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About This Book

The cuckquean wives in these books can’t wait to be humiliated by hot, fitter, sexier women, claiming their husbands in front of their very eyes!

Read as women watch their hot husbands get the pleasure they could never provide, and sometimes their hubby’s new girlfriend lets them join in and clean up the mess!

Features books 53-56 : ‘Cuckquean Halloween,’ ‘My Husband With The Invisible Woman,’ ‘Foreign Exchange Wife,’ and ‘Thanksgiving And Taking.’
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“Edgar!” cried Aileen, and she tugged down the front of her bloodied dress and started to squeeze her tits.

Bubbles of blood popped at her throat as she gasped, and her moans seemed to squeeze out of her gullet too.

“Come!” insisted Edgar, breaking his mouth from its hold on her briefly.

He tongued at her slit, and I watched Aileen’s nipples stiffen up.  Her breasts turned fuller and the parts of her chest that weren’t covered in blood turned red and hot.

“Edgar!” she cried.

I was mesmerized.  I don’t mind admitting that.  I was caught somewhere between jealousy and arousal.  It was hot to see my husband satisfy Aileen, but I wished desperately that I was in her place.

Aileen thrashed wildly as she came, squeezing her muscles.  She flinched with each moan, and her big, beautiful tits wobbled out of her dress as she convulsed wildly.

“Edgar, you’ve done it!” she wept.

Edgar pulled back and I could see the contracting pussy of Aileen revealed.  It was smothered in spit, looking charged and puffy.

Edgar wiped his maw.  His white makeup had smudged, and he’d left an imprint on the inside of Aileen’s thigh.

“Now your cock!” she said, keeping her legs wide open and patting her pussy.

My mouth opened to protest, but no words came out.  I didn’t know what to say.  The bright lights of the bathroom were inescapable, and I was forced to watch in great detail as Edgar held his cock and steered it towards the waiting Aileen.

“Fuck me!” she begged.

“Edgar ...” I hushed, but my words lacked all conviction.

He kissed her as he docked his pussy against her soft flesh, and I could see them connect.  I watched the tip of his cock disappear as he pushed it into his lover.

“I want your cum!” Aileen said, pressing her forehead to Edgar’s and talking close to his mouth.

“You’re going to get it,” he said.

I felt like crying.  I slumped to the floor and lay at the base of the toilet, looking up at my husband as he began to satisfy another woman.

Neither of them looked at me.  It felt futile to cry.  I wasn’t deserving of their attention, but they were deserving of mine.  There was a passion and intensity occurring before me that I couldn’t ignore, even if my adulterous husband was half of the offending party.

His cock sprang out of her, coated in increasing amounts of her cum.  Aileen seemed to squeeze every ounce of eroticism from the moment, and her heady moans started to turn me wet.

It was pure ecstasy on her part, and I felt strangely proud that my husband could deliver for Aileen when he so often couldn’t for me.

I sat up on my knees and sniffled, watching as they kissed each other with messy tongues and open mouths.  All the while my husband thrust forwards, clapping against Aileen’s sex.

“Your cum!” Aileen begged.  “Come inside me!”

Edgar nodded.  “It’s not going anywhere else.”
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The Hamiltons didn’t do Halloween like your average couple.  They adored the holiday and pulled out all the stops in making every year more memorable than the last.

What made this easier was the fact that the Hamiltons were richer than all hell, and this year they were flying all their guests to Scotland to give us a venue to match their ambition.

My husband Edgar and me—I’m Eleanor by the way—had been attending the Hamilton’s parties for years, ever since my husband started working for media magnate Grant Hamilton.  It’s fair to say we’ve been trading our morals for Hamilton money ever since, with the Hamilton corporation having an increasingly dark effect on Western politics.

Me and Edgar always found outfits for the occasion, going to great lengths to make our picks seem as realistic as possible.  There was even a prize for best dressed, though we were yet to win it.

Scotland was beautiful at that time of year.  The British countryside’s changing fall colors looked like something out of Vermont, and in the days prior to Halloween we were able to look around the sights of Edinburgh.  It wasn’t without its rain, of course, but that was simply part of the charm, or so we told ourselves.

As fate would have it, the night of the party was stormy too.  I imagined Grant Hamilton rubbing his hands together when the thunder and lightning started in earnest as zero-hour approached.

We were picked up by a black Range Rover from our hotel, taking a drive out to the countryside.  It was like something straight out of Traitors.  At one point near the end of the journey we became part of a convoy of Black SUV’s, barreling down a gravel road until we parked up in front of this huge, resplendent castle.

“Holy shit,” Edgar said.  “He’s outdone himself this time.”

As we looked up at the looming castle a flash of lightning illuminated it.  The door to our car opened, and a smartly dressed man offered me his hand.  I took it and exited the vehicle, and an umbrella opened above me.  My husband stepped out too, brushing down his black and white striped suit and making sure his green-gray hair was all bushy, just like in Beetlejuice.

I’d fashioned my hair like Winona Ryder, and dressed myself all in black.  My husband had made his eyes bulge when he saw my plunging neckline, but I didn’t mind revealing a little of myself for the Hamilton’s parties.  It was all part of the fun.

“Ladies and gentlemen, welcome,” boomed Mr. Hamilton, extended his arms wide, “to an evening you will never, ever forget.”

A crash of thunder rumbled as though it had been planned, and the lightning briefly lit up the courtyard where all his guests watched on.

There was the guy from the Mask whose head was clad in green rubber; Leatherface was in attendance, complete with what I hoped was a fake chainsaw; I spotted a Carrie, covered head-to-toe in blood; and Edgar nudged me to point out Nosferatu.  They’d done such a good job that we couldn’t even tell who was behind the makeup.

Mr. Hamilton was only recognizable by the fact he was leading proceedings.  He’d come as Gomez Addams, with his beautiful wife Morticia beside him.

“Tonight is a night for revelry, fun, and games, but not everything is as it seems.  The castle before you holds many secrets, and before the night is through some of those secrets will be revealed to you.  But at what cost?”

The audience swooned at just the right spot, then laughed at themselves afterwards.  Mr. Hamilton seemed to enjoy the reaction.

“If you’ll follow me inside, we’ll begin the night in the best fashion possible.  A cocktail!  This way, ladies and gentlemen.”

There was a clamor as each couple started walking towards the door, flanked by their smartly dressed umbrella holders who seemed unperturbed by their increasingly soaking suits.

I thanked our guide as we stepped across the threshold, and my attention was instantly drawn to the castle’s character.

It was ornate and gothic, with huge flagstone floors, sigils above resplendent doorways, beautifully carved, wooden staircases, and enormous, crackling fireplaces.

We were led through to a bar that had been retrofitted into the historic building, with garish cocktails of neon greens and blood-reds waiting to be picked from the bar top.

Edgar grabbed two and passed me one, and I sipped on it as Mr. Hamilton arrived to explain the theme of the evening.

“On this bottom floor there is a clue.  A clue to a mystery.  A mystery that begins the second you find the clue.  You’ll know the second you lay eyes on it.”

People had already started to examine the room.  Someone fingered the spines of the books in the bookcase, while another person tried to pull on a candlestick-holder that was mounted beside the fireplace.

“There are no hidden doorways or passages, I can assure you,” continued Mr. Hamilton.  “The first clue can be found by those who care to look.  Reflect, and continue.  Good luck.”

Edgar and I weren’t much for games.  We took our drinks and walked back out into the hall, just as keen to explore the house as we were to check for clues.

“Maybe it’s in the billiard room,” proclaimed Edgar, loudly enough for other people to hear.

We took off for the room that Edgar had spotted when we walked in, marveling at the wooden ceiling and the glinting chandelier that hung ominously above us.  Edgar shut the door behind us and turned to me with a grin.

“You look incredible,” he said, taking a sip of his drink.

“You look ... like hell,” I laughed.

Edgar shrugged.  “Then I guess it’s accurate.”

I stretched up and gave him a kiss.  Edgar’s hand came to my waist, and he breathed into the kiss, squeezing at my tits.

“We could have a lot of fun here,” he said afterwards, but he pulled away when someone pushed the door open.

“Nothing on the billiard table,” Edgar announced as they walked in, and he slid one of the balls down into the pocket at the far side.

I stared into the eyes of a deer mounted on the wall and felt strangely judged by his black eyes.

“I didn’t put you there,” I whispered.

“This is fun, isn’t it?” said Marilyn Monroe.  I wasn’t exactly sure what she had to do with Halloween, but she seemed nice enough.

“A hoot!” I lied.

I stood in front of a large, regal mirror, and looked at my outfit.  It was revealing alright, and I could see what Edgar liked about it.  He slinked up behind me and put his hands around my waist, then he started to rub at my tits while an oblivious couple continued to scour the room behind us.

“Edgar!” I hissed, but it felt good to have his hands on me.  He wasn’t always the most affectionate.

I watched our reflection, checking that the couple behind us couldn’t see my husband’s wandering hands.  Suddenly the image of us clouded, and a face emerged where my breasts had been.

“Honey!” I gasped, pointing.

“Holy shit!” cried Marilyn.  “This must be the first clue”

“Reflect and continue,” Edgar murmured.

“Mr. Hamilton’s words!” said a pin-headed Hellraiser.  “Gosh, he’s good.”
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