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About This Book

Dirty bisexual wives are the order of the day here, granting their alpha husbands permission to take on feisty beauties that can give their man the pleasures that they sometimes can't.  Read how mistresses get down and dirty as the wives in these bundles watch on, joining in and helping their husbands to the ultimate pleasure of two women at once.  If bisexual women and ffm threesomes are your thing, this is for you!

Contains books 9 to 12 of the 'Couple's Threesomes' series, featuring : ‘A French Maid For Me And My Husband,' ‘Surprising My Husband In The Tub,' Watching My Husband Take The Waitress,' and ‘My Husband’s Salon Treatment.'
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She pumped her hand over him, clenching her jaw tight and relishing the groan that escaped my husband’s mouth as she took to task.

“That’s it,” I purred, kneeling up on the couch and kissing his face and mouth as he cried in pleasure.

He kissed me back but I could tell that his main focus lay in the blonde, twenty-something beauty that sat between his legs, jerking his cock like she wanted him to explode right there and then.

“What do you want?” I whispered.  “Tell us.”

I kissed him again and opened my gown, bringing my tits to his face.  James turned towards them and started to suck on my nipples, making them stiff in his mouth and sending a ripple of pleasure through me.  I groaned and felt the wetness arrive at my pussy.

James gasped suddenly and moaned against my breasts and I looked down to see Matilda’s mouth over his cock.  She had pressed down over him so far that I could only make out the hilt.  I wondered if he’d gone soft from the nerves, but Matilda suddenly pulled back and I marveled as his entire thick length revealed itself.

“Damn,” I hushed, amazed.

She smiled up at me, her eyes welling with tears from her efforts.  She giggled and slurped some saliva back into her mouth before going back over him and doing it all over again.

James hand gripped around me, holding me close to him for support as his leg straightened inexplicably and he held his breath.  She popped back off him and the both of them exhaled, long and hard.

“That’s fucking hot,” I cooed, spectating her handiwork.  I had no idea she’d be so talented.

She sank back over his cock and I kissed James again.

“Happy birthday,” I whispered, and then I gasped as I felt a hand between my legs.

I looked down to see Matilda continuing her blowjob, but with her other hand planted between my thighs.  Her gloved hands smoothed over my velvet flesh and she split my lips to tease her way inside me, turning her fingertips damp.

I held James close as we shared her expertise between us.  Her fingers moved nimbly and with purpose over my flesh, teasing up to my clit which started to stiffen in an instant and peer out from beneath its fleshy hood.

“Tell her what you want, James,” I moaned, trying to remind myself that this was his special day and not mine.

He stared down at Matilda who locked her gaze on him with a mouth full of his hard dick.  She slid back over him steadily and revealed his length like a sword-swallower.

“Tell me, James,” she said, her accent tinged with a mouthful of saliva.

“Can—can you lick her pussy?” he tried.

“Honey!” I gasped.

“You want?” Matilda asked, looking at both of us.

“If you want to?” James asked, looking to me.

I shook the trepidation from my mind.  “Of course,” I said, remembering whose birthday it was.  “I’d love that.”

Matilda rolled over onto her back and held herself in a kind of reverse-crab-stance, her face pointed upwards from the sofa cushion beside James while her legs stretched out and she propped herself up on the floor.

“On my face,” she said, beckoning me with a finger.  “Come on.”
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French Maids, it turns out, are remarkably easy to attain.  A simple website search was all it took to be presented with a catalogue of mistresses at my disposal.  Of course, sex was never explicitly stated, but the implication was definitely there.

My husband James would be forty at the weekend and I planned to give him something unforgettable.  Our love-life often got an injection of spice every now and then and this seemed like the perfect tonic.  Besides, I’m sure after almost twenty years of marriage James wouldn’t mind trying out some fresh, younger pussy.  It was my gift to him.

“Matilda,” I said, reading the name of the mistress who’d taken my fancy.

She was blonde and looked to be in her early twenties, with a devilish smile, hinting at a hidden naughtiness that her cherubic face didn’t convey.  The naughty smirk seemed to penetrate me completely, sparking a desire inside me that didn’t know I possessed.  I wanted Matilda.

“Good morning, my love,” James said, walking into the kitchen in his robe.

He came around the table and I quickly clicked to another tab in my browser.

“What are you doing on that so early?” he asked, kissing my head and squeezing my shoulder.

“None of your business,” I said, tongue-in-cheek.

He smiled and moved to the counter.  “Coffee?”

“Please.”

I looked back to James as he busied himself, making a fresh batch for the morning ahead.  Beneath his gown I could see his firm ass and I followed it up to those broad shoulders of his and his perfect, handsome features.  His hair was ashen in places, but rather than take away from his look it seemed only to add to it.  He had a confident, commanding way about him that made me melt.

I pulled my gown tighter around me and divulged my fantasy for a moment, imagining myself watching as Matilda took his robe off and swallowed his huge cock submissively.

“What?” James said, noticing me staring.

I blushed, turning away and curling a lock of hair behind my ear.  “Nothing.”

I could feel his gaze on me for a moment longer and I idly clicked open the local news website, pretending to be busy investigating something.  I think his impending birthday had slipped his mind.

James didn’t pry any more.  I think he knew it was for the best not to.  By the time the weekend came around he’d all but forgotten about my odd breakfast browsing.

“Happy birthday,” I said on Saturday morning, waking him with a kiss.

His eyes opened dreamily and focused on me.  He smiled broadly.  “Thanks, honey,” he said, pulling me into him.

We shared each other’s warmth as he held me and I kissed his cheek, staring into his sleepy face adoringly.

“Your present is arriving later,” I said, trying to hold it all in.  I wanted to blurt it out and tell him, but it wouldn’t pack the same punch.

“What is it?” he asked, stretching.

“Wouldn’t be much of a surprise if I told you.  Get yourself a shower and I’ll make your breakfast.”

I left him in bed and gave him another kiss, walking downstairs and rustling up a hearty breakfast.  We’d certainly be burning the calories off later, that was for sure.

He emerged in the kitchen around thirty minutes later, just as I was plating up.  It was around ten o’clock.

“Smells amazing,” he said, eyeing the platter laid out on the table.  “And it looks even better.”

I pulled out his chair and presented his seat with a flourish, as though he was royalty.

“I’m being spoilt today,” he chuckled.  He didn’t know the half of it.

We ate together and then I left for a shower as James settled in the lounge, idly clicking through the channels and oblivious to the treat that lay in store.

“Your gift will be here soon,” I said mysteriously, standing in the doorway of the lounge.

“Can’t wait,” he said, and I found myself becoming impossibly excited by the big reveal.

I skipped upstairs to our shower and threw off my robe, staring at myself in the long mirror that stood beside the cubicle.

I turned sidelong and admired the curves down my body.  I wasn’t as young as I used to be, but thanks to a strict regime of exercise and healthy-eating I’d managed to keep a good figure.  My ass was rounded without an ounce of cellulite and my big tits looked as firm as ever.

I framed my pussy in a triangle with my hands and smoothed them over it, feeling the slight stubble from several days of growth.

I ran the shower and started tending to it, shaving close and leaving a little triangle of fur just above my clit.  As I shaved I stroked over my flesh, imagining my husband and our mistress admiring my handiwork.  I wanted to look my best for both of them.

All told I spent around and hour in the bathroom, waxing, shaving, plucking and doing all manner of grooming in order to prepare myself.

When I emerged downstairs I felt like a new woman.

“What’s all this in aid of?” James asked, sitting on the sofa and gawping as I approached in my robe and full make-up.

“I just want to look the best for my husband on his special day,” I said, walking to the couch and kneeling before him.

He stifled his smile, perhaps not wanting to get ahead of himself.

“Open your legs,” I said.

James did as requested, flicking the television to a music channel before tossing the remote aside.

“Happy birthday,” I breezed.

I pushed his gown open at the bottom and James sank into the couch, leaning back as I revealed his naked cock.

It was flaccid for now but no less impressive.  He was well trimmed and I could see the arousal begin to flow into him immediately as I picked up his cock in my hand.

“This is my dick,” I said, putting him in my mouth and letting him blossom.

I pushed my mouth all the way over him as he groaned, moving my lips to the hilt and pulling back when his cock started to stiffen inside me.

It grew with each pulse, throbbing larger until I could only feed half of it into me before it hit my throat.

“Good boy.”

James breathed heavy, sighing and groaning as I toyed with his slick length.  I wanted to get him worked up enough in time for our guest, who would be arriving imminently.

He leant forward now and held a hand on my head, guiding me up and down along his cock and watching close as I gave him my performance.

I wound my lips down him, throwing him into my mouth before sensually sucking my way off and beating my spit back over his length.

He was clean-cut and smooth, with a picture-perfect cock that wouldn’t be out of place in a promo image for a porn film.  I delighted in covering it in my spit.  It felt like an honor to wield him.

“Fuck, honey,” he groaned, looking down wide eyed and smiling at me.

I gave him a brief smile back and then spat on the tip of his cock, working my saliva over him until his whole length was drenched.

I dropped him back against his naked stomach with a slap, then I bit down his length softly and arrived at his clean-shaven balls, sucking one through my lips and rolling it around.

“Fuck,” he groaned again.  “Happy birthday to me.”

Suddenly there came a knock at the door and James sat bolt upright.

“She’s here,” I said, pulling his gown back over his stiff cock and standing up.

“Who?”

“Your present,” I smiled.

“What?!”

I walked to the door and opened it to see our guest looking just like the picture.  Beyond her sat a car at the front of our driveway with the driver staring down into his lap.

“Matilda?” I asked.

“My pleasure,” she said, with this cutesy French accent that matched her attire.

“Come in,” I said, looking up and down the street and hoping that no-one was mowing their lawns.

I beckoned her inside and she stepped over the threshold and into the hall.

“He’s just through here,” I said.  “Nice and ready.”

Matilda smiled excitedly.  “Would you like me to do anything?”

“Do you have anything you don’t do?”

“Not really,” she shrugged, and then I saw that devilish smile that had wooed me in the first place.

I couldn’t help but giggle, reaching an arm out to touch her wrist.  “Good.”

“He’s in here?” she asked.

“Yes,” I said.  “It’s his birthday.  Can you—uhmm—let him do whatever he wants?”

“Of course,” she said, giving a cutesy curtsy.

I offered her into the lounge and she stepped through.  Inside there was silence.

“Happy birthday,” I shouted, following Matilda into the room.  Sho joined me in the celebration.

“Happy birthday,” she said, giving James a twirl.
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