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About This Book

I love watching my hubby be satisfied by other, younger women, and I’m always on hand to do the dirty work.  Tonight, he’s come home with Rochelle, a fitness instructor that I’ve noticed at my gym as I try to work off the pounds.

I can’t wait to be humiliated again.  Hopefully this time I can join in as my hubby gets what he deserves.
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My husband turned Harper over and started to fuck her from behind.  She wailed into the sheets, taking the full majesty of his cock and enjoying it to the fullest.

I watched as he made her come again and again.  He hardly ever did that to me anymore.

Harper’s face contorted in pleasured moans.  She looked back to Greg each time to let him know how much she was enjoying him.  Every so often she’d look at me and give me a wry grin.

My nose twitched as she smirked at me.  She lifted herself up off the bed and Greg stopped, pulling out of her.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“I’m not happy with her watching,” Harper said.

“Get out, honey,” Greg said quickly.

“No,” Harper interjected.  “No.  Let’s put her on the bed here.  Lie here, right next to me.  I want you to feel the bed move as he fucks me.”

I stood up and walked timidly to the other side of the bed, sitting beside Harper.

“Lie there,” she said.  “On your back.”

I got into my own bed and lay there naked and exposed.  Harper watched me get into position.

“Watch this, Greg,” she said.

She kicked a leg over my body so that she was knelt facing the bottom of the bed, then she started to back her ass up onto me.

I wriggled my face away from her advancing pussy, but Greg had further instructions.

“Do it, honey,” he said.

I kept my face there and Harper backed right up onto it, pushing her asshole onto my nose and her pussy onto my mouth.

“That’s it,” she said.  “Lick my cum.  Taste my cum that your husband worked so hard for.”

Greg knelt beside and watched, jerking his cock.  I’d never done anything lesbian-like before, so this was all new to me.  If I’m honest, I didn’t hate it.  Harper’s pussy tasted of sex and it felt like it was my duty to clean it.  It was nice to be involved.

“That’s it,” she snarled, writhing back against me.  “Tongue it all.”

I smothered her with my mouth, licking everything she put on me.

“Come bring me that cock,” Harper said to Greg.

Greg knelt beside my calves and Harper bent over to service him again.  All I could see was the inside of her thigh and her soaked pussy and wet asshole up-close.

I could hear my husband’s moans as Harper took him in her throat again, but for now I had a different job.

“Don’t stop!” Harper spat.

I licked and tongued submissively, prodding into her sticky honey-pot and then moving my tongue up to her asshole to try to coax it open.  Whenever I did, Harper would start to moan louder.

“Your wife’s a naughty bitch,” Harper said.

“I know,” Greg said.

Eventually she’d had her fill.  She crawled forwards off me and looked back as I wiped at my mouth.

“You naughty, dirty bitch,” she said.  I was starting to grow into the new moniker.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

My Husband’s New Girlfriend : Female Cuckolds 1

[image: ]


It was close to midnight when I got the text-message from my husband.  I’d been whiling away the hours while he partied with some friends.  An empty ice-cream tub sat next to me, and the television lit up the dark room.

‘I’m bringing someone back,’ the message read.

I looked around and thought about tidying.  Another message came through right after.  It was a photo of my husband stood next to a young, attractive, blonde woman doing a ‘peace’ sign with her fingers.  Her tongue was stuck out in that playful way.

I recognized her immediately from the few times that I’d managed to drag myself to the gym this year.  She was a fitness instructor that had led one of my classes—the one where I almost had to pass out and I left the room with my hand covering my mouth for fear of being sick.  That was a real high-point.

‘Looking forward to it,’ I replied.  ‘Should I leave you two to it?’

I watched the row of dots grow and shrink as he penned a reply.

‘Harper wants you to watch.  She’s into it!’

I bit my lip nervously.  Being an observer like that was something I both relished and feared.  It was so incredibly hot to me to watch my husband enjoy himself, but so deeply humiliating at the same time.  Somewhere in that awkward embarrassment I found an even deeper pleasure, tapping into something inside me that I couldn’t articulate.  Perhaps it was my insecurities coming through, or perhaps I loved my husband so dearly that I wanted him to have the enjoyment I couldn’t give him.  No doubt Harper, with her toned abs and tight ass, could give him everything he dreamed.

‘I’ll be waiting,’ I replied.

I did a quick clean-up of the lounge, attempting to hide the piggish night that I’d had to myself whilst Greg and Harper had been out enjoying themselves.

Greg worked a tough city job, but he got paid accordingly.  He somehow found the time to look after himself, but I didn’t have the same drive.  He told me he loved me all the same, but I often saw him eyeing other women.  I think he just liked the safety of having me around.

Around an hour later I heard the two of them giggling their way through the door.

“Will she be home?” Harper asked.

I sat upstairs in our bedroom on a chair beside the bed.  It faced where the action was going to take place.  For the past twenty minutes or so I’d been there, psyching myself up and imagining the scene that might play before me.

“Carla?” came my husband’s voice.

“I’m up here,” I said.

Harper giggled again and then I heard their lips smacking together as they kissed.

“Fun night?” I asked as they came up the stairs.

“Fun’s not over yet,” Greg said.  “Honey, meet Harper.”

He pushed her into the room ahead of him.  I looked up from the chair at her.  She wore a tight, small, black dress that hugged her figure.  I think she could have worn anything and still looked good.

“I think we’ve met before,” I said, standing.

“I don’t remember you,” Harper said.

“Harper works at the gym,” Greg said.  “If you can’t tell.  Just look at that ass.”

He turned Harper around and showed me her muscled buns.  Greg squeezed them and smiled.  “One day, huh?” he said to me.

The barbed comment stung, but Greg knew that.  He knew that I got off on being degraded like that.  Harper didn’t know, but she didn’t seem to care either way.

“So, is she just gonna watch or ...”

“Do you want her to join in?”

“Ewww,” Harper said.  “No way.”

“That’s okay,” Greg said.  “Sit in the chair, honey.”

I sat in the chair that faced the bed and locked myself in for the ride.

“She’s just gonna watch us get naked?”

“Uh-huh.”

“And she stays clothed?”

Greg looked at me.  “Stand up.”

I did as he asked.

“Undress.”

I started to take off my clothes and Harper guffawed.

“Does she just, like, do whatever you tell her?” she gasped.

“She does.”

“Can I order her around?”

“If you’d like.”

I pursed my lips and took off my t-shirt and bra.  I could feel Harper’s eyes look over my body and judge it.  Amongst my friends I was one of the thinnest, but amongst Harper’s social-circle I couldn’t compete.  I don’t know how girls like her do it.

“Take off your panties too,” she told me, looking me up and down with half a scowl.

Greg smiled, watching.

I took down my jeans and then peeled my panties down my legs.

“Sit in the chair,” Greg said.  “There’s a good slut.”

I took a deep breath and sat before them both.  Harper was still staring at me with this look of disgust tinged with indifference.

“You could do so much better,” she said as Greg was turning her face to his.

“I am,” he replied.

I watched their lips collide and the kiss blossomed.  As it did, they began to forget about me and explore each other.

My husband’s hands went straight to her ass to squeeze and pull at it.  Her hand was rubbing at his big cock that sat in his pants, waiting to be released.  She bit at his lip and pulled back, laughing.

“Watch this,” Harper said, then she got to her knees in front of Greg.

He looked down, beaming.  The excitement on his face made my pussy flutter.  He looked so ready for her.

Harper flashed open his belt and then snapped open the button of his pants.  She pulled them wide apart and then down to his thighs.

Her face moved forwards and she bit at the big slab of flesh that sat beneath my husband’s boxer-shorts.

Greg grunted, then he pushed his hands through Harper’s lush, blonde hair.  He held his hand on her head and watched as Harper pulled out the waist of his boxer-shorts and peeked inside.  She gasped and then turned to me.

“You don’t deserve that,” she said to me.

I felt that delightful pang of pain hit my stomach all over again.

Harper yanked at Greg’s pants and his cock bounced free.  It jutted out from his frame, strewn in lightning-like veins that ran up his shaft.

He started to unfasten his shirt and pull it back, revealing his toned, hairy body that Harper seemed to love.

She stuck out her tongue and stroked it up the barrel of his dick, bouncing the tip of him on her tongue and laughing.

“Good girl,” Greg said, looking at his new love.

She opened her mouth wide and plunged it over the tip of Greg’s cock, then she drove on further and tucked him into her throat.

My mouth hung open in shock as I watched her deep-throat him.  Fuck, was there anything she couldn’t do?  I was feeling more and more inadequate by the second.

“Fuck, that’s good,” Greg said, turning his head up to the ceiling.

He let out a groan and then looked down at Harper’s handiwork as she pulled his cock from her mouth like a magic-trick.  She was like a sword-swallower the way
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