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He moaned long and loud as Alice got to work on him.  I stayed on my knees admiring the act up close and waiting for Alice to look my way.  But she never did.

It was like I was invisible to them now.  I’d granted permission, and since then I’d vanished, with each of them sharing one another and neglecting me completely.  I wondered if they could even hear me.

“Good,” I insisted, but the feeling inside me wasn’t good.  It was dark and twisted, and it brought other emotions to the surface that I’d worked hard to bury.  Suddenly my inadequacies were flourishing, and those thoughts of worthlessness came to the fore.

“Don’t make him come in your mouth,” I whispered.

Alice heard that.  Her eyes opened and she looked at me as she paused.  “Where do you want it?  In yours?”

I shook my head.  “No.”

“Then where?”

“In you,” I said softly.

Alice hadn’t heard.  “Huh?”

“I want him to come inside you,” I said, and it came out louder than I’d wanted.

“Raw?” asked Harrison.  “No condom?”

I nodded, and the flash of brilliant excitement on my husband’s face tore through me like the wind.

“Oh gosh, can we?!” he said, sounding like a kid at the fair.

“That’d be hot,” Alice said, looking at my husband’s spit-soaked cock.

She stroked him and then rubbed roughly down his length, squeezing gently at his balls.

“You got something for me in there?” she asked, grinning up at him.

Harrison wore a knowing smile.  “Stand up,” he said.  “Take off your bra.”

Alice was on her feet and grinning like she was hiding a secret.  She reached behind herself and soon I could see what she was so excited about.

Her tits were amazing.  I’d seen them before and kind of forgot.  I’d expected them to change in the near two decades since college, but they hadn’t.  They sat proudly on her chest in perfect proportions, and Harrison was smitten.

“They broke the mold with you,” he said, and he swept up Alice’s breasts and pressed his face against them.

She giggled as he kissed her, then she hissed a breath when Harrison started to bite at her stiff nipples.  I knelt on the floor and watched like I was in prayer.

Alice wore only her thigh-high, white stockings and her white, high heels now.  Oh, and that amazing garter belt of hers.  I hadn’t seen anyone wear one in years, but Alice wore it like it was in fashion.  It seemed to do so much but hide so little, framing her perfect pussy between the suspender straps.

Harrison stomped out of shoes impatiently and kicked his pants off his legs.  Neither had been cheap, but from the way he treated them, you wouldn’t know it.  Suddenly his priorities had shifted.

He turned Alice roughly and pushed her forwards, and I watched her nipples point down at the bed.  Her face was eager.  She caught my eye.

“Fuck me, Harrison!” she burst.
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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.”

“Famously,” said Gabby, stooping to the table for another successful shot.

“Hey,” Clint said, rushing to her and holding her hand on the cue.  “Don’t show off, remember.”

Gabby stood up and nodded slowly.  Clearly, she’d not been adhering to Clint’s lessons like he’d wanted.

“Gabby was just telling me that I shouldn’t be worried about her,” I said to Clint.

“Why would you worry?”

“Because of these,” Gabby said, looking down at her tits.  “She took one look at these and decided no man could resist.”

“It’s hard,” confessed Clint, shaking his head.

My mouth hung agape in shock, but I’d heard worse from Clint before.  He was a rogue before I met him, so I couldn’t exactly chastise him for continuing to be the man I married.

“Aww, I’ll help you, honey,” Gabby said, holding his face.  “I’ll go easy on you.”

Clint laughed and brushed her away playfully, and Gabby gave me another glance to make sure I’d seen what she was doing.

“You should come by later,” she said to me.  “After we close.”

“We?”

Gabby nodded.  “See what you’ve got to worry about, you know?”

“She’s got nothing to worry about,” Clint said, putting his arms around me.  “Come by later.”

“You’ll still be here?” I asked, looking at Gabby.  “That’s some shift.”

“You’d still be here too if you made four-figures a night.”

“I have morals,” I said, lifting my chin.

Gabby just laughed.  “That’s not what I’ve heard.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Ladies,” interjected Clint.

“It means I’ve heard about your bedtime suggestions,” Gabby smiled, looking at Clint.

Fuck, I should have told you guys about that.  Basically, a year or two ago, I suggested to Clint that he could bring someone back from the bar for some fun.  He said he’d never have a threesome with another guy, but when I told him I wanted a woman, he’d been curious.  We put a pin in it though.

That was so long ago that I’d almost forgotten about it, but clearly Clint hadn’t.  The fact he’d told this blonde bombshell a secret like that made me even more worried.

“Relax, girls,” Clint said, putting out his arms between us.  “We’re all just getting on in life.  Let’s be nice to each other.”

My nostrils were flaring in Gabby’s direction, but I did what Clint said.

“I’ll be back later,” I said, holding up a finger.

Gabby mimicked me as she grinned.

“Come on,” Clint said, turning me away and leading me back to the bar.

“What was that?” he asked when Gabby was out of earshot.

“You told her about that?” I said.

Clint shrugged.  “We talk a lot, Anna, I don’t know what you want me to say.”

“Say you don’t want to fuck her!”

“I don’t!” Clint said.  “Unless you want her back at ours?”

I shot Clint a daggered look.

“Okay,” he said.  “Just a suggestion.”

“She’s hot, okay, I agree there, but she’s got a fucking attitude.”

“You have to have an attitude in this game,” Clint said.  “The tourists like it.”

“She knows I’m not a tourist.”

“Gabby’s been cool about you,” Clint said.  “You say something to set her off?”

“So, you believe her over me?”

“I’m not believing anyone, I’m just asking.”

I sighed.  “I might have made a comment about her tits.”

“Now why would you do that?”

“Because they’re almost falling out!”

“If Gabby wants to dress like that, let her.  It keeps the customers happy.”

“I bet it keeps you happy too, huh?”

“How could you not like that?” Clint said, gesturing over towards the table.  “Make’s me happy to be alive.”

I shook my head in disbelief.  “You have a way of saying the most fucked-up things at just the wrong time.”

“Come by later,” Clint said again.  “Get to know her.”

I looked back at the table to see her laughing with her head back as her latest victim made some unfunny quip.

“She’s good fun,” Clint said.  “You’ll like her, I know it.”

I couldn’t tell you what made me agree to it.  I guess I kind of felt embarrassed at how I’d behaved.  Like I say, I wasn’t usually jealous, but the way Clint spoke about Gabby and then seeing her in the flesh and realizing she was just as striking as he’d mentioned, I guess it just got me.

So, anyway, I went back to the bar just after midnight, and this time I wore a tight pair of jeans and a white tank-top, trying to rival Gabby despite the twenty-year age gap.

Clint hadn’t locked the front door.  I passed a guy leaving who gave me a double-take, but I was able to get inside and slide the bolt across before he could get to me.

Inside was quiet, apart from soft giggles and clacking pool balls.  I walked slowly around the corner and fixed my eyes on the table, seeing my husband bent over with Gabby alongside him.  Their faces were at the cloth, but they weren’t looking ahead at the cueball.  They were looking at each other.

I accidentally kicked the leg of a chair and my husband straightened up quickly and looked over at the noise.

“Honey?” he said, blocking out the glare from the table light.  “I didn’t think you’d come.”

I walked cautiously into view and saw Clint’s face open up when he saw what I was wearing.  Gabby’s face was vacant.

“I ... I just wanted to apologize,” I said, scratching my forearm.  “I came in hot earlier and that was unfair.  I’m sorry, Gabby.”

She looked around the room.  “I’m—uh—sorry too, I guess.”

“Perfect!” clapped Clint.  “I knew you’d get on.  Honey, let me show you what I’ve been teaching Gabby.”

I walked closer and leant against the seat of a high stool as Clint got back down to the table with Gabby.

“Just here,” he said, pointing at the cue ball and then standing back.

Gabby flashed her stick through her hand, clipping the side of the cueball and making that textbook noise of a bad shot.  The white ball barely moved, and Gabby snapped her fingers in mock frustration.

“The art of the hustle,” Clint said, folding his arms and smiling proudly.

“Can I show her?” asked Gabby.

Clint offered his hand out.

“Come on,” Gabby said to me.  “It’s perfect.”

I walked cautiously to the table.  “You know, you might not need to teach me how to play bad.”

Gabby laughed that infectious laugh of hers.  “It’s okay,” she said.  “Just cue it up and aim here.”

She reset the cueball and pointed to where Clint had.  I got down to get the angle, closing one eye and sticking out my tongue.

“Good face, honey,” teased Clint, sipping a beer.

I moved the stick over my grip and hit the white ball dead-on.  It flashed across the table and hit the black ball, which sank straight into the center of the corner-pocket.

“Shit!” Clint said, clapping his hands and laughing.

“Fuck,” Gabby said, opening her mouth in shock.  “Maybe you’re a natural.”

“All I have to do is try to miss them all and maybe I’m in with a shot?” I said, standing up proudly.

“Do it again,” Gabby said, and she reset the balls.

This time normal service was resumed, and I not only missed the black ball, but I missed the miscue too.

“Beginner’s bad luck,” laughed Clint.

“You show her,” said Gabby, and she walked back to Clint and touched his arm.

Clint took her place, laughing with me as he got close and took me down to the table to aim.  Gabby watched behind us.

“Nice form,” she said, and when I looked back, she was making a show of staring at my ass.

I started to blush, then promptly fucked up my next shot too.

“Well, we’ve at least got the part where you play badly sorted,” Clint said.

I sighed.  “I’m sorry to say I’m not pretending.”

“Gabby?” asked Clint, and he held out a cue.

Gabby bounced forwards and took it.  She got down to the cloth and then started hitting ball after ball, directly into the center of every pocket.  The cueball danced around the table like it was on a string, stopping exactly where Gabby wanted it to before she chalked up her cue and repeated the process until no more balls were left above the table.

“I see what you mean,” I said, looking to Clint.

Gabby danced with the cue afterwards as though she was doing a Charleston.  She giggled and fell forwards into Clint’s arms that grabbed her.  I guessed they’d had a few drinks.

He held her against himself and stroked her body, seeming to forget that I was standing there alongside them both.  I didn’t want to embarrass myself again, so this time I just watched.

“You know that thing I told you about?” I asked Clint.

He took his hands off Gabby quickly.

“Not that,” I said, nodding at his embrace of her.  “I mean the other thing.  That you told Gabby.”

Gabby’s eyes opened wide, and she looked right at me.  “You want to do it, don’t you?  With me?”

I must have turned crimson, because Gabby instantly knew she’d hit the nail on the head.

“Fuck, I think that’d be hot,” she said, turning to Clint.  “Can we?”

“Woah let’s pump the brakes,” Clint said.  “What the hell is going on?”

Gabby answered for me.  “She wants me to join you guys.  She wants that threesome that she’s talked about.”

“Honey?” asked Clint.

I kind of looked sideways at him and shrugged.  “Why not.”

Gabby bounced so fiercely that her tits almost hit her chin.  I started to smile, happy at how ecstatic I’d made the younger woman.

“It’d be an honor,” Gabby said.  “The second I saw Clint and found out he had a wife, I was pissed.”

“You sure?” Clint asked.

“I’m sure, jeez!” I said, sitting back on a nearby stool.  “How many times do you want me to say it?”

“I’ll start,” said Gabby, and she started to pull Clint’s belt open.

I’ve got to admit, that shocked me.  I wasn’t expecting her to throw herself into it like that, and neither was Clint.  He held her hand and looked down into her playful face.

“What?” she asked.  “Tell me you don’t want that thing in my mouth?”

Shit, how could he refuse.  Rather than admit it, Clint said nothing, and it was as good as agreeing.

Gabby didn’t even look back at me.  The second Clint loosened his grip she went straight back to it, opening his pants like she was tearing the wrapping off a toy on Christmas morning.

I couldn’t bring myself to shout out for her to stop.  I felt like I was back in college, trying to hang out with the cool kids again.  Besides, I’d brought this on myself.

The one thing I didn’t see coming was how little Gabby involved me.  The second she took out Clint’s dick, the clues were there.

She worked him hard and started to suck, and the whole time it felt like I wasn’t even in the room.  I sat there awkwardly, a voyeur to my husband’s infidelity, only I’d given him permission to do this.  Shit, I’d outright demanded it.

Gabby sucked cock just like she hustled people at pool.  She was a pro, and when the time came, she gave it her all.  Clint didn’t stand a chance.  It looked like he fell in love with her right then and there as he stared down into her big, chocolate-brown eyes and watched as she drank his cock down.

“He’s ready for more,” Gabby said, and even though it felt like she was talking to me, she didn’t even look over.

I stood there awkwardly, wondering when the best moment was for me to join in, but it never seemed to come.

Gabby stood up and pulled Clint over to the pool table.  She pushed him against it and pumped his cock against her shirt while she continued to kiss him.

Clint started to unfasten Gabby’s shirt, and I felt like I was as keen as he was to see her beautiful tits revealed.

They shook as she pushed the garment back off her shoulder, keeping her lips on my husband’s.  I watched their tongues fight across the embrace as Clint reached behind her with one hand and deftly popped the clasp on her bra.

Soon it was off her body and Clint’s hands were replacing the cups of her bra.  He squeezed hard and Gabby squeezed his cock back before dropping down to suck it a little more.

I watched Clint’s head fall back.  “Thank you for this, honey,” he said.

I thought about sneaking out.  The twisting sensation in my gut was making me think I was going to have a panic attack.

Gabby sucked him in a way I’d never been able, taking his cock seemingly in her throat as her lips stretched down towards the hilt.

She licked and sucked at his balls, giggling up at him playfully in this way that was just so at ease with it all.  She seemed to thrive between the legs of someone else’s husband.

“Let’s get him inside me,” Gabby said, and again she made it sound like I was in on the action.

She stood up and Clint took a good look at her naked torso as she got into position, pressing her breasts against the cloth and pushing the pool balls out of the way.  She reached under herself and unfastened her jeans.

“I’ve got you started,” she said to Clint, grinning.

I half expected him to look back at me for permission, or at least to check if I was okay, but he just walked around to Gabby and started to tear her jeans back over her ass.

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.

“You want it there, don’t you?  You naughty boy.  I bet she doesn’t let you do that, does she?” Gabby moaned.

With the attention on me briefly, I froze, but with a ripe, young butt to look at, Clint didn’t stare at me for long.

“Don’t you worry,” Gabby said.  “I’ll take care of that cock for you.”

Clint rode on, and Gabby started to tremble.  “Don’t pull out yet,” she told him.  “Make me come first, then you can stick it in my ass.”

That was like offering a buffet to a starving man.  Clint doubled his efforts, rubbing gently around Gabby’s asshole as his cock continued to bounce off her cervix.

Gabby shuddered, and I could tell she wasn’t faking.  She moaned and whined, stuck beneath Clint who dominated her like an expert.

At fifty he had decades of experience, but it felt like I’d never seen the kind of lovemaking that he gave to Gabby now.  It felt raw, and more passionate, like he was letting his body synch with hers and going on a journey with her.

“I’m coming!” wailed Gabby, and it got us all excited to see her shuddering.

Clint and I knew that it meant he could go in her ass now, and I waited with bated breath to see that happen.

Instead, Clint slowed his thrust, pumping slowly through the cream that he’d worked up in Gabby’s juicy pussy as she came.

She grunted out her release powerfully, unabashed to let go and allow her body to take control.  She squirmed and moaned before letting out a satisfied grunt.

Clint pulled his cock back slowly and I looked at it.  It was coated in her white, and I wondered if he was going to use that as his lube.

“Clean her off me,” he said, and he pointed his cock towards me and held it there.

“I need to see this,” Gabby said, turning back with a grin and biting her lip.

Her jeans were around her ankles with her panties, and her smirking face was looking back at me expectantly.  She bit her bottom lip and squeezed her breast.

“Go on, Anna,” she said.  “We’re a team, remember.”

I clenched my jaw and got to my knees.  I could smell the sweetness of her sex when I approached.  I gripped Clint’s primed cock and felt the arousal in how stiff he was.  I could feel her slippery cum over him.

“Lick her off it,” Clint said, nodding down.

I tongued at him at first and then swallowed over the tip, trying and failing to fit as much of him in my mouth as Gabby had.

I could taste her on him, and it pains me to tell you she tasted good.  I licked what I could off him, and just as I was getting into it, Clint pulled his cock out of my mouth and turned his attention back to his new mistress.

“Ready?” he asked.

“I was ready for your cock in my ass since I walked in here,” Gabby said.

She looked back and locked eyes with Clint all the way through, from the moment Clint docked, right to the point that his bulbous crown pushed through the puckered aperture.

Gabby’s mouth opened.  I wanted her to scream, but her expression looked lust-filled and satisfied.  I didn’t know women could enjoy anal sex so much, but the more of Clint’s inches that surged up into her colon, the more Gabby rejoiced.

“Yes!” she burst.  “Fuck yes!”

Clint went off at the same pace he’d left Gabby’s pussy.  He cruised his cock through her, and I watched her muscle suck around him as though hit didn’t want him to leave.

Soon Gabby had hung her head, and she was moaning at the table.  She whimpered and begged for him to come.

“I want it, Clint.  Please!  Please!”

It was clear that my husband wanted it too.  He had that look of intense focus, like a sprinter before the gun fires.

He fucked her like he had a job to do, holding Gabby’s hips and pounding his cock through her ring until he had no choice but to let it out.

“Pump it in my ass,” begged Gabby, spotting the signs of his release before I did.

She looked gleefully and nodded at him.  “Shoot your cum in my asshole, Clint.”

Fuck, the gall of this girl.  What’s worse, I didn’t even say anything.  I just stood there like some dumbstruck cunt, watching my husband fuck the ass of this bratty slut like it was the last fuck of his life.

“Honey,” he said to me, reaching out.  “Honey, I’m gonna come!”

I rushed to his side like a desperate damsel, yearning for the attention that had so far evaded me.

“Come,” I told him, nodding and looking down at that dirty view.

“Oh, honey,” he cried, throwing back his head.

I felt like I was part of it briefly, that was until Clint’s next words.

“Gabby, baby, I’m coming!”

He cried out her name as he arrived, moaning and looking down at the source of his pleasure.  I watched that gasping face of his, complete with its scars and weathered wrinkles, rejoicing in disbelief as his balls emptied into his twenty-three-year-old sidepiece.

“Gabby!” he said again, as though the first twist of the knife wasn’t enough for me.

“Pump it all into my ass,” Gabby said.  I’ll never forget those slutty words as long as I live.

I sat there like the passenger that I’d been this whole time, watching my husband’s enjoyment and trying to squeeze my own from it.
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