
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Cuckqueans 10-Pack : Collection 5

*****

Copyright © 2025 by Connie Cuckquean

Kobo Edition

This is a work of fiction. All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.  All characters 18+. 

Get 7 FREE EROTICA STORIES and WEEKLY DEALS you join my Mailing List - http://eepurl.com/b0ma0X

Adult Reading Material

*****

About This Book

Women who love to watch their husbands with other women – doesn’t that sound fun?  Read as younger, fitter women, claim husbands as their wives watch on, sometimes taking them in the places their wives would never allow them to venture.

Featuring anal sex, breeding, lesbians and more, this female cuckold 10-pack collection will make you ache with pleasure!


	Hubby’s Mail-Order Girlfriend

	Booking A Call-Girl For My Husband

	A French Maid For Me And My Husband

	The Sub’s Distress Turns Them On

	Taken By Both Of Them At The Beach

	Fun In The Fitting Room

	Voyeur Brat Learns Her Lesson

	The Candy Cucks

	Our Surrogate Takes Hubby’s Load

	The BJ Fairy





	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Read An Excerpt

[image: ]




“That’s what I want,” Katie said, and she rubbed the tip of Lance’s hard cock back and forth through her folds.

I could see her sticky juices connecting with him.  The veins of his cock were almost bursting.

Katie rose on her knees and then held Lance firm beneath her.  She dropped her pussy onto him, and I watched her swallow him up.  The two of them became one, and I felt like I lost a part of myself forever.

It stung beautifully.  The pair of them moaned, and it felt like a celebration.  It was as though they were moaning purely to spite me, and not because of how good they felt together.

I watched her pussy sheath him like her throat had, and she sat all the way down on Lance and took every one of his beautiful inches.

She tugged her lingerie aside so that it her ass-cheek held it away from the cleavage of her butt.  I could see her perfect, cleanly waxed dot, sitting above their sinful union.

She squeezed her thighs and started to move slowly over Lance, controlling the tempo.  He sucked on her tits to occupy himself.  I was sure that it wouldn’t take him long to bolt, being inside someone as fit and young as Katie.  She couldn’t have been much older than twenty-two.

I couldn’t get over how demure and beautiful her face was, and yet here she was, committing acts like this with my husband.  It hurt, but I couldn’t turn away.  I was their doormat, and I wanted them both to wipe their feet on me.  Katie seemed more attuned to that than I could have ever imagined.  Her next instruction let me know that much.

“You,” she said, looking back as though she’d forgotten my name.  “Make yourself useful and put your tongue in my ass.”

She turned back to Lance, leaving the instruction with me.  It took a while for all the words to register.  I’d never even heard of that being done to anyone before.

“You want me to put my tongue in your ass?” I asked.

“Did I stutter?” asked Katie.

“You better do it, honey,” said Lance.  He wasn’t on my side anymore.

I crawled forwards shamefully.  Neither of them knew that I was approaching.  They just continued fucking, and as I got closer, I could see the white cream that Katie’s pussy had spread all over my husband.

As I approached, she paused, leaning forwards and then pulling her ass open with one of her hands.

“You do it, Lance,” she said.  “Hold my ass open for your wife.”
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Holy shit, life was starting to grind.  My husband Lance and I are well into our forties and our children have both left home.  He’s still pulling his sixty-hour workweeks and I’m still playing housewife, keeping everything else in his life ticking over.

I’d thought about a part-time job just to break up the monotony, but Lance wouldn’t hear of it.  He said he wanted to look after me, and that was sweet to hear, but I just wanted a change, and I didn’t care too much what it was.

I’d been out for a morning run and when I got back, I noticed the strangest kind of catalog sat on the doormat.  I fingered through it and my eyebrows damn-near shot off the top of my face.

It was pages upon pages of women.  All of them were dressed, thank-God, but all of them could be hired.  There was a number and everything.

I turned the pages at first in disgust but then in amazement at the sheer number of women, and good-looking ones at that, that adorned each page.

Almost every one of them was fitter and younger than me, and they offered a ‘real girlfriend’ experience for whoever chose to order them.

My first thought was that the magazine had arrived at the wrong address.  I knew for a fact that Andy, our next-door neighbor, was a divorcee who lived alone, so my first thoughts turned to him.

I set the magazine down on the basin and took my morning shower, but I couldn’t stop thinking about it.  The whole time I showered I imagined just how the whole thing might work.  What the hell was a ‘real girlfriend’ experience anyway?

I started to feel inadequate as I compared myself to the beauties on the page.  Was I so far past-it that even some mail-order girlfriends were more attractive than me?

A delicious ripple of jealousy coursed through me.  My shoulders bounced as I shivered with the strangest kind of delight.  I started to imagine my husband coming home to his new girlfriend, and how she’d bounce playfully towards the door and wrap her arms around him.

The humiliation struck deep.  It ignited something inside me that had been long dormant, or long ignored.  I couldn’t decide which.

For the longest of times, I’d felt as though I was no longer good enough for Lance.  We’d both grown older, but to me he’d barely changed.  He’d kept his physique and had only become more handsome as the years passed.  I wanted to please him the way I used to, but those days were long gone.

An unfamiliar arousal washed over me as my hands caressed my wet, naked body.  I started to touch myself to the thought of my husband with another woman.  The idea was so intoxicating that, to my shame, I started to come.

I groaned alone in the bathroom, filling the room with moans of pleasured excitement as my fingers flurried over my wet, stiff clit.  The whole time I thought of Lance and the toned, athletic woman from the catalog that pleased him.

The silence afterwards only served to deepen my shame.  I tried to compose myself as I stepped out from the shower cubicle, but through the steam I spied the magazine again, taunting me from the basin.

I dried myself, trying to get past my emotions, but it was all in vain.  Against my better judgment I grabbed the magazine again, and with my towel wrapped around me I walked to the living room and sat on the couch.

Before I knew it, I was dialing the company’s number on my cell.  It started to ring and suddenly everything came into focus for me.  I hung up, breathing sharply afterwards.  What the hell was I doing?

Instead, I sent a message to my husband.  ‘Thinking of you,’ it read, and I guess it wasn’t a lie.  Perhaps, ‘Thinking of you with other women,’ would have been more accurate.

A moment or so later a love heart emoji was returned from him.  I chewed at my fingertip and found myself flicking through the magazine again.

One woman had caught my eye a couple of times now.  Her name, so the catalog said, was Katie, and she looked like a pure slice of Americana.  She was blonde, big-breasted and beautiful, with that real ‘girl-next-door’ kind of look.

“You’ll like her,” I said to myself, thinking of Lance.

I dialed the number again and this time I waited for someone to pick up.  My nerves were through the roof, but thankfully it’s not easy to see someone’s red face and pounding heart via telephone.

“Hello, Dial-A-Date, Nathan speaking, how can I help?” came the chipper answer.

“I—I’d like to place an order.”

“Certainly, can I take a name please.”

“It’s Michelle,” I said, and then I pursed my lips.  I didn’t know if I should be giving my real name or not.

“Okay, Michelle, what is it you’re looking for today?”

“I’m afraid I don’t quite know how this works ...”

“Okay,” said Nathan, as though he’d explained this before, “all that happens is you place your order and one of our girls will be with you at the desired time.  After that, she gives you the authentic girlfriend experience, and then leaves you satisfied.  Will this be for you or ...?”

“Oh, no, not for me.  Do women ring you for that?”

Nathan laughed.  “Not often, but I’ve known it happen.  So, you’re seeking a straight woman, is that right.”

“Yes.  I think so.”

I hadn’t given it a thought to be honest, and I had no idea it was an option.  I guess it didn’t matter, but as I fingered through the magazine again, I noticed that the sexual preferences were listed by each woman.  Katie’s was bisexual, though I’m not sure why that mattered.

“And do any of the women stand-out for you, or would you like a surprise?”

“I was looking at—umm—Katie?” I held the phone to my ear and closed my eyes tight.  This all felt so sordid and wrong, but I was too far in now to pull out.

“Katie!  Yes!  A perfect choice,” said Nathan.  “And what sort of time were you looking at?”

“When is she available?”

“Not until the fourteenth,” Nathan answered.  That was ten days away.  “Or we’ve got a slot open tonight between seven and nine.”

“Perfect!” I said quickly, before my brain had a chance to intervene.

“And if I could just take a credit-card.”

‘Don’t think about it too much, Michelle.  Just do it,’ I told myself, and I fished my card out of my purse and started reading the numbers to Nathan.

“You’ll be billed the four-hundred dollars afterwards, and Katie will be with you later today, Michelle.  Can I help you with anything else.”

I froze.  Four-hundred dollars.  I was too embarrassed to say anything, so with a quiver in my voice I told Nathan, “No, that’s everything, thank-you,” and hung up the phone.

Afterwards I sat on the sofa and stared off into the middle-distance.  It was happening, but I couldn’t bring myself to be excited.  It felt as though I’d been running on autopilot for the last ten minutes as I performed something way outside my comfort zone.

Not only that, but I had the rest of the day to stew in my own juices as I awaited Katie’s very expensive arrival.  Four-hundred dollars seemed like an awfully large amount of money to make my husband feel good for a few minutes.  Turns out, I’d grossly misunderstood the nature of the magazine.

I gave the house a quick spruce and then met my friend for coffee.  She’d asked on more than one occasion whether I was feeling alright.  I guess the looming thought of playing host to my husband’s one-time girlfriend was taking its toll, but nevertheless, I refused to divulge to Tammy what was going on.  I just told her I might be coming down with something and that seemed to keep her at bay.

It was a nice distraction either way.  Tammy took my mind off everything for a few hours, but on my walk back to my car it all came tumbling back into my brain.  I thumbed at my phone, bringing up the number that I’d called earlier.  It wasn’t too late to cancel.

I kept convincing myself Lance would love it, but I think part of me wanted it for myself too.  I wanted to punish myself and prove how worthless I was to him.  I wanted him to have the things I couldn’t give him anymore.  I wanted him to have the surprise of a young woman jumping into his arms when he returned home from work.  I got so much more.

Lance was late home again.  He earned a good wage, but sometimes I’d have preferred to see more of him and have less of the nice things.

It was around six fifty-five when the doorbell went.  It couldn’t be anyone else.  I’d readied myself for a meeting with Katie, trying to affect my sexiest housewife attire.  I didn’t want to go crazy, of course, but I figured a little bit of cleavage couldn’t go amiss.  I felt somehow in competition with her, but I realized quickly that I’d lost.

“Hello,” I smiled nervously, opening the door to the blonde beauty from the catalog.  Katie was dressed in a long coat that covered all of her apart from her young pretty face.  “You must be Katie!  Come in!”

She smiled warmly and I was put at ease immediately.  I led her through to the lounge.

“You’ve got a lovely home Mrs. ...”

“Peterson,” I told her.  “But you can call me Michelle.”

“You’ve got a lovely home, Michelle.”

Katie set her bag down.  “The agency wasn’t too clear on who I was meeting.”

“It’s my husband Lance,” I smiled.  “He should be home soon.”

“Oh, that’s sweet of you.  I had one other client do that a couple of years back.  Her husband was very appreciative.”

She laughed and I laughed with her by way of politeness.

Just then I heard the low rumble of my husband’s car as it pulled into the driveway.

“That’ll be him,” I said.  “What did you have in mind?”

“I was thinking I wait for him to get inside, take off his jacket for him, put a hand on his chest, give him a kiss on the cheek.”

I smiled and nodded.

“And then get on my knees and suck his cock,” Katie added.  “At least that’s where I’ll start.”

My mouth hung open and then inexplicably managed to open more when Katie took off her long coat to reveal the lingerie that barely covered her modesty beneath.

It was black and sheer in places, hugging her deliciously tanned curves.  I could immediately see where that four-hundred dollars was going now, and I realized I may have made a mistake.

“Is he hot?” Katie said, shaking out her hands and readying herself.

I couldn’t answer.  The key was turning in the lock.  It was all too late.  What had I done?

“Honey,” Lance began, opening the lounge door now.  “I’m ho-oh!”

He caught sight of Katie and then looked at me.

“He is hot,” Katie swooned.

“What the hell is going on here?” he asked cautiously, looking between us.

“It’s not an affair,” Katie said, and I hadn’t even considered that to be one of his fears.  “Your wife here has treated you.  To me.”

Katie moved close and took my husband’s briefcase from him.  She set it down on the floor and then pushed his jacket back off his shoulders and took that too.

“Treated me?” Lance asked, looking at me for an explanation.

I just stood there in my tight jeans and white t-shirt, my body tense.  Katie was carefully folding his coat over the arm of the chair.  She put a hand on his chest and then reached up and kissed him delicately on the cheek.

Lance’s face was a picture.  Shit, I bet we made quite the polaroid, the two of us standing there dumbstruck as a sexy blonde wrapped him up in her arms like a snake.

I thought again of Katie’s checklist of ideas from our conversation earlier.  Take off his jacket?  Check.  Hand on his chest?  Check.  Kiss on his cheek?  Check.  Suck on his cock?!

She got to her knees in front of him and started to tackle his belt.  Lance’s expression was one of bewildered terror.

“I got you a surprise,” I told him.

“Consider me surprised,” Lance said, looking down as Katie opened his pants.

She stripped him open and then yanked down his pants until they were around his ankles.  My husband’s white boxer shorts hugged him close, and it was clear that the bulge in them was growing.

I think if it was any other woman Lance might not have been so open to the idea, but having a sexy, young blonde kneeling at his feet like that sure made it hard to say no to whatever was happening.

“You’re okay with this?” Lance asked.

I nodded, even though I wasn’t sure.

Katie wasn’t waiting.  I looked at her long, blonde hair that flowed down her slender back and the tight grip of the lingerie and how it made her ass-cheeks beautiful, toned circles.

Lance was staring down at her as she downed his boxer shorts too.  I watched his stiffening cock burst out, already at half-mast.

Katie startled backwards and then beamed up at him with a smile.  “That’s something.”

My eyes were dazzling as I watched her.  This was what I had been looking for, I just didn’t know it.  I watched as the beautiful, younger babe took my husband up in her fist and jerked him to life.

His cock stiffened, pushing out and swelling in size.  Katie took a deep breath, studying the way his flesh moved in her hand.

Lance watched, losing himself.  I saw his shoulders rise dramatically as he inhaled deeply.  His eyes closed.  He let out a soft moan.  Katie put him in her mouth.

I was floored.  I fell backwards and thankfully there was a chair there to catch me.  Neither Katie nor Lance looked in my direction.  They were far too interested in each other.

I watched how she took his cock inside her.  Her face wore a smile, even with her mouth open and stuffed.  Lance was looking down, the disbelief long-since replaced with pure arousal.

He shook his head and then looked in my direction.  My pupils were fat with lust, and I was biting at my bottom lip.  I nodded at him.

Katie pulled her lips away from him and then beat his cock harder, her jaw tense.

“That’s what I fucking want,” she said, talking to Lance’s dick.

She started to rub at her pussy as she jerked him, and the sight was jarring.  I’d never known a woman so turned on by someone’s cock before.  It was as though the simple act of sucking it was enough to bring her to orgasm the way she was beginning to moan.

She stuffed him back into her mouth and made a show of pushing all the way down on him.  I watched her throat thicken.  Her hand pushed against her clit.  Lance’s mouth opened just as wide as hers.

“Fuck!” he cried.  “I’m in her throat.”

“I can see,” I told him, and I watched the act as though it was some kind of wonder of nature.

I’ve seen the northern lights.  I’ve seen a pod of dolphins.  I’ve never seen someone swallow a cock whole like that.

Katie withdrew with a proud smile, unsheathing Lance from her neck like she was getting ready for a duel.

His cock was glossy with her spit.  Katie sucked a breath through her clench teeth and jerked Lance again, then she stood up and planted a kiss on his lips as she continued to tug his cock.

Lance kissed her back.  That was probably the hardest part to endure so far, watching them kiss like that.  It seemed so personal and romantic.  Sucking his cock was a crass act but kissing him like that seemed more akin to love and lust.  It stung my insides, but I couldn’t deny that it was hot.

I could feel how warm my crotch had become.  I felt shame at finding the act so intoxicating, but a part of it felt necessary now.  It felt like self-flagellation and that I somehow deserved to witness this.

“You want to suck my titties?” Katie asked Lance, and it made me think that it was really Katie that wanted her tits sucked.

Lance nodded of course, and Katie quickly slipped her lingerie inwards to be held in her cleavage, revealing a pair of tits that were just as perfect as the rest of her.  Her nipples were the perfect ratio, sitting on her full, firm tits.  I was envious of all of her.  Lance didn’t feel any such emotion.  He just pounced and filled his mouth with her tits, acting on instinct.

My nostrils flared as I watched him please her.  It was something neither of us had done to each other in a while.

Lance was keen.  Way keener than I’d known him be with me recently.  It had started to feel like acts such as that were a chore for him, but he didn’t show any of that with Katie.  His cock not-only remained bolt-stiff, but he was jerking it as he sucked on her, buoyed on by her moans.

“Yes, Lance,” she purred.  “That’s it, honey.”

Katie threw her head back.  She seemed to garner the maximum amount of pleasure from the tiniest of acts.

I watched her enjoy him, feeling the envy and humiliation course through my veins like a drug.  I wasn’t good enough for him, but Katie was.

She looked down and fed her breasts to Lance’s mouth, giving him each of her nipples in turn that he dutifully sucked stiff.

Katie put her hand on top of his head and pushed him down further.  She smiled and then looked back at me.

“We’ve gotta get what we want too, haven’t we Michelle?”

I swallowed, unable to reply.  Fuck, that was a lot.  Hearing her talk to me while she pushed my husband’s head down towards her pussy was like a gut-punch, even though Katie didn’t mean it like that.  She just assumed I did things like this all the time.

“You gonna be a good boy and eat my pussy?” Katie asked.

Lance, of course, nodded.

Katie reached down and slipped the crotch of her lingerie aside.  I could make out the tiny triangle of fur that had been sculpted perfectly.  It sat at the top of her folds, and beneath it was the most beautiful pair of pussy-lips that I’d ever seen.  They were perfect, and Lance seemed to like the look of them too.

He pushed his face against her without a second’s thought, opening his mouth and flexing his tongue out of sight.

Katie let out a groan.  “Eat it,” she cried.  “Yes!  That’s it, Lance.”

Her hands pushed through his soft, brown hair and she started to grind her crotch on him.

Lance was on his knees, sitting back on his pants that stretched between each ankle.

“Come and take his shirt off,” Katie said.  I guess I got all the boring jobs.

I moved carefully around them, trying to keep quiet as though it was some kind of act of nature that I didn’t want to disturb.

I could hear my husband’s licks smacking against her sensitive flesh.  Katie would moan and I’d hear Lance gasp a breath before submerging in her pussy juices and giving her another round of tongue-lashings.

I crouched at her feet too, and I carefully unbuttoned Lance’s shirt and then took it back off his shoulders.

“Take off your pants, Lance,” Katie said.

When he moved away, she started to play with her pussy, spreading it and teasing at her pearly clit.  She noticed that I was captivated by it.

She didn’t say anything, she just curled a finger and I submissively crawled into the spot that Lance had been at.

He didn’t say anything.  Shit, I guess he couldn’t.  I just opened my mouth over Katie and had my first dose of lesbianism.

I could taste the coppery sweetness of her instantly.  Lance had coaxed her juices free, and they were sweet and slippery.  She felt good against my tongue, and the moans that she let out made me think I was giving an amazing pussy-eating debut.

By now Lance had stripped completely naked.  Katie wasn’t paying any attention to me now.  She pushed me off her and I fell away, wiping my mouth.  I felt dejected.  Neither of them cared.

I wiped my mouth and watched as Katie led Lance towards the sofa.  She pushed him against it, and he fell back.  His hard cock slapped against his stomach.  Katie mounted him, straddling his legs.  Her ass looked amazing from every angle.

From the floor I had the perfect view.  I watched her jerk my husband with one or two strokes before lining him up underneath her.  I was shocked that she didn’t put him in a condom, but it all added to how naughty it was.  It made me feel as though Lance was hers and not mine.  Shit, he wore condoms with me.

“That’s what I want,” Katie said, and she rubbed the tip of Lance’s hard cock back and forth through her folds.

I could see her sticky juices connecting with him.  The veins of his cock were almost bursting.

Katie rose on her knees and then held Lance firm beneath her.  She dropped her pussy onto him, and I watched her swallow him up.  The two of them became one, and I felt like I lost a part of myself forever.

It stung beautifully.  The pair of them moaned, and it felt like a celebration.  It was as though they were moaning purely to spite me, and not because of how good they felt together.

I watched her pussy sheath him like her throat had, and she sat all the way down on Lance and took every one of his beautiful inches.

She tugged her lingerie aside so that it her ass-cheek held it away from the cleavage of her butt.  I could see her perfect, cleanly waxed dot, sitting above their sinful union.

She squeezed her thighs and started to move slowly over Lance, controlling the tempo.  He sucked on her tits to occupy himself.  I was sure that it wouldn’t take him long to bolt, being inside someone as fit and young as Katie.  She couldn’t have been much older than twenty-two.

I couldn’t get over how demure and beautiful her face was, and yet here she was, committing acts like this with my husband.  It hurt, but I couldn’t turn away.  I was their doormat, and I wanted them both to wipe their feet on me.  Katie seemed more attuned to that than I could have ever imagined.  Her next instruction let me know that much.

“You,” she said, looking back as though she’d forgotten my name.  “Make yourself useful and put your tongue in my ass.”

She turned back to Lance, leaving the instruction with me.  It took a while for all the words to register.  I’d never even heard of that being done to anyone before.

“You want me to put my tongue in your ass?” I asked.

“Did I stutter?” asked Katie.

“You better do it, honey,” said Lance.  He wasn’t on my side anymore.

I crawled forwards shamefully.  Neither of them knew that I was approaching.  They just continued fucking, and as I got closer, I could see the white cream that Katie’s pussy had spread all over my husband.

As I approached, she paused, leaning forwards and then pulling her ass open with one of her hands.

“You do it, Lance,” she said.  “Hold my ass open for your wife.”

Lance’s hands gripped her buttocks and pulled them wide.  I had all the access I needed now.

Katie put her hands on the back of the couch for support, and Lance took the opportunity to suck her tits into his mouth again.  He moved his cock slowly, but Katie stayed in place.  I could hear the little clicking noises that her pussy juices made as Lance’s big cock moved through her.

“Eat my ass,” she commanded.

I curled my hair behind my ear and put my tongue out, leading with it coyly.  I felt it connect with the knot of muscle and then I pushed my face between her ass-cheeks.

I licked and probed, listening to my mistress’s joy in front of me.  She moaned against the wall, and the echoes of it bounced back and filled the room with her filthy joy.

I felt spurred on by her glee.  I pressed my teeth against her ass so that I could move my tongue deeper into her.

“Good girl,” she moaned.  “There’s a good girl.  She’s tongue-fucking me, Lance.  Your wife’s tongue is in my ass.”

“Good girl,” Lance said to me, and it was as though I wasn’t part of the couple anymore.

“Lick his cock too,” Katie commanded.  “Taste me on him.”

I pulled Lance out of her and bent his cock towards my mouth.  I moved my lips over the tip of his rock-hard cock and tasted Katie on him.  She was covering him.  A little ring of her cum had formed around the hilt of him, but his entire length was soaked in her.
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