeling the President slide through her over and over.

Frank found another gear and started to pump through the younger woman, striking her spongy cervix with the tip of his cock over and over.

Now it was Linda’s turn to feel the thrill of it all.  She closed her eyes and focused on the President’s reliable thrusts, feeling the swell of him as he built towards climax.

“I want it!” she begged.  “He’s close!”

She closed her eyes tight and felt the first contraction.  Her pussy squeezed as if to shut, meeting the stiff flesh of the President before it had chance to close.

“I’m coming!” she cried.

Bonnie nodded and moved closer to the action.  She could smell the sex in the air as she sat on her knees.  She wanted to see her husband’s asshole twitch and his cock pulse as he delivered his seed.

“Come in her, honey,” said Bonnie, rubbing at his ass.

Bonnie licked her finger and started to toy with Frank’s asshole.  She hadn’t done anything like that in over a decade.  When Fran felt her finger touch the muscle, he let out a groan.

“Give it to her, Frank,” encouraged Bonnie, and she began to press the nail through the tight muscle.

She returned it to her mouth for more spit and then went at it again, sending it deep to the knuckle.  Bonnie found his prostate and began to press against it gently.

“I can feel him,” whined Linda, oblivious to Bonnie’s probing.

Frank turned harder than ever.  His cock stiffened up like granite and bloomed inside his younger mistress.

“He’s gonna come!” cried Linda.

Bonnie moved her finger in and out as Frank threw his head back and felt the euphoria wash over him.

“Oh, fuck!” he strained.  “Fuck!”

He pushed his cock all the way deep and felt the first surge leave him.  Bonnie felt it too as her husband’s asshole winked around her finger.

“He’s coming inside me!” gasped Linda, looking back at the First Lady on her knees.

Bonnie looked into the hole, fingering through it and massaging the forbidden muscle deep in her husband’s ass.

It produced a bigger load from Frank, and he threw out five, then six, then seven ropes of his hot seed into his willing mistress.

Linda could feel the throbbing convulsions, but she didn’t know the volume until Frank’s cum started to ease out of her in long strings.

He pulled his cock back slowly and Bonnie was quick to open her mouth to it.  When Linda heard the smacking lips of the First Lady she just had to watch.

“Taste his cum,” said Linda, nodding at the devilry.

She watched Bonnie throw her mouth over the President’s cock, ridding him of his seed with her hungry, loyal mouth.

It was so jarring to see a woman deep into her fifties playing submissive slut like this.  No-one would believe Linda even if she told them what had happened.

“Now me,” said Linda, and she walked up on Bonnie with relish.

Bonnie opened her mouth, seeing Linda’s sticky pussy arrive above her.  She flexed out her tongue and tasted the bittersweetness within.

Linda pushed and more of Frank spilled from her, finding a home at first in Bonnie’s mouth and then in her stomach as she swallowed down his bounteous load gladly.

“What a whore,” Linda smiled.

Frank was concerned by the insult, but the gleeful smile in his wife’s eyes told him he had no reason to be.

“Drink me out of her, honey,” he said.

Bonnie swallowed it all down.  She thought she was done when Linda took her pussy from off her face, but then Linda stuck two fingers inside herself and fished out more of the President’s warm seed.

She swashed her fingers over Bonnie and left it across her face, returning to find more before doing the same again until Bonnie’s face looked like an abstract canvas, strewn in white paint.

Bonnie felt alive on the floor of the Oval Office, bathed in her husband’s cum.  Surrendering her power to Linda had stirred something inside her, and she feared that one session with the duo wasn’t enough.  Bonnie let the cum hang on her face as she looked up at her husband.

“This isn’t the last time we do this,” she said.

“Let’s go get that second term,” said Frank, clenching a fist.

“Whatever I can do to help, Mrs. President,” said Linda.

“You just keep taking my husband’s cum,” said Bonnie.  “How are you with anal?”

Linda pulled her lips into her mouth.  “I’m a novice, but I’m keen to gain experience.”

“I knew we made the right hire,” said Frank, laughing.

“Good,” said Bonnie.  “Because next time, I want to eat his cum out of your ass.”

“Mrs. President!” swooned Frank in mock-indignation.

“What?” shrugged Bonnie, finally wiping the cum from her face and sucking it off her fingers.  “Can’t the First Lady have some fun too?”

THE END
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Nicole had constant fears over the strength of her relationship with husband Timothy.  Despite her friend’s reassurances that Timothy was a good guy, she couldn’t shake the feeling that he had eyes for other women.

Timothy’s frequent declarations to the contrary weren’t enough for Nicole, who had been hurt before.  She found trust difficult, even though Timothy had never shown signs of straying before.

At forty-three and with Timothy almost ten years her junior, Nicole was always up against it.  She constantly feared that her husband would trade her in for a younger model if ever he got the chance, convincing herself that keeping tabs on him was the best way to deal with any potential adultery.

After years of this kind of treatment from his wife, Timothy was beginning to feel trapped and crowded.  His wife’s efforts to keep him loyal were driving him away, but Nicole refused to see it.

It wasn’t until she saw something online that everything changed, and Nicole learned to face her fears head on.

She was browsing social media one day when an advert popped up that seemed suspiciously tailored to her exact experience.  It was as though the algorithm was talking to her directly when the text popped up.

‘Worried about your husband?’ it asked.  ‘Worry no more!  Give him everything he wants in the safety of your own home, with our experienced cuckcakes, on hand to deliver everything you desire at The Cuckcake Bakery.’

Nicole couldn’t believe it.  She watched in awe as a video played out in front of her in which a bubbly blonde in a chef’s hat arrived on the doorstep of a married couple’s home and was invited inside.  The advert wasn’t explicit, but the implications were there, and when Nicole googled ‘cuckcake,’ it all became clear.

She sat back from her screen and her mind whirred.  Instantly she’d placed herself and her husband in the video, imagining how she’d feel if someone had turned up on the doorstep for Timothy.

On the one hand it gave Nicole control of the situation.  She could play an active part in the adultery that she feared, facing it head on in an attempt to strip it of its power.

On the other hand, Nicole wondered if she could truly go through with it.  The idea sounded good in principle, but whenever she imagined her husband fucking another woman, she started to feel queasy.

Nicole closed the browser window, but the advert played in her head regardless.  For the rest of the day, she had flashbacks of it, with ‘The Cuckcake Bakery’ logo emblazoned on the back of her eyelids.

That night did little to assuage her fears when Timothy came home late from work.  Nicole was pacing the lounge when he walked in.

“Where the hell have you been?” she asked immediately, her face strewn in anguish.

Timothy sighed.  “I’ve been at work.”

“How come you
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