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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 49-52 : ‘Hustling Me For My Husband,’ ‘Watching Our Surrogate Take My Husband,’ ‘Vow Renewals,’ and ‘The Cuckquean Wedding.’



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Read An Excerpt

[image: ]




I watched as her butt was revealed, with my husband peeling her jeans and panties back as one.  He wowed at her round butt that was just as bubbly and impressive as her tits.

“Look at that,” hushed Clint, squeezing it and opening it.  “I’ve watched this thing for weeks.”

He pushed open Gabby’s ass and pressed his face between her cheeks.  My fucking jaw hit the floor.  He’d never once even broached the subject of eating my ass, but the second that Gabby’s cherry-ripe butt was on display he’d gobbled it up like he’d been starved of it.

She giggled on the table, thumping it with her fists and shaking her head.

“Clint, you’re tonguing my ass!” she kept saying, and it felt as though she was rubbing my face in it and not Clint’s.

He was crouched behind her like he was praying in worship, and the whole time his cock stayed bolt stiff, pointing up at its eventual target as she squirmed on the table.

“Stop licking my ass and fuck me,” begged Gabby, looking back.

As Clint stood up, she looked at me, and there was something in her grin that suggested that the beef between us was still going.  She sneered and then changed her expression when she looked back at Clint.

“If you’re a good boy, you can fuck my ass,” Gabby said.

I couldn’t compete with a slut like that.  I should have just left, but I wanted to see her take it.  I wanted Clint to thrust his cock into her and hurt her, but I should have known that sluts like that didn’t get hurt by cock.  She thrived on it like it was oxygen.

“Fuck, Gabby, what are you doing to me?” Clint asked, rubbing at her cherubic butt and then marrying his cock up to the hole below the one he’d just been licking.

I swallowed and rose on the seat, looking over at them.  I felt like I needed to see the point of contact.  I got up and walked over cautiously, desperate to punish myself with the sight of Clint’s cock going inside her.

“Oh, fuck!  Clint!” whined Gabby, holding her ass open with one hand.

Her face pressed against the table, and when I got closer, I saw her saliva-covered asshole, stretched by her hand.  Beneath it, wrapped around my husband’s cock, was her soaked pussy.  I could see instantly that she was sopping wet.

“You see it, Anna,” Clint said, and still, he didn’t look at me.

He stared down and I stared with him, watching as his cock slid through the tight pussy of his newest toy.

“Fuck her,” I hushed.  “Fuck her hard.”

Clint started to bounce into her.  As he struck her butt with his hips the table moved, and the pool balls clicked together as they slid over the baize.

Gabby started to moan, and her cries turned me on.  I was mesmerized by how Clint went at her.  It had been a few weeks since we’d fucked, and it felt like he was giving Gabby the energy that he’d saved up.

He rubbed at her cheeks and then started to thumb at her ass, letting Gabby know exactly where he wanted to put it next.
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All I ever heard about these days was Gabby.  My husband Clint used to talk about all kinds of things after his shifts in the bar he owned, and over our years of marriage I’d hear fantastical stories about smugglers and dealers, or politicians and hookers, but these days, all I heard about was Gabby.

I’m not usually a jealous person, but Clint’s sudden infatuation with this woman is keeping me up at night.

Clint’s bar, Renegades, has a pool table that attracted unsavory characters and arguments, and Clint had long thought about getting rid of it.  But due to Renegades attraction to tourists who enjoyed its seedy underbelly and had seen the pool-scams on Instagram, the hustlers had cut Clint in on a deal to keep the pool table.  He got a percentage of their winnings, and in return they worked the tables, ensuring that trouble was kept to a minimum.

Into all this, walks Gabby.  The way my husband tells it, she was like this messianic figure entering hell.  He said she’d worn this low-cut white dress that didn’t belong and had dressed like she was fresh out of some fairytale.

The men were all over her, and their interest ramped up when they saw Gabby pick up a pool stick and start playing.

Clint said he’d watched from the bar.  Gabby was good, but nothing special, until the big money came out.

It turned out that Gabby had heard about the Renegades’ hustlers and wanted to play them at their own game.  In one night, she’d fleeced them for close to two-thousand bucks.  The regular hustlers told Clint that he needed to ban her, but Clint couldn’t help but admire the affront of it.  He called it divine justice.

The next time Gabby came in, the hustlers were wary, so Gabby started working the tourists too.  Now, if you were a tourist, who would you rather play against: some overweight guy who stunk of beer and B.O, or a twenty-something beauty in a low-cut top?  Easy answer, right?

So anyway, Clint starts getting involved with this Gabby.  He tells her firstly that he’s the owner, and secondly that she’s stepping on the toes of some unsavory individuals who haven’t taken kindly to her new business venture.

Clint offered to protect her, and in return he’d school her on the subtleties necessary to extract the most amount of money from her clients, whilst leaving some for the rest of the Renegades’ hustlers.  Gabby had instantly agreed.

So now, all I hear about is Gabby this, Gabby that, and it’s at the point where I’m starting to get jealous of her.  Despite Clint’s decades of revelry and roguery, I trusted him, but Gabby was shaking that trust.

To my shame, one night when Clint was working, I went out to his bar.  I entered, thinking that I’d see him with his arms wrapped around her, but Clint was at the bar like always, stacking some glasses that had just gone through the wash.

“Anna?  What are you doing out here?” he asked as I approached.  “You know I don’t like you coming down here.”

“Afraid I might catch you?”

“I’m afraid you might catch something,” Clint said, looking around.  “Some dangerous types in tonight.”

I scanned the bar with Clint, and among the fresh-faced tourists who’d heard about the bar’s reputation, there were the seedy, stubble-covered vagabonds that studied the clientele just like I did, waiting for an opening.

And then, through the seats and tables, I spotted her.  She was racking up a fresh-game and leaning over the table, and I could see why my husband had stressed about her low-cut top.

The lights above the pool-table lit up her perfect, round breasts, and I had to wonder how she’d managed to keep her nipples covered with how much of her tits were on display among her open plaid shirt.

Some young chancer held a cue at the opposite end of the table, mesmerized at the beauty who smiled up at him.

Gabby had already won that game, and she knew it.  No man could concentrate when she was in front of them.  The twenty-three-year-old didn’t even have to be that good, but she was.

I took a minute while Clint dealt with a customer, watching as Gabby cleaned up the balls after her opponent’s break.  I guess this was the finale of her hustle, because a large wad of cash changed hands and the tourist left the bar smiling after a failed attempt to get Gabby’s number.  I mean, these idiots lapped it up.

After the game she looked towards the bar and caught Clint’s eye.  She held up the money and wafted it in his direction, as though she was sweating from her efforts.  Clint laughed and it stung to hear it.  He shook his head and came back to me.

“That’s her,” he said.  “The woman I’ve been telling you about.”

“Gabby,” I said plainly.  “I would have never guessed.”

“Yeah.  She’s a hoot.  I should introduce you guys.”

“I’ll do that myself,” I told Clint, and I walked off in Gabby’s direction.

I heard Clint trying to stop me, but another customer approached the bar with a volley of questions about the menu’s dietary options.  I knew Clint hated those people.

When I neared the pool table, Gabby was on the prowl for another customer.  She’d set the balls up and was deliberately missing shots that even I knew she could make, hoping to snare a newcomer who hadn’t witnessed her previous opponent’s assassination.

She saw me watching and sent the cue ball over towards me with her next shot, then she rounded the table and bent over next to me, showing me her perfect, round butt that was squeezed into her tight jeans.

“How about a game?” she said, standing up after another failed shot.  “I don’t feel comfortable with the guys in here.”

From anyone else, I could have believed that, but I’d heard all about Gabby.

“I’m Anna,” I said, holding a hand out.  “I’m Clint’s wife.”

“Oh!” Gabby said, shaking my hand.  “Shit, sorry.  Ignore me then.”

“I wish I could,” I said, making a show of looking at her breasts.

“Oh, these old girls?” Gabby said, looking down with me.  “They help get the job done.”

I narrowed my eyes.  “I bet they do ...”

“Clint told me you were younger than him?” Gabby asked.

“I am.”

She grinned.  “Oh.”

Gabby moved around the table and took another shot.  This time she didn’t miss.  The ball hit the center of the pocket and disappeared.

“Clint’s been so good to me,” Gabby said.  “I owe him a lot, you know.  He’s a nice guy, your husband.”

“My husband,” I repeated, folding my arms.

“You’re coming in with a bit of attitude here, Amanda.”

“Anna,” I corrected.

“You’re coming in hot, Anna.  What’s up?”

“Just stay away from Clint is all.”

Gabby bounced her eyebrows.  “Worried?”

“I’m not worried.”

“You sound worried.  I study worried people for a living.  You look worried.”

“Some living you’ve got here ...”

“Better here at the bar than lay at home worrying what my husband’s up to,” she countered.  She smiled a fake smile when she saw how much her comment had cut deep.

“How are we doing over here?” Clint asked, clapping his hand as he approached the table.  “Are we all getting along.”
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