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Cheating Wife Lays Down the Law
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Ellie slipped out of the shower, her silky pale skin covered in droplets of water, her blonde hair, dark and wet against her shoulders and back. She took her towel off the hook and began patting her luscious curves dry. Her long, lustrous body naked, towel hanging from one hand, she noticed something about the diamond on her wedding ring. It didn’t quite shimmer right and she looked more closely at it. She giggled when she realized that Markus’s cum had dried on it. The image of that big, black cock shooting wad after wad of hot jizz all over her face and tits flashed through her mind. This had been a fun afternoon. She brought the diamond to her lips and sucked the musky flavor from it. Pulling it out, she inspected its shimmer and nodded with approval. She then took her towel, wrapping the skimpy white cloth around her tantalizing frame, and moved towards the lockers.

Jess was changing by her locker. The slender, long-legged Asian was looking delicious and slinky, sweaty from her spin class. She gave Ellie a sly look and said, “Aren’t you even going to tell me about him?”

Ellie faked an innocent look, “Tell you about who?” she asked. The thirty-year-old blonde knew she looked anything but innocent. Her slender frame highlighted by dramatically voluptuous features, as well as her full lips and devious eyes, made her look incapable of innocence. She was a natural blonde vixen that would never be cast as the innocent girl next door.

Jess laughed as she finished wiggling out of her tight workout clothes. “For the past few months, you’ve only come here for a shower. It’s clear you’re getting your real workout somewhere else, and it’s definitely not Lee that’s giving it to you.”

Ellie laughed as well, thinking about her nervous little husband home alone right now. “No,” she said with a conspiratorial smile. “I haven’t let Lee give it to me for a very long time.” She moved closer to the slim Asian. “His name is Markus, and he’s amazing. He’s built like a god, strong and so powerful. His ebony skin is sinfully delicious.”

Jess’s eyes went wide. “You’re cheating with a black guy?”

Ellie nodded.

Jess almost whispered, “I...  Is his dick really...”

Ellie bit her lower lip and nodded. “Immense,” she whispered breathlessly.

“I’ve never...”

“You should try it,” Ellie purred, placing a hand on the small curve of Jess’s tiny hip, glancing momentarily at the thin line of pubic hair that led to the dark-haired beauty’s tight, little pussy. “Tomorrow, ditch spin class, come with me to Markus’s house and find out firsthand.”

Jess trembled slightly, her voice breathy and her eyes stunned. “What about Greg,” she asked. 

“One night with Markus and you’ll forget all about your boring little husband.”

Jess swallowed, trembling next to the taller, curvier blonde. “I... You’d... you’re okay with... sharing him?”

Ellie leaned in and pressed her lips to Jess’s. Jess gasped with surprise as Ellie slipped her long tongue between the Asian’s lips. Jess trembled as Ellie aggressively cupped her naked ass and pulled her in, only the towel between their naked bodies. The taste of Jess’s little Asian mouth was thrilling, as Ellie explored with her tongue. Jess stood there stunned, only slightly kissing back. Ellie released the kiss and purred into the Asian’s ear. “It’s not sharing him, it's sharing you. Besides, I’ve been wanting to give him a present, and I can’t think of a sweeter little package for him than you.”

Jess’s brown complexion had turned red. Ellie released her and turned to her locker, letting the towel fall to the floor as she began to pull out her clothes. “Think about it,” she said. 

Jess thought about it for half a second and said, “Where do we meet up?”

Ellie walked through the front door of her house, wearing a modest black skirt and tight pink blouse. She had a talent for making conservative clothes look incredibly slutty, and this outfit was no exception. Her blonde hair, dry now, hung long and wavy down her back and across her pretty face. As she stepped inside, she felt the familiar rush of comfort and control that her home instilled in her. She knew some girls cheated because they hated their lives or were mad at their inadequate little husbands, but she loved her life, and even loved her desperate, needy little man. Perhaps before she found Markus, she had held some frustration and anger for her little husband, but now that she was getting what she needed, she loved her husband’s doting attention and desperate need for affection. She had begun to think of him more like a pet than a partner, but it was still a fond emotion. It wasn’t his fault he was pathetic and inept. Besides, he was very good at compensating for his many failures with eager, doglike obedience.  

No, Ellie didn’t cheat out of anger or spite, she cheated because it was fun, and she deserved to have fun. She did not feel the least bit guilty about it. Not so long ago, she had decided that she would have the best of everything. Now, she had no intention of compromising her happiness or pleasure anymore for anything, especially for a sweet but sniveling little thing like Lee.

She glanced at the kitchen and nodded slightly as she observed how well it had been cleaned. The living room was also neat and tidy. The thermostat was set correctly and the laundry was carefully folded. She felt herself relaxing even more as all the rooms of her home met with her silent approval.

Lee stepped out of the bedroom, looking comfy in his pajama bottoms and t-shirt. There was something strikingly feminine about her skinny late-twenties husband, especially when he wasn’t wearing a square-cut suit and hurrying to work. Was it the soft fabric of the pajamas, the foppish disarray of his dirty blonde hair as it started to grow out between barber visits, or the natural softness of his sun-kissed skin? In a girl, those qualities would be absolutely delicious, and for a moment, Ellie’s thoughts drifted from fantasies of what her and Markus would do to her slender Asian friend, to what they might do to a woman who had all the delicious feminine qualities that had been wasted on Lee. She imagined, for just a moment, the female version of Lee, naked in the locker room, laughing about Ellie’s devious and filthy affair.

“Hi Sweetheart,” Lee said. “How was your workout?”

She hated those types of questions. There was a hint of interrogation about them. She took a look around and said, “Why are those cushions out of place? You have a girl here? You bringing other girls to my house now, you filthy little cheater?”

“No! No!” he promised. “I’d never. You know I’d never dream of cheating. You’re the only girl for me. I don’t even look at other girls. You know that.”

Of course she did know it, but she looked at him suspiciously for show, making him squirm. It was good to keep her little pet off guard, and also fun.  She loved how desperate and doting he was. How long had it been since he’d had sex, while she was getting plowed regularly by her amazing lover’s big, black cock? It had become her secret, thrilling little game. She loved testing and denying him, even while she could still feel the pulsing memory of her lover hammering her hot, wet cunt. 

She had come home with every intention of continuing her game of denial tonight, but something made her feel different now. The image of that female version of her husband, naked in the locker room, getting hot and excited about her cheating on some loser, filled her with a warm tingle. Was tonight finally going to be her hubby’s lucky night?

“You look cute tonight,” Ellie said, changing the subject jarringly. “I think I like your hair long. You should grow it out.”

“Okay,” Lee agreed instantly. “Thank you. You want to... you want a massage?”

Ellie moved a step forward with fluid, sensual grace, moving into a pose that highlighted her supple curves. “Any excuse you can get to put your pervy little hands on me, right Sweetie?” she teased.

He swallowed hard and blushed, looking down. “I... It’s been so long... but you don’t have to... Just a massage. I promise.”

She smiled, feeling an intoxicating rush of power. Every day he got more and more desperate and needy.  She had always been the boss of their relationship, and she’d even cheated a few times before, but ever since she really took a full-time lover... ever since Markus, her attitude toward her husband had completely shifted. She found herself caring less and less about what Lee felt and demanding more and more from him. She found herself not needing to justify her feelings or her needs and not caring about his complaints or worrying about his reactions. And the strangest part was, the more she shifted away from him, the more groveling and needy he became. He had become twice as doting and considerate as he ever was before, and she had discovered that she loved it. 

She walked to the couch now and sat down with a flourish. She kicked off her shoes and crossed her legs, pointing one foot up towards her desperate husband. “A foot massage,” she stated with an indifferent, almost bored tone. “And no whining if that’s all I decide I want.”

“Of course, Sweetheart,” he said, a frantic hint of desperation in his voice. “I don’t want to pressure you.” He knelt on the floor at her feet and began to massage her arches gently but firmly. 

Ellie moaned softly. He did have nice, skilled little hands. She felt her body relax even more as the warmth tingling inside her grew. She thought about Jess, her gorgeous little Asian friend and imagined how much fun she was going to have watching her lover fuck her.  She knew Markus’ amazing cock would ruin the girl for anyone, including her own doting husband.

Ellie purred as Lee massaged her arches and calves. “I saw Jess at the gym today. Remember that time you flirted with her.”

Lee swallowed and squeaked in a desperate little voice. “I didn’t... I wouldn’t... I just complimented...”

“No,” Ellie said firmly. “Don’t start that again. No excuses. I’m not going to endure all your insulting denials this time.”

“I’m sorry,” Lee said, clutching her foot, afraid she would take it away from him as punishment. “I’m so sorry. I’ll never do it again. I promise.”

She smiled at his discomfort as her body became warmer and wetter. His hands continued to kneed and caress her, as she imagined her beautiful Asian friend being hammered by Markus’ powerful body and stuffed with his huge, black cock. She wondered how wild Jess would get. Would the slim, adorable Asian be eating her pussy this time tomorrow? The thought thrilled her. Ever since Markus, Ellie found a lot of new and surprising things to be completely alluring, and the image of that slinky brown body wiggling between her own creamy legs as the pretty and exotic face pressed closer to her pussy made her heart race and her cunt flood.

“Forget the massage,” Ellie purred, eyes closed, picturing the filthy scene in her mind. “I want your mouth on me now.”  She pulled her skirt up to her waist and arched her body more, raising her ass slightly off the couch, a silent command for Lee to peel off her thong. He had looked so adorably feminine coming out of the bedroom, it was easy to imagine that female version of him. It was almost a taste of what tomorrow might hold.

Her husband had always been good with his mouth. She loved his tender, eager exploration and his attention-starved desperation. It was the one thing she missed these last few months of denial. 

Lee eagerly obeyed and peeled off her slinky lace underwear. He bowed his head and began to kiss his way up her inner leg, his hands massaging their way up to her thighs. 

Her body tingled with expectation. She suddenly craved this gentle, loving touch. Was this what it would feel like being touched by Jessie? What would it be like, getting eaten-out by a woman? Would it feel as good as having her husband’s soft little lips and eager tongue pressing to her warm sex? She felt a powerful shiver of anticipation imagining that gorgeous Asian face replacing her husband’s, paying tribute where her husband was preparing to worship. She could still feel the pulsating of Markus’s cock from when it had been inside her just an hour before, as Lee began to gently kiss her cunt.

“Mmmmm,” Ellie moaned. 

Lee teased his tongue around Ellie’s warm slit, gently kissing the velvety pink flesh. She could feel him restraining his hunger, getting her even hotter and wetter before digging into his meal. She purred rewardingly for him. “Yes... mmmm.” 

Lee’s hot breath teased across her now wet pussy lips, making her shiver.  Her body stretched out, back arching slightly, full tits pressing toward the ceiling.  Her body craved the sensation of his tongue. “Do it,” she purred. “Eat me.”

As if merely waiting for permission, he pressed his mouth to her and began to devour the slick juices flowing from her cunt. She rocked her body, gently rubbing her tingling pussy against his mouth.  

Lee slurped eagerly, making her purr as she remembered every bulge and contour of her lover’s magnificent, black cock.  She remembered riding him, his thick meat throbbing deeper inside her than her sweet little husband could ever dream of touching. She remembered her hands on his chiseled chest, touching his firm, ebony skin as she rocked and swayed on his lap. She rocked and swayed against Lee’s mouth now. She grabbed her own tits, braless beneath her blouse, and she began squeezing them like Markus had. She remembered his massive hands, strong and dark, cupping her big tits so enticingly.

Lee made thirsty noises between her thighs, hungrily enjoying his meal. She purred, still remembering that hot, black meat sliding through her warm, wet cunt. She remembered Markus turning her over, taking control as he began fucking her from behind. She let out a squeak as Lee’s tongue moved inside her, tracing the path of Markus’s cock through the opening of her pussy. She remembered Markus hammering her from behind, her pale body rocking back and forth with each powerful thrust.

She looked down at Lee, so obedient between her legs. So small, sweet, and feminine.

She pictured Jess’s little brown body, still glistening with sweat as she changed in the locker room. She pictured her powerful boyfriend’s amazing muscular frame, luscious ebony skin collecting the light. She Imagined her beautiful Asian friend, now rocking back and forth as Markus hammered her from behind, her slinky little body such an enticing contrast to his massive, hulking frame. The anticipation was so enticing that it intensified every sensation that her eager little husband so desperately gave her.

Her whole body tingled and twitched with growing excitement, excitement for tomorrow, but also for the unexpectantly intense climax that was building inside her right now.

Lee’s small hands caressed her sides as his mouth licked and sucked at her cunt. Instead of feeling weak and pathetic, those hands suddenly felt soft, and thrillingly feminine. Suddenly everything about him felt new and different. His tongue darted inside her, then his lips went to her clit and sucked. He switched back and forth from tongue fucking her, to sucking her clit, just long enough at each task to bring her close, then dropping her slightly back down.

Her heels traced along his narrow back, his soft, dirty blonde hair tickling her slender thighs. 

She imagined Lee again in that locker room, transformed into a girl, shy and unassuming, and all his pathetic mannerisms seemed suddenly coy and beautiful. She pictured his pretty face in full makeup, his skinny legs, shaved smooth and poking out of a tiny skirt, as his tongue darted back and forth inside her.

“Yes,” Ellie purred. “Good girl.”

Lee kept lapping at her, driving his tongue inside her.  ‘Good girl’ had slipped out, but it felt good to know her husband was too desperate and too obedient to risk correcting her. She released her tits and grabbed his head, feeling the softness of his silky hair as she rocked herself against his mouth. “Good girl,” she said again, with more confidence. “Good girl.” She suddenly wished, deeply and truly that he was a girl, and the thought made her tingle and moan.

She pictured him, his small frame transformed into that of a slender, curving little minx. She whimpered, grinding against his mouth, thighs pressing against his head. “Good girl,” she whimpered again, but she wasn’t sure if it came out, or it was lost in her panting and whining. “Yes. Yes. Good girl!”

She imagined this feminine version of him, beautiful and slutty, skinny and model-like at 5’10”, big, fake tits rolling back and forth as he whimpered on all fours, getting fucked by her gorgeous black lover. Markus’s strong hands on his slim sides, controlling his slinky body as he rocked back and forth, crying about how big Markus’s amazing cock was.

“Yes!” she cried out, her fingers tightening in her husband’s hair, her hot, wet pussy tingling as she grinded against his face. “My bitch!” she whimpered, high and gyrating as she panted. “My obedient little bitch. Good girl. Good bitch.”

Lee continued drinking from her, lapping and slurping as she rocked violently, her orgasm nearing.

Her heels traced up Lee’s narrow back as she imagined her lover pulling out of him and spurting hot, sticky cum all over his feminine, lightly tanned skin. She rocked hard against him, as her own body began to explode in orgasm. Her thighs locked down on his head as her pussy smashed his face, and her hands twisted and pulled his hair. She rode his face as she shivered and shook with an orgasm more intense than her husband had ever given her before. Then, finally, she relaxed with a deep satisfied sigh.

She looked down and saw her husband’s eager face, looking up at her from where he was kneeling on the floor. Suddenly, the lack of makeup and the slight masculine aspects of his face angered her. She pushed him back with her foot until she had some distance from his suddenly boyish frame. She pulled down her skirt as she sat up, instantly pushing his presence from her mind. She knew what he wanted, but that would be okay. He was used to not getting what he wanted. 

She stood up feeling satisfied and enticed for tomorrow, then looked over to see Lee peeling off his shirt and crawling towards her like an eager puppy. “Oh no,” she said. “You can stop right there. You are definitely not getting any tonight.” She thought for a moment, not usually bothering with an excuse to reject him, but feeling like tonight’s spectacular orgasm called for a little extra effort. It only took a moment to decide, “I’m still pissed about you trying to fuck my best friend.”

She looked at his shocked and disappointed face and almost laughed. She added with an indifferent toss of her hair. “You can take some tissues and go in the bathroom if you need to indulge in your perverted little Asian fetish.”

She had planned on giving her hubby a little reward tonight, but after seeing him as a boy again, she just wasn’t feeling it anymore. Besides, she had gotten what she wanted. Why was it only boys who were allowed to be selfish? She turned away with a flourish and strolled confidently out of the room, fantasizing about the three-way she had planned for tomorrow, as her husband followed her, making promises and apologizing for something they both knew had never happened.
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Three-way While Hubby’s Away
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Jess giggled as she finished her third drink. The music in the club was loud, and she shimmied a little unconsciously to its beat.  The slender Asian knew she looked utterly delicious in her tiny skirt, her thin legs long and brown. She had a small, round ass, pert, pointed breasts and the cutest little tummy, her belly button piercing exposed beneath the hem of her crop top.

“Okay,” Jess said, pretending all three of them didn’t know how this night was going to end.  There had been no doubt that she was there to hook up with Ellie and her hot, black lover. Still, she had been relieved when Ellie suggested they meet for drinks, instead of going straight to some apartment or sleazy hotel. Jess felt her heart pounding as she looked from the gorgeous blonde to her handsome lover.  She had been a little surprised by Markus. She had expected some young, arrogant stud, but Markus was an older, powerful and yet incredibly fit man. He was in his early forties and seemed to project calm, sensual control. “I’d love to see your place,” Jess answered the man’s enticing offer. “Let me just visit the lady’s room first.”

Jess made brief eye contact with Ellie as if verifying she was still cool with the arrangement. Ellie contrasted the slim Asian in every way. Ellie’s blonde hair hung in loose curls below her shoulders, her full lips highlighted with bright red lipstick, her eyes shaded dark, lashes full and thick. She had a delicious, bimbo-like look that normally contrasted her dominant energy, but now she leaned back submissively in the arms of her muscular black lover, her diamond wedding ring glistening in the lights of the club. Her tits were full and magnificent, her hips wide and her heart-shaped ass delicious. She wore a slinky red dress that stretched across her frame and highlighted the dramatic extremes between her fit torso and generous curves. 

Ellie smiled at Jess as she began to slip away from Markus. “Me too,” the blonde purred deliciously, then leaned back over her man and gave him a lurid, open-mouthed kiss. Jess couldn’t help but stare at the two gorgeous, contrasting people as they passionately swapped wet tongues back and forth between their open mouths. Ellie, the perfect porcelain-skinned bimbo, and Markus, the sophisticated older gladiator. Ellie stood up, took Jess’ hand and led her to the bathroom.

Jess felt cute but plain as she studied her Asian features in the bathroom mirror. Her heart was pounding as she began touching up her makeup, glancing over her shoulder at Ellie behind her.

“What do you think?” Ellie asked in a lustrous purr as she moved up behind Jess, the softness of her luxurious tits pressing against Jess’ thin back. Ellie looked over Jess’ shoulder into the mirror with her.

“I knew he’d have to have an amazing body, and fuck, he definitely does, but I didn’t expect... he’s so... he makes me feel calm. Does that make sense? He has a presence like he’s some kind of college professor or something, but that body. He’s so strong...”

Ellie smiled deviously as she seemed to picture Markus’s strong, chiseled torso. He was a beast, at over six foot tall, his skin so dark and delicious. He had tightly cropped hair and a full, perfectly trimmed beard. 

Jess bit her lower lip and looked at Ellie’s reflection in the eyes. “Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

Ellie reached around and caressed her, hands rubbing her narrow ribcage and hips, massaging and exploring her tight little frame as she kissed her neck.  Jess felt slinky and tight against the taller blonde’s lustrous curves. “I can’t wait to take you home with us,” Ellie purred. 

Jess felt herself surrendering to the luscious blonde’s powerful presence and voluptuous beauty. She turned to face Ellie, Ellie’s hands now caressing her back and ass. “I’ve never done anything like this before,” Jess admitted. “Like, a three-way, a black guy... I’ve never...”

Ellie pressed her luscious red lips to the Asian’s soft pink mouth and kissed her savagely, squeezing her small ass as she drove her tongue deep into Jess’ mouth. Jess tasted mint and vodka as she melted into her friend’s commanding embrace. Jess felt a thrill as her small but firm breasts pressed against the blonde’s full, soft rack.  

“Get ready,” Ellie purred. “Tonight is going to be full of firsts.”

Markus’s apartment was another surprise. It was small, minimalist, and luxurious.  Everything was stylish and clean. The entire space smelled sensual. She felt giddy and excited. Perhaps it was the drinks, the thrill of being bad, or just the proximity of these two gorgeous people,  but Jess’ body already felt primed and ready. The slightest touch or whisper, even the breeze from the ceiling fan, filled her body with tingling anticipation.
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