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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!
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Any rules?” asked Riley.

“Not that I can think of.”

“You don’t mind where he comes?”

It all suddenly felt real to Tamara, and she felt a sense of twisting regret.  “No,” she answered quickly.  “Anywhere.”

Riley smiled and held her friend’s wrist.  “This is going to be great.”

Mark came down the hall and stood at the doorway with his wife, looking into Riley’s room.  It didn’t feel like it was a room in his house anymore, but a room from a different life.  It was as though he was playing voyeur on an alternate reality.

Tamara felt it too.  Things could have all been so different if Mark and Riley had got together before the start of summer, if Riley had never gone away, but stayed behind for Mark instead.

“Are you sure you just want to watch?” asked Riley, taking down her pants.

Mark’s eyes were instantly drawn to Riley’s thin, athletic body.  With her pants off she looked even more incredible.  He looked at her black panties and imagined yanking them down her legs with his teeth.

“I’m sure,” Tamara said, leaning against the doorway.  “Go and help her, Mark.”

Mark walked into the room with his cock at full mast.  He could feel it pressing against his boxer shorts.  He approached the bed slowly, looking down on Riley who was giving all the right signals.  She was smiling up at him with her body open to him, unashamed of the way her nipples punched through her tank top.

“Take off your pants,” Riley said.

Mark looked back at his wife.  Tamara nodded.  He unfastened his belt and pushed his pants down his legs, stepping out of them and taking off his socks.

“Just like I remember it,” Riley said, and she stared right at Mark’s thick cock as his boxer shorts fought to hold it back.  “T-shirt too.”

Mark looked back at Tamara again.

“You don’t have to keep checking with me,” she said.  “Do whatever feels right.”

“None of this feels right,” laughed Mark.

“Just go with it,” urged Tamara, but her words lacked conviction.

She stood awkwardly in the doorway, wondering what she’d done.  The adrenaline pulsed around her system as she watched her nearly naked husband put a knee up on the bed and descend on a clearly excited Riley.

Riley put her hand on his chest and reached her lips up to Mark’s.  They kissed gently at first, then deeper and with more passion.

Tamara hadn’t yet realized she was holding her breath.  Her body was tense.  She’d never seen another woman touch her husband like that.

Riley was full of confidence.  She moved her hand down and found Mark’s hard cock.  She started to rub it, humming appreciatively as they continued to kiss.

“There he is,” she swooned, biting her lip.  She looked along Mark’s flat body and at his underwear, watching as her fingers mapped out his thickness.

“I want to see if it’s how I remember it,” said Riley.

Tamara swallowed and watched on.  Her mouth felt dry, but she had the strangest compulsion to put herself through this ordeal.  It felt like it was time she did something fun but had misjudged the definition of fun.

Mark looked at his wife again.  “You’re sure about this?”

Tamara nodded.  “Show her your cock, stud.”
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Tamara Phillips was excited.  She hadn’t seen Riley Peters in years.  The two were close friends at college, which was where Tamara had met her husband, Mark.

Mark and Tamara had built a life for themselves in the nearly two decades that followed.  They focused on their careers and settled in companies that they each did well in, though both feared they’d lost their sense of adventure in the process.

Riley was different.  She’d focused on a more spiritually enriching side of life, traveling the globe and letting life come to her.  She didn’t force anything, and yet somehow found that her yoga business had been fruitful, and that her own success was a byproduct of choosing not to follow a set path that most of her friends did after finishing college.

Tamara peered out the window to see Riley exiting her Uber.  She wore baggy, thin pants covered in vibrant, Asian patterns, and it was clear immediately that she wore no bra beneath her tank top.

“She’s here,” smiled Tamara, looking back at Mark.

Mark hadn’t been himself since being informed that Riley was coming to stay, and Tamara couldn’t imagine why.  He forced a smile and stood up to greet Tamara at the door.

“Hey stranger!” beamed Tamara, opening her arm long before Riley had made it up the driveway with her bag.

“Let me take that,” Mark said, grabbing the backpack as Tamara and Riley embraced.

“You look so well,” Tamara said, breathing in the floral smell of Riley’s shampoo.

“You guys look like you’re doing great too!” Riley said, looking up at the house.

“Come in, we’ll give you the tour!”

“Hi, Mark,” Riley said, and she gave Mark a brief hug that he returned limply with one hand.

The trio went back inside, and Tamara buoyantly gave Riley the tour, showing her each room and regaling her with the decisions that she and Mark made and how they’d arrived at them.

“And here’s the guest room,” Tamara said finally, presenting the door.

Mark was relieved that he could finally put down Riley’s bag, and he stepped over the threshold and placed it on the double bed.

“It’s so spacious,” Riley said, entering the room.  “And light.”

“That’s one of the things we loved about the house,” Tamara said, sidling up to her husband and putting her arm around him.  “The way the light comes in is just incredible.  But anyway, enough about us, tell us about you.”

“Where to begin,” smiled Riley, looking between Tamara and Mark.

“With wine,” laughed Tamara.  “Let’s go to the kitchen.”

Before long the three of them were a bottle deep around the kitchen island and Riley had told them of her adventures after college.  She’d talked about the relationships she’d had and what she’d learned, the countries she’d visited and the friends she’d met along the way.

Tamara had taken a keen and jealous interest.  She longed to see more of the world but had put it second to settling down.

“Mark and I always talked about traveling,” Tamara said.  “When we retire, we’re going to see it all.”

“I couldn’t wait that long,” Riley said, sipping her chardonnay.  “I got itchy feet.”

“Mark’s had that a few times,” Tamara teased.

“Oh?” probed Riley.

“I just ... took a while to realize what I wanted,” he said.

“You weren’t sure about me, where you?” teased Tamara, winking at Riley.

“It’s not that, I just—oh.  Oh, you’re fucking with me.”

Tamara and Riley started to laugh.

“Just teasing,” Tamara smiled, and she took a mouthful of wine.  “Hmm, I do remember something though,” she said, wagging her fingers.  “Didn’t you two have a thing at one point?”

“A thing?” Riley said, though she knew exactly what Tamara was referring to.

“At college,” Tamara continued.  “You two had a thing, I’m sure of it.”

“Oh, that,” said Riley.  “That was before you guys.”

“It was just a bit of fun,” Mark said.

“Still, it could have all been so different,” mused Tamara.  “You could be stood where I am, and I could be off travelling the world.”

“Or Mark could have travelled with me,” shrugged Riley.  “I don’t think I was ready to settle down either way.”

“And now?” Tamara asked.

“I don’t think so,” answered Riley, and her assuredness made Tamara envious.  “If something comes along then great, but I’m not looking for anything.  I like my life.”

Riley smiled in that inoffensive way of hers and took another sip of wine.

“We like ours too,” said Tamara, but it came across more defensively than she’d intended.

“Oh, I’m not saying one is better than the other,” said Riley.  “It’s just me and how I am.  I couldn’t settle like that.  I’m too much of a fidget.  I’m always looking for the next thing!  Like a dog chasing birds.”

“There’s nothing wrong with that,” Mark said.  “Variety is the spice of life they say.”

“Ever wish you had some variety?” asked Tamara, with her tongue in her cheek.

“I—I’m happy with—oh.  You’re fucking with me again.”

Mark downed his wine as Tamara and Riley laughed.

“This is just like college again,” said Tamara, fetching another bottle from the refrigerator.

Riley looked across at Mark, feeling slightly sorry for him.  She gave him a warm, private smile when he glanced up.

“What did you two get up to anyway?” Tamara asked as she returned.

Riley was stuck for words.  “I ... we ...”

“You really want to know?” asked Mark.

“Try me,” Tamara said.  “I’m a glutton for punishment.  Besides, it’s all in the past now.”

She put her elbow on the marble countertop and put her chin on her hand as she waited for either of them to divulge.

“We just fooled around,” Riley shrugged.  “Like nineteen-year-olds do, you know?”

“I don’t know,” teased Tamara.  “Perhaps you’d like to tell me.”

“You can’t unhear this stuff honey, remember.”

“It was all before us, anyway,” Tamara said.  “I can live with that.  What did you guys do?”

“How much detail do you want us to go into?” asked Riley.

“Deep, rich detail,” said Tamara, and she licked her teeth and giggled.

“I’m not sure—” began Mark, but Riley knew that Tamara was being serious.

“He went down on me,” said Riley, and the smile on Tamara’s face fled instantly.  “It was the first time a guy had ever made me come like that.  I didn’t expect it either.  You know what most guys are like, they just want their cock sucked.  But Mark was different.  He was tender and caring, like he really wanted to please me, you know?  What am I talking about, of course you know.  But after a guy does that, it just makes it so much easier to take their cock in your mouth and milk it for all it’s worth.”  Riley started laughing.  “You came inside me though, if I’m remembering it right?”

“I—I don’t know,” lied Mark, looking shiftily across at his wife.

Tamara reset her smile, swallowing down the jealousy.  Mark didn’t make her come like that on their first night together.

“Sounds like you guys really had a moment,” Tamara said.

Riley nodded. “It was a moment alright, but all moments pass, don’t they?”

“Would you like another moment?” Tamara asked, sipping her wine innocuously.

“Huh?” asked Riley.

“Would you like another moment?  With my husband?  With Mark?”
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