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About This Book

‘The Great British Cuckoff’ was about to eliminate its sweetest couple, but before husband and wife can leave they must face off against Ivy Bond, the cuckcake host of the show.

Read as Ivy makes wifey watch while she takes hubby inside her, before having wifey clean up the mess that her husband has left behind. 
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​“You ready for me, Brendan?” she asked, glancing back.

“Yes,” he said quickly.

Abigail hung her head and closed her eyes.

Brendan was thankful that he couldn’t see his wife.  He didn’t want to see all those years of trust and happiness shatter in front of him.

Abigail wasn’t so lucky.  She sniffed and stared as Ivy rose up on her knees and placed Brendan’s cock at the entrance to her soaked core.

Brendan quivered.  His muscles were tight all over, as though he was trying to hold his excitement inside and not let it out.  When Ivy’s drenched pussy-lips touched the head of his cock, he finally let go.

“Oh, Ivy,” he moaned.

Ivy grinned at the cameras.  “I’ve got another one.”

They framed her face as she smirked and closed her eyes, capturing the way her eyebrows turned inwards, and her mouth opened as she started to sit down on Brendan’s big, thick cock.

“Oh, gosh,” she whimpered.  “Gosh, that’s big!  That’s a big cock, Brendan.”

Brendan put his hands on Ivy’s hips, looking down as his cock disappeared up inside her.  He could feel the vice grip of her pussy around him, and was reminded for the first time in twenty years just how tight a woman could be.

“You feel that?” she asked, looking back.  “Feel that tight pussy?”

Brendan hummed in agreement.

“Much tighter than your wife’s, huh?”

Brendan closed his eyes and sighed in pleasure.  Abigail took it to be yet another sign of her husband’s approval and hung her head in shame.

The cameras captured everything.  There was no escape from the turmoil.  Even if Abigail could turn away from the sex act itself, she couldn’t turn away from the gaze of the viewers that watched on from their homes, relishing Abigail’s comeuppance.  Her hubris had been her undoing.

“What a big fucking cock!” gasped Ivy now that she had it all inside her.

From the front Ivy’s stomach seemed to bulge, hinting at exactly where Brendan was inside her.  She bounced slowly and looked down, rubbing at the raised lump in her stomach and feeling Brendan press against her cervix.

“Oh, I’m going to get that cum,” said Ivy, rubbing at her pussy.  “I want it.”

She bounced athletically over Brendan, with Brendan holding her steady.  He was a willing passenger now, and the sight of a twenty-one-year-old woman getting off on his cock was an image that he’d revisit again and again.  To him, this no longer felt like a punishment, but the same couldn’t be said for Abigail.

Abigail’s gut was twisting in turmoil.  She’d been the only recipient of Brendan’s cum for years, but now she was watching as another woman extracted it from her husband with greater ease than Abigail often achieved.

Brendan was putty in the younger woman’s hands, and though he could tell himself he was loyal to his wife until he was blue in the face, there was no denying just how good Ivy’s fresh, young pussy felt around his cock.
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