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“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!”
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“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.

“Apprehensive,” Mark said, taking a deep breath.  “But ready.”

“You’ll be great,” Candace said.  “It’s an experience, remember.  And no matter what, we’ll have each other.”

“We have each other anyway, don’t we?”

“Yes, but you want more, don’t you?”

“I don’t remember saying that.”

“Okay, I want more.  I just don’t want to die without any experiences.”

Mark screwed his mouth.  “Most people’s experiences are, like, swimming with dolphins, or seeing the aurora.”

“I guess I’m not most people.”

“I know, honey, I know, it’s just ... I want us to be sure that this won’t affect us.”

“We’ve had this talk, Mark.  The show is next week.  I think it’s a little late to back out now, isn’t it?”

“I’m not backing out,” Mark said, placating his aggravated wife.  “I’m just checking we’re doing the right thing.”

“We are doing the right thing,” Candace said.  “We’ll get a ton of eyes on my socials, and you’ll get to know what it’s like to share me with another man.”

“Or woman,” Mark added.

“It’s the opportunity you’ve been waiting for.”

Mark’s attention turned to the television as their favorite show started.

“There she is, look,” said Candace, nodding.

Mark looked at the side of his wife’s pretty face as her eyes sparkled at the television.  She brushed back her brunette hair.

“God, she’s such a presence,” Candace said, watching the host stride out onto the stage in front of the studio audience.

This was Mark’s favorite part, and even his beautiful wife didn’t hold his gaze now.  He stared longingly at the dominant blonde on the television and listened to her introduction.

“Welcome kinky viewers to another episode of Three’s Company.  I am your host, Marjorie ‘The Bull’ Bullock, although you can call me Miss. Bullock,” she said, adding her signature wink.

It never failed to make Mark’s cock twitch.  He always hid it well from his wife who was far too concerned with checking out that week’s couple.

Something about the mature woman’s confident allure did something to Mark.  He’d never felt cared for or mothered in his relationship with Candace, but he put that down being five years older than his playful wife.  Despite only a small gap in age, Mark sometimes felt disconnected from her energetic yearning to try new things.  He was keen to settle, but Candace wasn’t done experimenting.

“Yuck, what is she wearing?” Candace said, scowling at the host as she introduced that week’s guest.

Mark had to double-take to check his wife was being serious.  The tight leather dress and stockings really did something to him, as did the brilliant white shirt, its buttons undone to reveal a black leather bra that barely hosted Marjorie’s huge assets.

“Weird, isn’t it?” lied Mark, crossing his legs.

“Ooh, he looks fun,” Candace said, rolling her shoulders back into the couch as she saw the male participant revealed.

Mark and Candace watched for the whole hour as the curious couple were joined by another man on what began as an awkward date but finished in a bedroom encounter that revealed the husband’s secret attraction to other men.

“Two men all to herself and that’s what happens?” Candace said, shaking her head.  “She should be ashamed of herself.”

“People like different things, honey,” Mark contested.

“I know, but damn, you get paired with some hot guy and your husband winds up with him?  It just feels like a waste of cock to me.”

Mark swallowed uncomfortably.

Candace sensed his discomfort, but rather than address it she put her arm around her husband and pulled him close to her.

“You’re the only man for me,” she said, kissing Mark.

He melted under her touch, but it was short-lived.  She pulled back from the kiss and held both his shoulders.

“Just don’t go kissing some strange man next week, okay?” Candace added.

“I won’t,” laughed Mark nervously.  “I’ll share you.”

“Good boy,” his wife smirked.  “This’ll be good for us.  I promise.”

Mark stared at the television as Miss. Bullock gave her signature wink to round-out the show.  It felt like it was being delivered to him alone.  His cock twitched and he imagined how the mature beauty might look without her clothes.  He imagined sucking on her big tits as she cared for him in ways Candace never did.
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The day of the show Mark and Candace sat backstage, over-awed by the buzz of activity around them as the staff prepped for recording.

The producer had spoken to them already about the dynamic of the show and the magic of television, and some secrets had been revealed to the duo.

Firstly, the show wasn’t as spread out as it appeared.  A wardrobe change would occur after meeting the couple’s third wheel, and the evening dinner date would begin almost immediately.  Cameras were set up in the fake hotel room to capture the action when the trio returned, with tasteful edits that obscured the X-rated action, if any occurred.

The pairings weren’t always successful and, much to the producer’s chagrin, they couldn’t make anyone do anything they didn’t want to.  Those episodes rarely aired, and that fact wasn’t lost on the show’s contestants who now ensured that at least something sexual happened between them to ensure they got their faces on television.

They did their headshots and interviews, all while being kept away from the show’s main talent, Miss. Marjorie Bullock.

“When do we get to meet her?” asked Mark.

“You know the segment you see on television when they bring the couples out?” said Mark’s makeup artist, Cole.

“Yeah?”

“Then,” Cole said.

“In front of the cameras?”

“Uh-huh.”

“And that’s it?”

“Miss. Bullock doesn’t tend to socialize with the contestants.  Or the staff, for that matter.”

“No time for the little people,” Candace added from the chair beside Mark.

Cole narrowed his eyes.

“So, we don’t get to meet her?” Mark pressed.

“I’m afraid not,” Cole said.  “Sorry.”

“Who wants to meet her anyway?” Candace said, waving a hand.  “She’s washed-up these days.  She should make way for someone younger.”

“There’s more to television than looks,” Cole said sagely.

“Not in my book,” Candace said, then she looked back at her own makeup artist.  “Don’t put too much blusher on.  My cheeks are naturally quite vibrant.”

Mark looked in the mirror as the brush tickled his forehead.  He could feel his stomach twisting itself in knots as the big reveal loomed.

“Right, let’s get you two ready for the stage,” said a runner when their makeup was done.  “If you could follow me.”

Candace jumped to her feet and strode forwards with Mark trailing behind.  He looked at the confident way that his slender wife walked and envied her.  She was ready for anything, but Mark was still busy wondering if he’d made the right decision.

“You’re going to be great,” shouted Cole to him.

“Hurry up, honey,” said Candace, beckoning her husband.

Mark skipped closer and reached out for her hand, but Candace was too busy breathing deep and preparing herself for the studio audience.

Over the applause from behind the curtain, Mark heard the steady clicking of high heeled shoes backstage.  He looked around for the sound, knowing what it was before he even saw where it was coming from.

“There she is,” he hushed to himself.

At the opposite side of the stage stood Miss. Bullock, her back straight and her posture impeccable.  She stared forwards, ignoring the pair as she took several deep breaths.

Mark marveled as he saw her breasts rise and fill the tight corset that Marjorie had selected for that day’s show.  Her butt-hugging skirt finished above her knee, and below it, her stockings hugged her toned legs.  Her blonde hair was back in a loose bun, with highlights that still shone in the dim light backstage.

“Anther awful outfit,” hushed Candace.  “She looks terrible.”

Suddenly Miss. Bullock’s head shot in the direction of the noise.

Candace raised her hand and waved, giving the host a fake smile.

Miss. Bullock nodded in response, fixing her long gloves that were worn at the end of her bare, toned arms.  Mark had never noticed the athleticism of Miss. Bullock before.  She was a real pocket-rocket at five feet four inches, with a shapely ass and huge breasts that made her look like the letter ‘S’ in profile.

Someone backstage counted Miss. Bullock down, and at zero she strode through the curtain-opening and out to rapturous applause.
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