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“A plug?” I hushed.

“That’s right,” Justice said, overhearing.  “It’s how I get ready.”

“I’d never thought of that,” I said.

“Fingers will do it too,” she said, rushing close to me.

She looked down her nose at me and then started to kiss my lips.  There was something mesmerizing about her that I couldn’t put my finger on.  She was like a goddess of sex, sent from the heavens to draw out the fantasies that we didn’t even know we held.

I kissed her, grabbing her ass with greater purpose and pulling her against me.  I pressed my body to hers as David stepped down off the seat finally.  He stood close holding both of our asses and pressing our bodies together even tighter.

When Justice moved her lips off mine she moved them straight to David’s, kissing him and thrusting her tongue into his mouth.

She messed with something on her garment and then pulled down the front of her top, revealing her perky tits to the both of us.

David’s face moved straight to them and I watched as his tongue raced over her hard nipples.  He sucked her and she threw her head back to moan, seeming to genuinely enjoy his touch.

There was one vacancy left on her chest and I moved my face to fill it, latching onto her other nipple and sucking her along with my husband.

“Double trouble,” she cooed, holding my head against her.  “Suck my titties!  Yes, that’s it.”

My husband and I did as she requested, as though it was some kind of competition to see who had the best tongue-work.

“Ohhh, fuck, I’m ready,” she said.  “I’m ready for his cock.”

“In your ass?” I asked.

“That’s why I’m here, isn’t it?”

She moved back to the centre of the booth and turned away from us, bending over at the waist and peeling her panties back down over her big, athletic ass.

We watched the full circle of the plug become revealed, perfectly covering her asshole.  Below it were the soft petals of her pussy that looked to glisten in the light of the booth.

“She’s so wet,” I gasped.

My hand jerked over David’s cock idly, watching as her hand moved to the base of her plug.  She started to pull it back and we watched in awe as her asshole widened over it.  She groaned throughout, reaching a crescendo at the widest point of the toy.  Her cries turned almost to relief as she popped it free, placing it on seat close-by and then holding open her cheeks with one hand.

“Ready, David?” she asked.

I stared into the black hole of her ass and nudged my husband forward.  “Go get it,” I said.

He stared forward and swallowed as though the occasion was momentous.  He took his cock in his grasp and pumped slowly, pointing it towards his target.

I walked closer, not wanting to miss the moment of sinful collision as the two were introduced.

“Stick it in my fucking ass, David,” she snarled, her head almost touching her ankles.
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It had long been a sexual fantasy of my husband David.  Everyone has one and I guess the very fact they’re fantasies mean that they’re not easily achievable, but as fantasies go, anal sex was much more probable than most.  Whenever he and I had tried I just couldn’t do it, no matter how much lubricant we used.

I don’t know if it was psychological at this point, but I’d basically decided that my ass was a one-way street and there was no getting inside there at all.

David didn’t mind, of course.  We’d been married for years and there was all manner of other things we could do together.  Still, the elusive anal dream of my husband was one that I’d been keen to satisfy ever since I’d discovered his predilection.

I was at a point now where I’d begun to consider renting the services of another woman for the explicit purpose of stuffing David’s cock in her ass.  With his forty-fifth birthday looming it seemed like the perfect present.

“What?!” David cried.  We were sat on the sofa late one night when I decided to broach the idea.

“Just for one night.”

“Melissa, that’s crazy,” he said, his brown eyes wide.

“Come on,” I urged.  “I know how much you want this.”

“Not if it means cheating!”

I laughed.  “It’s not cheating, honey, I’m giving you permission.  Besides, I’ll be there too.”

“You will?”

“I’m not gonna give you your wildest desire without being there to see the look on your face.”

David shook his head and chuckled.  “This is pretty unconventional as far as gifts go, you know?”

“Don’t worry, I’ve got you something more traditional too.”

“An ass-fuck and a box of chocolates?”

I giggled and fell against him on the sofa.  “So what do you say?”

“It sounds like you want this more than I do!”

“I didn’t think it’d be this hard to get you inside someone’s ass.”

“Inside whose ass?!”

“Well,” I began, narrowing my eyes as if this was some huge part of my plan, “I’ve heard that The Blue Rhino offers a few extras.”

“The Blue Rhino?  Isn’t that a strip-club?”

“Don’t act like you don’t know,” I said, nudging him.

“They do that there?”

“Apparently.”

“According to who?”

“I have my sources,” I said.  “And they’re very reliable.”

“Hmm,” David said, staring off into the distance.

I kept things to myself for the next few days while I put together my plan for him.  I’d phoned The Blue Rhino and confirmed—with many an innuendo and suggestive phrasing—that they did indeed offer additional services.  The girl who they’d recommended to us was called Justice: a short, blonde fire-cracker of a woman, so they said.

On Friday evening I downed the stairs of our home in my red dress, walking into the living room to find David who was absent-mindedly reading.  At first he didn’t look up, but when he finally did he couldn’t look away.

“What the hell is this in aid of?” he asked, closing his book.

I kept my smile as I walked slowly over to him, dropping to my knees.

“What—what are—ohhh, okay,” David said, becoming less startled as I began to open up his pants.

“Is this my gift?” he asked.

“Not quite,” I answered with a smirk, pulling out his cock.  It took very little effort to get him stiff.  David was always a ready-to-go kind of guy.

“Oh, Melissa,” he groaned, looking down on me as I opened my lips over that beautiful cock of his.

I hummed contentedly as I wound my lips down over him, filling my mouth with his arousal and smoothing my hands over his stomach.

In my figure-hugging dress I felt so sexy, and I liked to think I injected that same confidence into the blow-job as David started to groan above me.

“Oh, honey, that’s so good,” he said.

Steadily I wound my lips up off him, flicking my tongue around the submerged crown of his cock as I withdrew.

I popped my lips off him audibly and then stood up briskly, putting both hands on my hips.

“Put something nice on,” I said.  “We’re going to The Blue Rhino.”

“You—we—we are?”

“Happy birthday!”

David sat there for a moment, his hard cock stretching up out of his pants as he processed the request.  In a flash he jumped from the couch, hopping back into his pants and making for the stairs.

“Ten minutes,” I said.

He raced upstairs and I sat on the couch, biting at my lip as I imagined how the evening might play out.  I had a couple of reservations but I was sure I’d overcome then when the time was right.

In around fifteen minutes David came down the stairs, dressed in a smart camel jacket and black jeans.  He wore a thin charcoal sweater beneath and his black hair was swept back to one side.

“Looking good,” I said, standing and taking his hand.  “Shall we?”

“Now you’re sure about this?”

“David, I’m sure,” I said.  “I want to see that big cock of yours buried in an ass before the night is through.”

He laughed.  “Jeez, Melissa!”

I let him out through the door first and gave his ass a slap.  I was feeling particularly horny myself that evening and it was just as well.

We parked up in the lot of The Blue Rhino and walked to the entrance, getting the nod from the door-staff who invited us inside.

The club itself had a trim of soft-blue lighting around everything, with a spotlight on the stage that, at that moment, had a fiery beauty writhing around on it.

Men off varying dress lined the centre-stage, tossing their bills and clapping.  The girl on stage seemed to be enjoying herself just as much as them.

“Where shall we sit?” David asked, looking around the club.

“We’ve got a booth,” I said, and I gave a nod to the hostess who skipped over with a clipboard.

“Mr. & Mrs. Sutherland,” I said.

“Right this way,” the hostess answered promptly, guiding us through the tables.  She looked cute herself, but she also looked far more clothed than her colleagues.

She presented a booth that seemed almost too big for two people.  The back of the chairs ran high around three sides of the rectangle, almost touching the ceiling.  The centre was empty where you might usually expect a table.  I noticed a curtain on one side that looked as though it could enclose the booth if necessary.

“Can I get you anything to drink?”

“I’ll have a double-vodka and cranberry juice,” I said.

“Bourbon and ice,” David said.

“I’ll be back with your drinks,” the hostess said, disappearing into the darkness of the club.

The both of us took a moment to look around.  The place looked brand-new.

“So this is nice,” I said, looking around.  “I hadn’t expected it to be so ...”

“Up-market?” David added.

“Yeah!  It looks real classy.”

“Apart from some of the guys around the dance-floor,” David said, leaning forward and peering back to the centre-stage.

“Well we won’t be mingling with them,” I said.  “We have our very own girl.”

“Huh?!”

Just then the hostess returned with our drinks, setting them into a recess in the back-rest of the seat that we hadn’t noticed.

“And would you like Justice now?” she asked.

My husband looked to me and then at the hostess.  “In general?”

“Our girl,” I laughed, slapping him.  “Her name’s Justice.”

The hostess waited patiently, smiling.

“Yes, I think we’ll introduce ourselves now,” I said, knowing that David had been stiff as a board less than an hour ago.

“Justice?!” David said, turning to me as the hostess left us.

“She’s a fire-cracker.”

He took a gulp of his drink.  “How do you know that?”

“It’s what the guy on the phone said,” I shrugged.

“So you don’t even know what she looks—”

David’s mouth shut tight as a blonde girl of around twenty-years-old made her way to our table.  She wore a kind of one-piece bikini, connected by a strip of fabric that joined her panties to her sheer black bra.  There was more skin on show than clothes and on closer inspection I was fairly sure I could see her nipples beneath her top.

“Hey,” she smiled, holding out a hand.  “I’m Justice.”

I extended a hand and Justice took it, giving it a kiss and looking down my arm as she did so.

“Oh, my,” I blushed, and Justice started to giggle.

“You must be Melissa,” she said.  “So this must be David.”

She extended her hand to him and shook it gently.

David stared wide-eyed like a kid on Christmas morning, looking at Justice and wondering what he’d done to deserve a girl almost half his age.

Justice leaned in to whisper to David and I leaned in too so I could hear.  “So you’re the one who’s going in my ass?” she said.

She pulled back with a smile and David looked to me, shocked.

“You are,” I nodded.  I felt a pang of nerves but it felt as though we were in safe hands.  This was Justice’s world and when she closed the curtain on our booth I knew she was the one for us.

My husband’s hands gripped his knees tight.  He leaned forward and took off his jacket and I grabbed it from him, draping it across the empty seats next to us.

Justice turned to us and started to dance with the background music, writhing slowly and using every inch of that cutesy body of hers to hypnotize us.

She turned away finally and the both of us looked to her ass.  It was bisected by the thin strip of fabric that ran down the middle and when she bent forward you could make out the darkening of her flesh around her hidden asshole.

I looked to David and noticed his intense, excited focus, then he turned to me and shook his head in disbelief.  I moved a hand over to squeeze his leg and steadily moved it to his crotch, finding his cock already beginning to stiffen in his pants.

Justice turned back and saw where my hand was planted.  “Starting early, huh?” she said.

I smirked back and David blushed, but he made no attempt to move my hand.  Instead he reclined further in the chair until you could see the thickness of his bulge pressing against the crotch of his jeans.

“Oh, he’s ready?” Justice said, winding her hips towards us.

She straddled David’s legs and put her tits in his face as she continued to dance to the music.  Her eyes stayed locked on him as though she was fixing him in a trance.  I kept my hand on him and watched her, mesmerized.  I could feel my pulse beginning to race as she charmed my husband and the jealousy I’d feared never emerged.  Instead I wanted to see more.

She rose up on him and pressed her tits against his face.  I watched the fabric move over David and he closed his eyes.  My hand moved with greater purpose over his cock and I started to feel myself becoming wet as I watched.

Justice danced her way off him and then, surprisingly, she moved her attentions towards me.  She straddled me in the exact same way, jiggling her cutesy tits in my face.  Unlike my husband I wasn’t as well versed in the attentions of women.  I found my hand coming behind her to hold her ass, touching her gently.

I turned to look at David who seemed excited beyond measure.  His pupils were fat with lustful intrigue and he turned his body to face us.

I could scarcely concentrate on running my hand over his thickness now.  Instead I grabbed David’s hand and brought it up under my red skirt, putting him against my crotch.

Justice leaned away and looked down her body, watching David’s hand move out of sight.

“Am I allowed to do that?” she asked.

“Please do,” I said, becoming more confident than I imagined.

She put her hand on the inside of my leg and then slid up my thigh, crossing paths with David’s hand as he moved out.

Soon I could feel her slender fingers against the crotch of my panties.  She rubbed and continued to bounce in front of us, moving to the rhythm of the music and teasing the wetness from my crotch.

Before now I hadn’t really considered the prospect of me enjoying myself so much.  My attentions were on David and his forty-fifth birthday, but Justice was proving to be a gift for both of us.

She kept her hand on me and moved between the both of us now, crouching slightly and putting her other hand on David’s crotch.

She rubbed along the both of us as though she was our own private mistress and somehow—behind the safety of the curtain—we felt a privacy that I didn’t think could be found inside a strip-club.

“No-one will bother us,” Justice said, allaying my fears further.

I reached over and started to unbuckle David’s belt and Justice moved her hand away briefly.  She teased along the groove of my pussy slowly, using the back of her nails to gently tease me as I unleashed my husband.

I unclasped his belt and unpopped the button on his pants.  Justice started to breathe more heavily and she stared down at my husband’s crotch, eager for the reveal.

I pulled the fly of his pants open wide and then delved inside, finding his cock stiff within.  I was eager to show Justice how gorgeous it was and when I pulled it out I looked straight to her for the reaction.

Her jaw dropped low and she gushed a laugh, looking to me.  “That thing’s big, huh?”

I nodded.  “Will it be a problem?”

“Oh, no,” she said confidently, wrapping her hand around him.

She jerked up and down him slowly, her long-nailed fingers almost touching her thumb.  She gave it her full concentration and there was something hot about her being so careful with him.

“Are you gonna take those panties off?” she asked finally, looking to me.

“I—uhh—”

“Take them off, Melissa,” David added, as though he was somehow now a veteran of this.

I reached underneath my dress and pulled at my panties, slipping them over my smooth skin and pulling them down off my ass.

Justice smirked and watched the tiny garment emerge and drop down towards my red high-heels.  I kicked them off to the floor and looked to her.

With one hand still steadily jerking my husband’s dick she used the other to push open my knees.  Gradually I parted my legs, causing the skirt of my dress to slide up over my thighs.  I didn’t know how much of myself I was revealing, but when Justice gasped I guessed that she could see my kempt groove.

“Damn, that’s a pretty pussy,” she said.

Without a word she let go of David’s cock and dropped to her knees, putting herself right between my legs.

I felt self-conscious at first, but it looked as though she was never going to take no for answer.  She moved forwards, pushing back my dress further and biting at the inside of my thigh.

“Oh, shit,” David said, leaning forward and watching as Justice’s lips approached my wet pussy.

“Take those pants off, lover,” Justice said, glancing up to David.

He stood up as ordered, keeping his gaze on Justice as she approached.  I could feel her breath on me as David dropped his jeans to his ankles.

He pulled off his shoes and shook himself free of his jeans.  His huge cock swayed as he did so, but his eyes were unwavering as they watched her.

I let out a groan as I felt her lips race over me.  Justice immediately started to feed on me wildly, racing her mouth and tongue over me with the same gusto as the high-tempo music of the club.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned, pushing my head back against the seat.

I felt kind of guilty that I’d brought David here for his birthday and here I was reaping the rewards too.  David didn’t seem to mind.  He was busy stepping up onto the seat, holding his huge cock and pointing it towards my face.

“Suck him,” Justice said, taking her lips off me and staring up my body.

I turned my head and opened my mouth, welcoming David back inside and humming contentedly on his arousal.  The sensation of his hard cock in my mouth felt incredible and the added bliss of Justice’s tongue racing over me was heavenly.  I’d never pleased someone while being pleased myself.  It was intoxicating.

“That’s it,” Justice mewled, biting the inside of my thigh.  “Get him nice and wet for my ass.”

She stood up now, leaving my crotch a wet mess of her spit and my own juices.  She put her face close to mine as I sucked over David.

“Get it all the way in,” she goaded, pressing the back of my head.

I moved forward as far as I could, feeling him probe at the top of my throat.  I pulled back off him with a gasp, dropping my mouth off him and then marveling as Justice took up the mantle.

She gripped my husband’s balls and yawned her mouth over his glistening tip, driving him way deep.  I watched her throat bulge and witnessed a miracle as the entirety of my husband’s cock disappeared.

“My God!” I swooned, looking up to David to see if he shared my surprise.

His mouth and eyes were about was wide open as each other.  He closed them both and grunted, delighting in the tight sensation of Justice’s throat.

She slurped off him, smirking as she started to jerk him in her hand.  She looked to the both of us, knowing that her party-trick had impressed.

“Ta-daa,” she said, and the three of us laughed, easing any remaining tension.  “Keep him hard for me would you?” she said.  She stood up and moved back through the curtain into the club.

She slipped from the booth and I went straight to my husband’s cock.  I pumped my fist over him and watched close.  Something about watching his flesh move over that hard muscle made me more excited than anything.

David lifted his sweatshirt up over his head and he stood naked now, holding my head as I steered my lips back towards him.

Justice slipped back inside the curtain and swooned.  “Well done,” she said.

She came back over to his dick and the both of us sucked and licked at him, bouncing him between our lips and giving him his first taste of his prize.  I knew for a fact he’d never had two women suck his cock before and even though this wasn’t number one on his list of fantasies, I knew it made the top-ten.

After a moment Justice started to dance again, standing up and winding herself in a circle like some sort of enchantress.

My husband and I watched her again.  There was something about her that was hard to ignore and whenever she moved she commanded attention.

When she rotated away from us we noticed a bejeweled circle hidden beneath the strap of her panties now.

“A plug?” I hushed.

“That’s right,” Justice said, overhearing.  “It’s how I get ready.”

“I’d never thought of that,” I said.

“Fingers will do it too,” she said, rushing close to me.

She looked down her nose at me and then started to kiss my lips.  There was something mesmerizing about her that I couldn’t put my finger on.  She was like a goddess of sex, sent from the heavens to draw out the fantasies that we didn’t even know we held.

I kissed her, grabbing her ass with greater purpose and pulling her against me.  I pressed my body to hers as David stepped down off the seat finally.  He stood close holding both of our asses and pressing our bodies together even tighter.

When Justice moved her lips off mine she moved them straight to David’s, kissing him and thrusting her tongue into his mouth.

She messed with something on her garment and then pulled down the front of her top, revealing her perky tits to the both of us.

David’s face moved straight to them and I watched as his tongue raced over her hard nipples.  He sucked her and she threw her head back to moan, seeming to genuinely enjoy his touch.

There was one vacancy left on her chest and I moved my face to fill it, latching onto her other nipple and sucking her along with my husband.

“Double trouble,” she cooed, holding my head against her.  “Suck my titties!  Yes, that’s it.”

My husband and I did as she requested, as though it was some kind of competition to see who had the best tongue-work.

“Ohhh, fuck, I’m ready,” she said.  “I’m ready for his cock.”

“In your ass?” I asked.

“That’s why I’m here, isn’t it?”

She moved back to the centre of the booth and turned away from us, bending over at the waist and peeling her panties back down over her big, athletic ass.

We watched the full circle of the plug become revealed, perfectly covering her asshole.  Below it were the soft petals of her pussy that looked to glisten in the light of the booth.

“She’s so wet,” I gasped.

My hand jerked over David’s cock idly, watching as her hand moved to the base of her plug.  She started to pull it back and we watched in awe as her asshole widened over it.  She groaned throughout, reaching a crescendo at the widest point of the toy.  Her cries turned almost to relief as she popped it free, placing it on seat close-by and then holding open her cheeks with one hand.

“Ready, David?” she asked.

I stared into the black hole of her ass and nudged my husband forward.  “Go get it,” I said.

He stared forward and swallowed as though the occasion was momentous.  He took his cock in his grasp and pumped slowly, pointing it towards his target.

I walked closer, not wanting to miss the moment of sinful collision as the two were introduced.

“Stick it in my fucking ass, David,” she snarled, her head almost touching her ankles.

David moved forward and I watched him dock in to her.  The tip of his cock became sheathed in her hole and the pair of them groaned.  I found myself groaning too, watching keenly as he forced his dick deeper into her asshole.

It kept a tight grip of him, welcoming him home as though he belonged there the entire time.  I looked to his face finally and saw an expression of borderline euphoria.  He’d waited a life-time for this moment and I was glad I could be there to witness it.

“Now fuck it,” Justice encouraged.  “Don’t be shy.”

“Fuck her, David,” I urged, my lips close to her ear.  “Fuck her ass.”

He started to thrust into her and I found my hand moving inexplicably to my pussy as though it had a life of its own.  I rubbed along it, hitching up my skirt.  Quickly I unzipped myself, stepping out of my dress so I could get at my aching groove easier.

I flicked my fingers on my clit, dunking them deep inside me and watching as my husband fucked her ass like he owned it.

The three of us were moaning and groaning, forgetting completely that we were in the centre of public strip-club.

“Come here, Melissa,” Justice said now, patting the seat beside her.

I moved to the front of the two-cart-train and Justice and my husband jostled to a new location.  He stayed inside her, but now she was staring straight forward at me as I sat on the seat.

“Turn around,” she said.  “We need to get you trained too.”

I turned away from her and then felt her unclasp my bra.  I helped it off my arms and her hands cupped my big tits as I did so.  She was almost standing upright now, bending at the hip only to allow my husband to angle himself through her tight aperture.

“Good,” she groaned.  “Those tits feel so fucking good.  Almost as good as your husband’s hard cock.  Does it look good, David?”

“Uh-huh,” he said.

“Does your cock look good going inside of my ass like that?”

“It looks so good,” he confirmed.

“You wish it was your wife’s asshole though, don’t you?”

“I do,” he groaned, and then Justice pushed me forwards and I put a knee on the seat in front.

“You wish it was this, don’t you?”

She parted my cheeks and showed my forbidden, virginal knot to David.  I bent over and looked back over my shoulder to see him staring into it.

“You wish it was in here,” she whispered, then she moved her face forward and put it straight between my cheeks.

“Fuck!” I cried, feeling her wet tongue lash over the forbidden muscle.

“Tell him what I’m doing,” she said, her voice muffled by my ass.

“She’s—ugh—she’s licking my ass.”

“I’m getting her ready,” she added.

Her tongue wound around my muscle and I felt her nose press against me every time David bucked forwards and slammed his hips against her butt.

He kept his rhythm, watching as her tongue flashed over my puckered ass.  She began to press it just a little way inside and I was surprised to feel it gradually begin to relent and relax.  In a few minutes she was stabbing more of her tongue inside me and then suddenly it hit me.  The reason I’d never been able to take a cock inside there before is because we weren’t giving it the time it deserved.

Justice teased me wider and then she introduced a finger, slipping it through my knot and giving the both of us words of encouragement.  I took it with ease.

“Good girl,” she said, as though she was older than me.  “That’s perfect.  That’s what you needed, huh?”
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