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About This Book

This is an ffm, husband and wife, threesome, cuckquean story with anal sex, lesbian sex, degradation, and humiliation.

Candace Greene has dreams of spicing up her marriage to doting husband Mark, but when the duo appears on ‘Three’s Company,’ they’re joined by a surprise third party.

Long-time host of the show Marjorie Bullock takes a dislike of Candace’s casual approach to her relationship and decides to break convention and join the duo for some fun.  With the cameras rolling, she turns Candace’s fantasy into a nightmare, resulting in an episode never to be aired, featuring anal gapes, smothering, anal sex, and more!

Marjorie ‘The Bull’ Bullock won’t rest until Candace is regretting her wishes of adultery.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Read An Excerpt

[image: ]




“What’s that?” she asked.

“Never seen some bondage stocks before?” laughed Marjorie.  “My dear, you’ve never lived.”

Mark let Miss. Bullock close the binding around his wife’s neck and hands.  Now Candace sat on her knees, her arms up in surrender and fastened along the block of wood that sat on her shoulders.

“Much better,” said Miss. Bullock, smiling at the disheveled beauty on the floor.

She dragged her forwards by the hair and Candace shuffled on her knees, desperate not to feel the tug at her luscious locks.

Miss. Bullock nudged the middle of Candace’s back, and the wife was toppled.  The plank of wood thudded against the floor.  She sat degraded with her ass up in the air.

“I bet you thought both of those holes would be filled tonight, didn’t you?” asked Miss. Bullock.  “If you were even planning on involving Mark at all, that is.”

“Of course I was,” said Candace.  “He’s my husband.”

“Do you feel like her husband, Mark?” asked the domme.

Mark looked at his wife’s puffed-up pussy and the barely covered dot of muscle above it, imagining another man inside it.  He realized now how much that image might haunt him.

“Which one were you going to put Mark in?” asked Miss. Bullock.

“Wherever she wanted.”

Miss. Bullock grabbed a big, black dildo from her selection of apparatus.  She lubed it up and slid her latex gloves along its length as she bit her lip in Mark’s direction.

“Tell me, Mark ... where should we put it?”

Mark was surrendering to Miss. Bullock’s sordid game.

“In her ass,” he said, and the smile on his mistress’s face told him he’d made the right choice.

Candace had prepared her asshole to be fucked, knowing that she’d be on television, but she hadn’t prepared it this well.

Miss. Bullock handed the crude toy to Mark, but she didn’t let it go when he grabbed it.  Instead, the duo walked towards Candace, and each took part in her defiling.

“Aren’t you going to warm me up first?” asked Candace, trying to affect a joking tone.

Miss. Bullock could hear the tremor in her voice.

“We don’t want you to enjoy it now, do we?” she said, marrying the toy up to the tiny dot.

Mark wondered how it would ever fit.  He’d never been in his wife’s ass before.

“Push,” instructed Marjorie, and Mark’s grip slipped along the toy as he pressed it to his wife’s reluctant muscle.

Candace growled in pain and shook her hands in the stocks, pounding the wood against the floor as her butt began to open gradually.

“More!” she cried.  “Harder!”

Miss. Bullock didn’t relent, even if Mark was struggling to degrade his wife in the manner in which his new domme and wife wanted.

“More,” grunted Marjorie, her arm shaking as she strained.

The toy eased painfully slowly through Candace’s knot, stretching the muscle wide so that it pinched tight around the intruder.  It looked like an elastic band at breaking point.

“There it is,” smirked Marjorie, watching the head of the fake cock begin to disappear.

Mark couldn’t believe his eyes as the object sank inside, coupled with his wife’s moaning grunts.

“Oh, fuck!” strained Candace, hoping there’d be no permanent damage.  “Oh, fuck me!”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Three’s Company

[image: ]




“Excited hon?” Candace asked her husband Mark, rubbing his thigh as they sat together on the couch.

She had a dazzling grin that looked much more youthful than her thirty-one years.
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