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“Look at that,” she kept saying, as she sucked air through her clenched teeth.  “What a big, beautiful cock, all for me.”

Nevin stood with his hands by his side, looking between Ms. Crockett and his cock and hoping that the two might meet.

“You’re free to leave,” Ms. Crockett told Clara, but Clara couldn’t.

She just stood and stared, feeling the shame, anger, guilt, and arousal surge through her veins in a cocktail she’d never experienced before.

She wanted to lash out at Ms. Crockett and her husband, but she had a deeper yearning to stay and watch what unfolded.  She’d never seen an act as crass as anal sex in the flesh before, and even though it was happening to her betrothed, she couldn’t walk away.

“You take his cock out for me then,” Ms. Crockett said to Clara, and she had a commanding, almost principal-like way about her.

As Ms. Crockett looked at the turmoil-ridden face of Clara, she knew she had her.  The young wife gave a look to Ms. Crockett that was almost pleading, as though she was begging the mature beauty to leave her husband alone.

“Take it out for me,” Ms. Crockett said again, and Clara found herself moving automatically.

She crouched to the floor and sniffled, then she tugged at her husband’s boxershorts, and his huge, stiff cock flailed free.

Ms. Crockett swooned when she saw it, looking at Clara with relish.

“I had no idea he was this big,” she said, grabbing it in her fist and taking charge immediately.  “I’m gonna need it nice and wet and slippery before it goes in my ass.

Ms. Crockett’s red-painted lips parted, and she swallowed the smooth crown of Nevin’s.  He leaned up off the back of the couch when he felt the warm, soft embrace of Ms. Crockett’s lips.

“Oh, Nevin,” Clara sighed, defeated.

Ms. Crockett kept up her schtick as she sucked on Nevin, eying him and batting her perfect lashes as she threw her head around his cock, tossing her hair and whimpering like Nevin was doing untold things to her, just by letting her blow him.

Clara knelt close, watching how Ms. Crockett treated Nevin.  She tried to take it all in, telling herself that she’d do better next time, but part of her thought there might never be a next time.  With Ms. Crockett taking up residence and catering to her husband’s every need, what was left?

“You suck him for me,” Ms. Crockett said, and she pointed Nevin’s cock to Clara.

Clara felt like she’d been picked out of a crowd, not quite believing that Ms. Crockett was allowing her to get involved.

“Get him wet for my ass,” the older lady said.

Ms. Crockett took a grip of Clara’s blonde hair, dragging Clara over to Nevin and thrusting Nevin’s cock right to the top of his wife’s throat.
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Sally Filmore was in distress.  She’d noticed her husband Warren had stopped giving her the physical attention that he used to dole out freely, and she felt their relationship was struggling.

They’d been together nearly a decade, but those years had seen Sally put on weight and lose much of her confidence whilst Warren flourished.  He was a successful businessman with a salary that far out-stripped Sally’s and new hobbies and interests that were out of her comfort zone.  She felt as though she was losing him.

Warren often commented on the women he’d see on the television or in movies, pointing out their flawless figure to Sally who would sit uncomfortably next to him, wondering how the hell she could ever achieve such a physique.

Exercise wasn’t something Sally enjoyed, and food was something she found great comfort in.  It was a vicious cycle that was only ever going to end one way.  Even though Sally knew that Warren’s overt suggestions were encouragement, she knew too that they were a problem.  Soon Warren would grow tired of endlessly trying to get Sally to do more, and he’d leave her for a superior model.

Rather than going down the practical route, Sally sought a solution in something much more arcane.  In her youth she’d fancied herself a wicca, and often experimented with spells, potions, and tinctures, but she was about to venture further than she ever thought possible.

Sally had unearthed a mysterious tome in the cellar of the city library.  The weighty, dog-eared book was bound in wood, with sinister carvings on its cover that depicted flayed corpses and smirking demons.

In it she found mysterious passages, some in old English and others in Latin and French.  The book warned of the consequences of experimenting, but what else was Sally to do?  She had to try something.

Late one night, whilst her husband was out with his work friends, Sally sat on the tiled kitchen floor with the book open next to her.

She looked at the pattern she’d made in front of her.  It was a pentagram etched in sea salt, with a lit wax candle at each point, housed in a silver candlestick-holder.  The book was very specific about these details, and it had taken Sally some time to source and pay for the items.

She was fully invested in the procedure, but never really believed it would work.  She figured she had nothing to lose and, lighting a match and staring into its center, she began chanting the Latin phrase that the book had said would summon Her.

“Factus sum sicut homo sine adjutorio, inter succubus liber.”

The candles burned brighter around her.

“Factus sum sicut homo sine adjutorio, inter succubus liber.”

The sea salt caught fire and Sally flinched, backing away from the heat.

“Factus sum sicut homo sine adjutorio, inter succubus liber.”

The flames soared and Sally stood up, her eyes wild as she stared down.

“Factus sum sicut homo sine adjutorio, inter succubus liber.”

The fire roared in front of her, flickering wildly at a height that was as tall as she.

“Factus sum sicut homo sine adjutorio, inter succubus liber.”

A burning figure emerged, black and moaning amongst the flames.  Embers burned in the cracks upon its charred skin.

“Factus sum sicut homo sine adjutorio, inter succubus liber.”

The fire receded and the figure began to heal, turning an angelic white.  Her long, blonde hair covered her breasts, but not fully.

“Factus sum sicut homo sine adjutorio, inter succubus liber.”

Sally said again, her face strewn in terror.

“Oh, stop that,” said the woman, putting her hands to her side.  “You sound ridiculous.”

Sally receded, cowering back away from the beauty before her.  The woman looked to be in her early twenties, with a body that Sally would have died for.  She stood naked; her pubic hair styled perfectly in a little slit that guided the eye.  Sally’s gaze flickered there.

“Naughty one, aren’t you?” the woman said.

“Are you ...”

“The Devil?  One of them.”

“One of them?”

“I am not the Devil, just one of them.  He’s far too busy for you.  Why have I been summoned”—the woman looked around the kitchen and then down at the charred tiles by her feet—“here?”

“It’s my—”

“Wait.  Let me guess.  I like guessing.  It’s your husband, isn’t it?”

Sally’s eyes widened.  She nodded.

“He’s cheating on you, isn’t he?”

“I don’t think so,” Sally said, but suddenly her mind whirred as she imagined he might be.

“Oh.”  The demon looked Sally up and down.  “Why not?”

“He’s loyal.  I think.”

The demon laughed.  “All men are until they get an offer they can’t refuse.”

“That’s what I was hoping from you, in fact.”

“What?  An offer?”

“I want his love forever,” Sally said.  “And I want you to help me.”

The devil cackled, jumping up onto the breakfast bar and unashamedly opening her legs as she leaned back.

“Love forever.  That’s a very long time you know?”

Sally tried her best not to peer at the perfectly symmetrical pussy lips that sat on display in front of her.  She thought the demon might be trying to tempt her.

“For as long as we live then?” Sally said.

“You haven’t thought this through, have you?”

“I have!  I’ve done nothing but think about it.  I didn’t come to you lightly, you know.”

“Looks like you came to me quite heavily,” the demon said, smirking and looking at Sally’s stomach.

“We can’t all be like you,” Sally said, looking down.

“Quite.  I’ll grant you your wish, but you should know that it comes with a price.”

“Of course,” Sally said, smiling as she raised her head excitedly.  “What is it?”

“For your husband to love you, he needs to be satisfied, and you can’t do that.”

“I can!”

“You can’t, Sally.  I know you can’t.  But I can.  If we can keep your husband satisfied, then he’ll have boundless love for you that you can enjoy for the rest of your days.”

“And how do you plan to satisfy him?”

The demon ran her delicate fingers down over her perfect breasts and then slid them into her pussy.

“With this,” she said, removing the digits and licking the wetness that sat on them.

Sally’s nostrils flared.  “You’re a sex demon, aren’t you?”

“I’m exactly as you summoned,” the demon said.  “Take me or leave me.”

Sally hummed.  “Okay.  If you promise it’ll work.”

“I’m a demon,” the sexy slut said, “why would I lie?”

Sally didn’t have much choice but to trust her, and when the demon extended her hand, Sally shook it.

“I’ll be seeing you,” the demon said, and in a puff of smoke she vanished.

Sally spluttered, coughing into her fist, and waving away the smoke.  When it cleared, she realized there was to be no more talk, and she looked around at the mess she’d made in the kitchen.

“I should clean,” she said, and she got to work before her husband returned.

***
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Sally hadn’t imagined that the demon would get to work instantly, but around five minutes after her husband returned home, there was a knock at the door.

He was still in his tuxedo, with his unfastened bowtie around his neck.  He looked back at Sally and raised an eyebrow.

“A visitor at this hour?” he slurred, slightly tipsy from the liquor.

Sally listened in as her husband opened the door, his broad back filling the frame.

“Where the hell did you come from?” he asked.

“I think you mean where in hell,” came a giggly voice back.

“Who is it, Warren?” Sally asked, and she walked up behind him to get closer.

“I think she’s lost.  Are you lost?” Warren asked.

“Not if a Warren and a Sally live here,” the woman answered.

“And who are you?” asked Warren, confused.

“I’m Lilith,” the blonde beauty said.

Warren shook her hand and stared into her beautiful blue eyes.

“And what are you doing here?” he asked.

“I’m here at the request of your wife.”

Warren turned back and looked at Sally who stood close by.

“And why have you requested this lady late at night?” Warren said, looking at his wife.

“I thought ...”

“She thought she could please you,” Lilith said, putting her hand on Warren’s chest and stepping over the threshold.  “With me.”

“What the hell is going on?” Warren asked, laughing nervously, and looking down at the short black skirt that Lilith was wearing.

“You wanna tell him, or shall I?” Lilith said, looking at Sally.

Sally took a deep breath, but no words came.

“She’s booked me for you,” Lilith said.  “I’m here to please, and she’s here to watch.”

“What?” Warren barked.  “Honey?”

He looked across at Sally who nodded solemnly.  “She’s here to satisfy you.”

“Me?” asked Warren in disbelief.

Sally nodded.

“I don’t need satisfying.”

“We all need satisfying,” Lilith said, getting close.  “Let me take care of you.”

“What do you want?” Warren asked, looking down at her.

“I want your cum,” Lilith said, pushing out her chin in Warren’s direction to show she was serious.

Warren was incredulous.  He looked over at Sally, noting her resignation.  She wasn’t angry, affronted, or surprised.

“Is this true, Sally,” Warren asked.  “You paid for Lilith to get me off?”

“In a sense,” Sally said.

“What do you say, stud?” Lilith asked, and she closed the door and started to slowly lift her skirt.

Warren averted his gaze.  “I—I don’t—I can’t—”

“I’m not wearing panties,” Lilith said with a giggle.  No man could refuse.

Warren looked when Lilith showed him her pussy.  She leaned away and rubbed at her exposed sex while the confused husband stared.

Sally saw him succumb to her.  The succubus was no match for Warren’s sensibilities, and all it took was for Lilith to smother her fingers in her own juices and show them to Warren.

“Look,” she said.  “This is all because of you.”

Lilith put the fingers to her mouth and thrust them deep, keeping her eyes locked on Warren.

Sally felt her stomach twist and contort in turmoil.  Warren would never know.  He was transfixed by the demon’s confident beauty.

“This must be a dream,” Warren said.

“Treat it like one,” Lilith replied.  “What would you do to me, if this were a dream?”

Lilith bit her lip and waited to hear Warren say something naughty.  He didn’t disappoint.

“I’d put my cock in your mouth.”

“Just my mouth?” Lilith asked.  “What else?”

“I’d want that beautiful pussy on my face.”

Sally winced.

“You don’t want to fuck me?” asked Lilith.

“I do.”

“Where?”

Warren’s face flickered in confusion.

“My pussy, or my ass?”

“Both.”

Lilith’s smile broadened to show her immaculate, pearly white teeth.

“Perfect,” she cooed.  “So, what’s first?”

Warren unbuckled his belt.

“That’ll do,” Lilith said coolly, and she dropped to her knees in front of him and submitted.

Sally moved slow so as not to startle either of them.  She settled gently into an ornamental chair by the door whilst Lilith started to open her husband’s pants.

Warren didn’t even glance at Sally.  His eyes were transfixed on the eager beauty in front of him who scrambled into his pants and revealed his thick, hard cock.

“This is gonna feel so good in my ass,” Lilith said, and she mouthed the tip with a giggle.

Warren cast his head back and blew a jet of air upwards.  His disbelief was apparent, as was how good Lilith was at sucking cock.

“Wow!” he said as Lilith slid down his length slowly and stowed his big cock in her throat.

Even Sally was shocked by what the succubus was capable of.  She noticed Lilith’s neck bulge as it took the intruder.

Lilith barely flinched.  She housed the cock in her gullet and then reached back and pulled her skirt up over her ass.

Sally saw the delightful, angelic curves of her body, at odds with Lilith’s slutty behavior.  Knowing that Sally was staring, Lilith brought her hand back and started to finger at her own asshole.

“She’s good at this, honey,” Warren said, but he still didn’t look at his wife.

“She has a few hidden talents, I think,” Sally said, staring as Lilith’s fist began to disappear into her.

Sally couldn’t believe what she was seeing.  Lilith had barely flinched, but from this angle it looked as though her entire fist as was in her ass.

Sally shuffled the chair around as quietly as she could, spotting that Lilith had indeed planted her hand into her ass.  The fingers were pinched together in a bunch by her tight asshole that gripped around them.

“She’s fingering her ass,” she said to Warren.

He shook his head, clearly impressed.  “Where did you find this woman?”

“It wasn’t Craigslist, I can tell you that,” said Sally.

Lilith pushed the fingers into her ass and fucked herself as she sucked on Warren, then she unsheathed his stiffness from her neck and looked back at Sally.

“Finger my ass,” she said to her.

Sally swallowed.  “Huh?”

Lilith turned back, and briefly her eyes turned a fiery red.  “Finger my ass.”

Sally felt compelled to oblige.

Lilith turned back to Warren’s cock and started to lick along it like it was dripping lollipop.  She shuffled her fist over it and grinned up at him as Sally started to venture into her from behind.

Sally had never done anything remotely lesbian, and she’d certainly never put anything in anyone’s ass before.  She didn’t know what to do, or how malleable the forbidden muscle in front of her was.

“Finger me,” Lilith said, jerking Warren.

Warren tried desperately to temper his excitement.  This was only the starting plate in a smorgasbord of sin, and he was hoping he’d get to dessert.

Sally pushed her fingers against the tight knot of Lilith and felt the muscle open over her, almost sucking her inwards.

“Put another one in,” Lilith said, glancing back.  “I can handle it.”

“I don’t doubt it,” Sally said, and she pressed another digit through the aperture.

It opened wider and Sally introduced a third.  She started to get excited as she began to probe Lilith, listening to the heady moans that escaped the wild demon.

“Is she fucking your ass?” Warren asked, knowing the answer.

Lilith nodded.  “Your fat bitch wife’s fingers are right in my ass!”

Sally was shocked by her words, but Warren didn’t even flinch.  “Good,” he said simply.

Sally continued to fuck Lilith, but she felt even more worthless now that her husband hadn’t defended her.

“Your close, aren’t you?” Lilith asked Warren.

Warren was too shy to admit it.

“It’s okay,” Lilith said.  “I want you satisfied completely.  Get on the floor and let me sit on that handsome face.”

Warren seemed relieved that his cock would get some reprieve.  Lilith was an expert at sex, and her blowjob would have got Warren off imminently if it hadn’t stopped soon.

Sally pulled her fingers from Lilith’s ass and examined them.  They were as clean as a whistle, and Lilith’s asshole had quickly twanged back shut.

“I didn’t say stop,” Lilith said.

Warren got down on the rug and shuffled along it.  His big cock sat back against his shirt, with his suit-jacket falling open at his sides.

“Good boy,” Lilith said, and she mounted Warren’s face and smothered him in her soaked sex.  “There you go.”

Warren started to feast, tonguing upwards and feeling his cock throb with excitement as Lilith took charge.

“Suck my aching cunt while your wife fucks my ass,” Lilith snarled.

Sally knew what to do now.  She shoved three fingers into the tight hole and made it big again quickly.

Lilith’s sphincter pinched tight around Sally.  She moved her whole arm, thrusting it into Lilith.

“More,” Lilith said, and Sally put a fourth finger inside.

Lilith pushed back against it and Sally wowed as Lilith’s asshole began to gobble up her knuckles.

“Your thumb too,” strained Lilith, and it sounded like she was finally at breaking point.

Soon Sally’s entire hand was inside Lilith, and she became so full that her juices started to ease out of her pussy, pressed free by Sally’s rocking fist.

Warren caught the brunt of it on his face and then pressed his mouth to the gasping pussy.  He tongued into the folds and started to jerk his cock as he tasted Lilith’s sweetness.

“Your wife is fisting my ass,” Lilith said.  “What a dirty bitch she is.”

Warren grunted in response.  He let go of his cock and breathed deep, trying to keep the wolf from the door.

“You can come in there if you like?” Lilith said to him.

“Where?” he said, and his words were wet and muffled.

“In my ass,” said Lilith.  “Then I can squeeze it out all over your dumb wife’s face.

“Yes!” burst Warren.

Lilith moved forwards and pulled her ass off Sally.  She wriggled down over Warren’s body and then stood his cock upright, slipping it into her pussy.

She rode Warren reverse cowgirl, hitching up her skirt to show her toned, athletic ass.  She had the body of a gymnast, and the curves of a centerfold model.

Lilith pushed the straps of her dress off her shoulder and then lifted it, revealing her naked body beneath.

Warren grabbed her hips immediately, pushing up off the floor and sending his cock as deep as it would go.  He felt the soft, velvet grip of Lilith’s pussy around him, and his balls began to fill.

“I want it,” Lilith said, pounding her pussy down.  “Look at my ass.”

Lilith leaned forwards and held Warren’s shins.  She bent his cock back and rode it, baring her asshole to him.

“I want you in there next,” she said, hooking her fingers into it.  “I want to feel your cock throb in my ass.”

“I want that too,” Warren said.

“Get your slut wife to eat it.”

“Honey,” Warren said, snapping his fingers.  “Eat her ass.”

“Please,” Sally corrected.

“Eat my ass,” Lilith said, and her voice had that same commanding tone as before.

Warren never corrected himself, but Sally moved anyway.  She slid down over his body and pressed her face into the melee.

She could smell the sex happening below her as she targeted the beautiful, puckered hole of Lilith.  She pressed her teeth against Lilith’s toned butt and then stretched out her tongue into the knot of muscle.  Lilith moaned as Sally wriggled through her hoop.

“She’s licking my asshole,” she told Warren.  “The fat bitch is really doing it.”

Tears welled in Sally’s eyes as she tongue-fucked the demon’s asshole.  Her husband held her legs, but it wasn’t sexual or loving.  His eyes were closed, and he was focusing on how good his cock felt inside the tight pussy that Sally could never hope to emulate.

“Work my asshole wide for him,” Lilith said, but Sally thought she’d already done that.

“I want to fuck your ass so bad,” Warren said.

“You will,” Lilith promised.  “Just as soon as this dirty slut had got it nice and clean.”

Sally tongued at it, spitting against the dot, and then mashing her saliva against the hole with her tongue until Lilith’s ass swallowed it up.
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