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About This Book:

Someone finally answered our request on the forum and today was the day.  A stranger was going to walk into our house and have sex with my husband.  I start out listening from the other room but soon I have to see it up close and personal – very personal indeed.  Take her, honey, and let me clean the mess up afterwards.
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“You want to lick my ass too?” Candice said, talking to me but looking up at Robert.  “Go ahead.  Fuck my ass with your tongue, there’s a good slut.”

She ran her fist quickly over Robert and sucked and kissed at the round, bulbous crown.  His knuckles turned white as he griped the sofa and his gaze switched between me and Candice’s mouth.

I punched my tongue into her tight ass and listened to her appreciative groans.  I’d switch between pussy and asshole whenever I felt like, giving each hole the treatment that I knew Candice deserved.

“I want you to feed him into me,” Candice said now, standing up and leaving me knelt on the floor.  She turned to face me and got up on the sofa, straddling Robert’s legs and squatting down over him.

“Grab his cock,” she said.  “Stand him up for me.”

Robert could have done that much himself but it was clear she wanted me to do it.  Her pussy was wet with my spit and Robert’s cock was drenched in her saliva.  I gripped the hilt of his cock and pointed him up to her pussy, watching close as the sinful flesh approached.

I felt my stomach flutter and my eyes widened as he tight O approached him.  I kept him steady and then listened to her exhale as her lips stretched over the head of his delicious cock.

Her flesh wrapped over him and started to eat him up, sliding down his pole until she was touching my fingers.  I loosed my grip and she swallowed the remaining inches, sitting right down on the hilt and giving me the naughtiest view in the room.

In front of me I watched her petals part, filled with the thick flesh of Robert’s girth.  Her flesh sucked tight to his shaft and gradually she pulled up off him.  I watched his juicy cock squirm in her grasp, coated immediately in a thin, white film of her cream.

“That’s it, Robert,” she said, looking back at him.

He kissed at her face and grinded his hips, thrusting up into her as  she dropped back down on him.

“Don’t you stop now,” she said, pointing a finger at me.  How could I refuse?

I moved my face forwards and teased my tongue out, searching to connect with whatever I could.  Robert slowed himself down and Candice moved more sensually too, rocking and grinding in slow rotations so that I could still do my job effectively.

I licked up off Robert’s shaft and met her clit immediately, circling my tongue around it while my husband satisfied the craving deep within her.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Another Woman in Our House : Cuckqueans 4

[image: image]


My husband Robert had put up the advert after a long discussion on the topic several weeks ago.  At first he was horrified but the more I explained it the more he understood.  Now we were at a point where we wanted to try it out, but we needed a willing cake for my husband.

The post had been up for a week and we finally got a reply.  All of the details were carefully laid out and we didn’t want any time-wasters.  Candice—the girl who replied—turned out to be far from a time-waster.

“You’re sure about this?” Robert asked again on the morning of the event.

“I’m sure,” I said, reassuring him all over again.

“It’s not too late for me to get in touch and—”

“Robert, it’s fine.  I want this, remember.”

“I’ll never understand how you can enjoy being degraded and humiliated like that.”

“Well, lucky for you you don’t have to understand,” I said, smiling and giving him a kiss.  “You just have to fuck this pretty, young slut that’s coming over in a couple of hours.”

He let out a nervous laugh.

“There’s no need to be worried,” I said.  “Candice seems more than capable ... and fucking hot.  How old was she again?”

“Twenty.”

“Lucky boy,” I said, draping a hand on his chest.  We were both in our thirties.  “I can’t wait to see you fuck her.”

We spent the rest of the morning preparing.  The fantasy was all laid out before us, put together by yours truly as a treat for my husband and me.  We’d been together so long and I’d always had this slight curiosity about seeing him with another woman.  I’d sometimes ask him to shout another woman’s name during sex, or tell me naughty stories about women he’d fucked at work.  I didn’t care whether it was true or not, but after a long time of doing that I wanted the real thing.  Today I was going to get it.

At around one o’clock there came a knock on the door that could only be one person.

“She’s here,” I said excited.

“Go on,” Robert said, shooing me into the kitchen.  He gave me a kiss and disappeared.

I sat in there and waited patiently just as planned.  It wasn’t yet time for me and Candice to be introduced.  I perched on a chair close to the door and listened through as Robert sat her on the couch.

“Would you like a drink or anything?” he asked, clearly still nervous.  I guess it was understandable really.  It wasn’t every day you hosted a hot, younger woman that had come to your house specifically to fuck you in front of your wife.

“I don’t want anything except you,” Candice said.  She seemed much better versed than Robert in these types of affairs.

“Well here I am,” he said, and I heard the sofa take his weight as he sat beside her.

Not long after that I could hear the unmistakable smacking of their lips as they kissed.  If I focused hard enough I could hear their hard, nasal breaths as the passion in each of them rose with my own.

The fantasy was so close now that I could barely contain myself.  My hand was sliding over the crotch of my yoga-pants as I listened carefully.

“Is that for me?” I heard her say, and Robert hummed in agreement.

My body tensed and flooded with adrenaline as I heard her at the buckle of his belt, sliding it through the loops of his jeans and tossing it on the floor.

After a moment’s fidgeting I heard her swoon.

“That’s a nice looking cock,” she said.  “I’m not surprised your wife can’t satisfy you.”

And there it was.  That magic moment of humiliation that gave me a thrill like no other.

“Is she in the next room?” she asked.

“She is,” Robert said.

“Well I hope she can hear all of this,” Candice said, raising her voice.  “I hope she can hear me feeding your big, swollen cock into my mouth.”

I closed my eyes and exhaled with satisfaction.  I heard Robert moan as she claimed him and I felt the yearning of my pussy intensify.

I reached a hand into my pants and felt my wetness, listening to Candice’s lips smacking over the length of my husband’s big dick.

“Nice and wet,” Candice said.  “Covered in my spit and ready to go inside me.”

It was as though she was speaking the words directly to me.

“You want to see what I’ve got for you,” she said.

“Show me,” Robert said.

I leaned in to listen.

“A big pair of pert tits,” she said, and I heard her take off her clothes.  “And a nice, round ass.  You wanna see my ass, honey?”

“Yes,” Robert said, breathless.

“That’s it,” Candice said.  “Jerk that cock for me while I show you my tight ass.”

I gasped at the thought and couldn’t hide myself there any longer.  I stepped off the chair and walked through the room, taking in the sight before me.

Candice stared straight at me as I entered, facing her ass to Robert who was sat back on the couch with his stiff cock in his hand.

“Here she is now,” Candice said with a smile.  “Just in time to see your husband fuck the woman of his dreams.”

She was a beauty alright.  She had the freshness of youth on her side and her body was well toned, like some kind of sports-model.  She was blonde with full-bodied hair and a smirk on her face that told me she knew I was inferior.

“Pull up that chair over there,” she said pointing.  “Let me show you how a real woman satisfies a man.”

I did as she asked, setting the chair on the carpet a meter or so away from where the action was to take place.  Robert barely looked at me once.  I didn’t know if he was too ashamed to make eye-contact or too enthralled by the sight in front of him.

“Now where were we?” Candice asked, looking over her shoulder at Robert.

She peeled down her tight pants slowly, revealing the thin thong of fabric that I guessed was her panties.

It slid down over her tanned ass, toned by hours in the gym and looking magnificent.  If I wasn’t confined to this seat I’d be on my knees in a second, prowling over to worship her curves.

“You like that?” Candice asked, pushing the jeans down to her ankles and standing up straight.

Her ass moved hypnotically and kept the eye trained on it.  Robert was staring straight at it and I watched the arousal flourish on his face as he worked his big cock in his hands.

“I bet you want me to sit it right on that thick pole, huh?” she said, pulling her feet out and turning to him.

Her tits sat on her chest like they’d been sculpted in place.  Robert’s hand moved slowly and she watched him close as he played with himself, then she moved a hand to the crotch of her panties and pushed the fabric over her pussy.

“Work it for me, Robert,” she said.  “Show me how much you appreciate a real woman’s figure.”

Again I felt that thrill.  I sucked a deep breath through my teeth and clenched my fist to stop my hand from moving again to my pussy.

“It’s okay,” she said.  “You can play too.”

I felt a sense of relief and dashed my fingers to my crotch quickly, rubbing them up and down and squeezing at my breasts beneath my t-shirt.

Candice’s thumbs pressed under the waist of her panties and she pulled the elastic fabric away from her, whipping it down over the curve of her butt and then letting it drop to the floor.

She stepped out of it and kept her legs wide, framing her pussy with her thumb and forefinger.  It had a perfectly sculpted triangle of hair at the top and below it the finest whisper of her tight slit that curved underneath her.

“Give me that cock,” she said, and she dropped to her knees and started to crawl towards Robert.

“Watch her, honey,” Robert said, addressing me for the first time.

And I did.  I watched her prowl towards him, her big tits swaying as her shoulders rocked with each step until her mouth was within striking distance.

I pushed my pants down to my knees and sat back down, twisting my fingers over my stiffening clit as Candice pounced, taking Robert’s cock in her hand and dropping her mouth right over it.

The sight of it was a relief to
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