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As I took my husband's hand, guiding him onto the couch beside me, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of nervousness. It had been ten wonderful years together, and our marriage was as strong as ever. But there was one small thing that had always bothered me, a secret longing I had kept hidden deep inside.

Oliver looked at me with concern in his eyes, squeezing my hand reassuringly. "Lana, what's wrong? You know you can tell me anything."

I took a deep breath, trying to gather the courage to voice my thoughts. "It's our 10th anniversary coming up, and I've been thinking a lot about where we came from as a couple," I began hesitantly.

Oliver nodded, encouraging me to continue. "We met when we were both virgins," I said softly, "and we've only ever been with each other. I know that's not typical these days, but it's always felt special to me."

"I agree, it has been special," Oliver agreed, his voice warm and tender. "Our love is more than just physical, Lana. We have a deep emotional connection that transcends everything else."

I smiled at him gratefully, but there was still the matter of my secret desire left unspoken. Taking another breath, I decided to plunge ahead.

"As much as I cherish our intimacy, sometimes I can't help but wonder what it would be like for you to be with someone else," I confessed, my cheeks flushing pink at the admission. "I'm not saying I want to be with anyone else myself... but seeing you with another woman, that's a fantasy of mine."

Oliver was silent for a moment, processing my words. When he spoke, his voice was gentle and understanding. "Lana, I love you more than anything. If it's something you need to fulfill this desire, then... we can talk about it."

I felt tears welling up in my eyes at the depth of his love for me. He was willing to make a sacrifice to help me realize my fantasy, even though he didn't share it himself.

"Thank you," I whispered, leaning in to kiss him softly on the lips.

"So, I’ve been thinking about this for quite a bit," I began, my voice low and alluring as I leaned in closer to Oliver on the couch. "And I have a plan."

I could see him watching me intently, his eyes darkening with desire at my seductive tone. "You see, my fantasy is to watch you be with another woman," I purred, trailing a finger down his chest teasingly.

Oliver's breath hitched at my touch and he shifted slightly on the cushions, his pj's tenting ever so slightly in response to my words. "I believe they call it cucking," I continued, "and apparently there are some women who get turned on by seeing their man with another woman... a Cuckquean."

I smiled wickedly at him, enjoying the effect I was having. "I've not heard much about this kind of thing before, so I don't know if it's a rare fantasy in women or if we're just underrepresented. But as your wife, I have to admit, the idea is really getting me hot and bothered."

"And I should be clear, I am not talking about cheating, I don't think you want to do that and that's not the idea I have..." I let me words hang for a second.

Oliver swallowed hard, his cock now visibly straining against his pj's. "I actually kind of want to choose the woman for you," I whispered, my voice dripping with desire. "I have someone in mind... a very sexy, fit little thing who I know would worship that big, strong body of yours."

Unable to resist any longer, I reached down and boldly groped his hard cock through the thin fabric of his pj's. "Mmmm, looks like you might be coming around to this idea," I purred approvingly as he let out a low groan at my touch.

"Just imagine it... me sitting right here on the couch, touching myself as I watch another woman ride your beautiful cock." My voice was thick with lust. "I'm already so wet just thinking about it..."

I ground my palm harder against his throbbing erection, my own pussy aching to be filled by him. But this fantasy was too delicious to rush into. We had all the time in the world for that later.

"Who do you have in mind?" Oliver asked, his voice rough with desire as I pulled him out of his pj's to work my hand up and down the thick length of his cock. "A coworker, someone from the internet?"

I smirked at him mischievously before leaning in close to whisper in his ear. "It's someone you already know... but I'm going to keep it a secret for just a little longer."

Oliver groaned as my fingers tightened around his shaft, stroking him with slow, sensual pumps.

I grinned wickedly and began to describe the woman in question. "Well, she's younger than you... fit and muscular. From regularly attending the gym." I could feel Oliver's cock twitching harder in my hand as I spoke. "Someone who has caught your eye a few times before..." I purred seductively.

"Who baby?" Oliver protested weakly, even as his hips started to thrust up into my pumping fist.

I smiled and said the name, watching his eyes widen. "Leeta? Our babysitter?" He shook his head in disbelief. "She's only 22 years old, a decade younger than me, she would never-"

"Mmmm, I think you might be wrong about that," I cut him off, my hand speeding up its rhythm. "I've seen her checking you out a few times... apparently the young ins call your type 'beekeeping age'," I giggled.

"And I've noticed you glancing at her ass when she bends over in those tight leggings she likes to wear." My free hand cupped and gently squeezed his balls as I spoke, feeling them draw up tightly. "And I have to admit... I've had a look myself."

I could practically feel the heat of his desire radiating off him now. "Can you imagine it?" I breathed hotly into his ear. "That athletic little thing bouncing up and down on your shaft? Riding that big, strong dad bod of yours?" 

My hand was flying along his cock, pumping him fast and hard as I painted the erotic picture in vivid detail. Oliver was panting heavily now, so close to the edge.

I was almost on the edge myself with just the imagination of her on top him, I could only guess the pleasure I would feel if I actually seen it happen.

"And you won't have to worry dear," I purred seductively, slowing the pace of my hand to keep him on the razor's edge without pushing him over yet. "I'll approach her and make it clear this is all my idea... see how she responds."

I smiled at Oliver "If she's not interested, then we will move on. But if she is..."

My voice dropped to a husky whisper as I began pumping his cock faster once more, rolling and massaging his heavy balls. "Let me paint you a picture... I wonder what naughty thoughts might take you over the edge."

I could practically see his imagination running wild as I spoke, picturing the young babysitter in every lurid scenario. "I know she has an IUD... so she cant get pregnant" I purred. "She might let you cream pie her, can you imagine shooting your entire load or even multiple loads into her over and over again?"

"Her tight little pussy clenching around you as rope after rope of your seed pumps inside," I breathed hotly. "Filling her up until she's overflowing with it."

Oliver was panting heavily now, his hips bucking involuntarily in my grip. But I kept going, my hand flying along his shaft.

"Or maybe she'd swallow like I do... taking every drop into her belly and sucking you dry," I growled. "Maybe even up for a cum swap with me..." 

I could feel him shaking with the effort of holding back at this point, his cock throbbing almost painfully in my fist as his balls drew up so tight.

"Or perhaps it's her ass you want... ripping those tight leggings open and pounding into her until you unload on that round rear."

I was on the edge myself at this point. "Or maybe painting her face with your seed... marking that slutty young girl and making her drip with your essence."

I added "I would happily lick it from her face and tits."

With that last filthy image he went over the edge. Oliver threw his head back with a guttural moan as he exploded in my hand, ropes of thick cum spurting out to cover us both.

I kept pumping through it until I milked every last drop from him, marveling at just how big and long this orgasm was, the longest and biggest load I'd seen him have in years. 

Finally spent, Oliver collapsed back against the couch, chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath. "Lana..." he gasped out reverently.
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"Baby," Lana called out as she walked into the living room where Oliver was watching TV. "I have some news for you."

He turned to look at her quizzically as she gestured towards the door. Just then it swung open and in walked Leeta, their young babysitter.

Leeta was a petite 22 year old with an athletic build, muscular thighs clearly defined beneath her purple leggings. She had perky and firm breasts that were smaller than Lana's. Her usual t-shirt clung to her toned stomach and slightly visible peaks of her nipples.

Lana smiled at Leeta warmly before turning to Oliver "Leeta is very happy to participate in our special arrangement."

Oliver turned to look at the young woman, his eyes wide with surprise and a hint of nervousness. "You're really okay with this?" he asked uncertainly.

Leeta nodded, her cheeks flushing slightly pink but she met his gaze head on. "I actually think it's kind of hot," she admitted shyly. "It's not something I've ever done before but... I'm curious."

Lana stepped forward and took both their hands in hers, looking between Oliver and Leeta with a warm smile. "Me and Leeta worked out some simple rules for this adventure," she said gently.

"First and foremost, all of us must consent to everything and be happy about it." She squeezed their fingers reassuringly. "If at any point anyone doesn't want to proceed, we just stop immediately. No pressure or guilt."

"That includes me too," Leeta chimed in, her voice clear and confident. "I want everyone to feel comfortable with what's happening. Communication is key!"

Lana nodded in agreement. "Right. And as a married couple, it's important that were not just going along with something because two of us want it." She gave her an affectionate smile. "We all have to be into whatever we do."

"Leeta has to feel equally important and respected," Lana added softly but firmly, "I don't want anyone to feel like they are less important or just a toy. This is a three way thing and each of us gets to feel pleasure."

Lana nodded again, her grip on their hands tightening briefly before she let go. "Also," she continued, "I may be the cuckquean in this scenario but I'm not looking to be degraded or insulted." She looked at Leeta and Oliver's eyes. "I want you to make love with my husband... passionately and joyfully... while I watch, simple as that."

"As long as he's into it too," Leeta said with a little grin, looking at Oliver shyly again.

Oliver just nodded slowly, still trying to process this sudden turn of events. But the way his wife was looking at him, all smoldering heat and desire, and the way Leeta was blushing so charmingly... he couldn't help but feel a dark thrill start to stir deep down inside.

Leeta took a deep breath and began speaking shyly but enthusiastically "I guess I should give you some details about myself... erm... sexual details."

"I like a
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