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Maud pulled open her ass-cheeks with her hand, looking back and seeing Queen Amelia’s naughty eyes as her mouth did untold things.

“Get it nice and clean for Harald’s cock,” Maud said.

Harald was almost shaking with excitement.  He’d never been in a woman’s asshole before.

“You wouldn’t think it could take it,” Queen Amelia said, rubbing at the little knot with her finger.

“You’d be surprised at what it can do,” Maud said.

Queen Amelia teased the tip of her finger inside, looking at Maud for a reaction.  Rather than seem pained, Maud grunted as though she was having her shoulders massaged.

“Look how she takes it,” Queen Amelia said, impressed.

She put her tongue back against Maud and waggled it inside as far as her finger had ventured.  Gradually the muscle relented, becoming more malleable.

“It’s slackening up,” Queen Amelia said, looking back at Harald.  “Think you can fit in that?”

She pushed the muscle open with the index finger of both hands, looking back at her husband as she presented the puckered-up knot.

“Stuff him inside me, Queen Amelia,” Maud said.

Harald moved into place and the Queen gripped his cock, tugging him forwards.  She was keen to make the two meet, relishing the notion of playing matchmaker.

The Queen and her husband looked down as his cock touched the tight muscle.  Amelia smudged the tip up and down over the little hole, then set it in the recess.

“It’s not going in,” she said impatiently.

Maud started to push back, and Harald held the base of his cock steady.  He gripped his thumb and finger around it, turning the length of him stiff as it filled with blood that couldn’t escape.

Maud felt him become stiffer and pushed back eagerly, straining a groan as she felt herself open.

“It’s going in,” remarked the Queen excitedly.  She looked up at Harald to see his shocked expression.  “How does it feel, dear?”

“Like magic!” he announced.

Harald felt the warm, tight grip of Maud’s delicious asshole.  He’d dreamed of fucking the handmaid, but not like this.

Maud continued to ease back against him and Harald felt her ass slip over him, shrouding him in the beautiful warmth.

“Oh, Maud, that’s impressive,” said Amelia.

“Take him out of me,” Maud said, breathing deep.

Queen Amelia rushed, thinking that Maud couldn’t stand it.  Harald was compliant too.  He watched his cock emerge from its maiden voyage into the unknown.

“Now suck,” Maud said, looking back.

Queen Amelia was dumbstruck.  Even Harald was shocked.

“Suck his cock, Maud?” asked Queen Amelia.

“Yes,” said Maud plainly.  “Unless you’re not as naughty as I thought?”

Queen Amelia was keen to impress the worldly woman.  She looked down at Harald’s cock.  It looked just as it had, but Amelia knew where it had been.

“Do it,” Harald urged, keen to have his cock go somewhere.

Queen Amelia opened over the tip and her two partners rejoiced.
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Queen Amelia presided over court in her throne room, trying to maintain her regal manner despite the long hours.  She kept her back straight and nodded attentively as the commoners before her aired their grievances to their younger majesty.

After each case Amelia would try to offer a course of action, taking her husband Harald’s advice.  Whenever she needed it, he’d step forwards and whisper something into her ear.  It wasn’t always relevant ...

“So, while I understand and respect the symbolism behind the roaming lions around the city’s boundaries in respect to your house’s sigil, it’s taking an enormous toll on my livestock,” said a weary farmer, cap in hand.

“I see,” said the Queen, touching her chin pensively.

She nodded to Harald who took several steps towards her and stooped to her ear.

“You might offer the man some help with his land’s boundaries.  A heightened fence, perhaps?”

The Queen paused in thought as Harald remained close.

“And once we’re done, you might want to invite that saucy handmaid of yours up to our quarters so she can teach us her ways.”

Queen Amelia’s eyes dazzled at her husband’s suggestion.  They’d recently begun dallying in more adventurous matters in the bedroom after Harald had a risqué book smuggled in from the Eastlands.

“Build this man’s fields a taller fence,” the Queen said, waving her hand dismissively as she stood up.

There were murmurs among the court from people who hadn’t yet been given an audience.

“We’ll hold another session tomorrow at the same hour,” said Amelia, turning before anyone could speak.

The farmer held his cap at his waist, wondering just how tall his new fences were going to have to be to keep out the marauding beasts.

In the meantime, Amelia and Harald disappeared into the back chambers, followed by the handmaids that waited outside the door.

Harald caught sight of Maud and stared at her big, beautiful bust.  She kept them covered during her duties, but the size of her assets was undeniable.

Queen Amelia, for her part, wasn’t as well endowed.  She had modest breasts that were almost flat when her arms stretched above her.  She was in her early twenties too, and didn’t have the worldly experience that Maud had garnered in her thirty-eight years.

The spinster had found herself under the charge of Queen Amelia after The Festival of Opportunity that the Queen had established soon after her ascendancy.

Regular commoners had the chance to prove themselves in front of the royals, with the best among them earning a position under the Queen.

Maud had impressed Amelia with her command of exotic drinks, concocting a sweet-tasting beverage that loosened Queen Amelia’s inhibitions much like ale, but tastes much, much nicer.

Harald had been impressed with Maud’s other attributes, but he was coy about that when he agreed with his Queen that Maud might make a good addition.

Maud wasn’t naïve.  She knew the look of a man who lusted after her, and when Queen Amelia looked upon her she started to realize what a woman’s lust looked like too.

She was hired that day, and her life changed overnight.  She took up residence in the castle, working her way close to the Queen who was instantly fond of the older woman’s relaxed manner.

Queen Amelia gave Maud the easier tasks, and invited her into the inner circle, where other staff members seldom trod.

Maud was present for almost all of Queen Amelia’s daily duties.  She was there with her at breakfast, rode with her on hunts, bathed her before bed, and read to her and her husband while they drifted off to sleep.

Maud was perhaps the closest to the duo than any other person in the whole kingdom, but she was about to become even closer still.

Harald and Amelia had toyed with the idea of a third party for some time after Maud had read them the notion in Harald’s exotic book one bedtime.

They could barely sleep when they were first introduced to the concept, with Harald stiffening up something fierce when Maud detailed how such an operation might be undertaken.

Queen Amelia had excused Maud from the room at the time, so that her majesty could service her husband’s urges, but when Harald repeatedly glanced at the door outside which Maud stood, the attentive Queen became suspiciously intrigued.

Harald confessed to the attraction he had to Maud, and Queen Amelia agreed likewise.  In the exotic book’s earlier chapters, the idea of lesbianism had been introduced to Amelia, and while her preference was men, she found Maud’s quiet beauty undeniable.

So now, Queen Amelia and Harald climbed the spiral staircase that led to their chambers, with Maud and several other handmaids in tow.

“I think a bath might be in order,” the Queen said back to one of her maids.

“Right you are, Queen Amelia,” head handmaiden Athena said.

“Run us three, will you?” added the Queen.

“Three baths?” asked Athena, confused.

“Yes,” Amelia said.  “Call us when they’re ready.”

Queen Amelia and Harald retreated to the royal bedroom while their baths were drawn in the adjacent room.

“I think I know who that third bath is for,” said Harald, raising his eyebrows excitedly.

Queen Amelia tussled his ashen hair.  Harald was almost twenty years her senior, but he had a playfulness about him that Amelia had been instantly attracted to.

“If we’re going to involve her, she needs to be clean,” said Amelia.  “And so do we.  Do you remember that chapter about all the bum stuff?”

“An intriguing notion,” said Harald.  “I thought that spot was more of an exit than an entrance, but it’s exciting to imagine isn’t it?”

“I don’t think I could do it,” said Amelia.

“I don’t think a Queen should be doing something like that.”

“But that’s exactly the kind of convention that I’m keen to smash,” said Amelia.

Harald took her up in his arms.  “Amelia, my love, I’ve seen your dainty little knot.  I don’t think it could take more than a finger.”

Queen Amelia dropped open her mouth and then guffawed loudly, slapping her husband’s chest.

“You dirty old devil,” she teased.  “Gosh, what a thought.”

Harald squeezed at his wife’s hips and tried to temper his excitement.

“You’ll be inside her soon, Harald,” said Amelia.

Harald felt his cock twitch at the idea.  Maud was womanly and intriguing in ways that his twenty-two-year-old wife wasn’t.  Queen Amelia, for all her adventure, had lived a sheltered life.  She took her food as plain and vanilla as she took her cock, yearning to question tradition but not always brave enough to follow through.

“And you’re sure you don’t mind?” asked Harald, looking deeply into his wife’s eyes.

“I think it’d be saucy, don’t you?  Watching Maud tackle that big cock of yours.”

“You’re too kind, my Queen,” Harald said graciously.

The pair’s giggles could be heard by the handmaidens who prepared the baths in the next room, heating up small cauldrons of water that they poured ceaselessly into the three large, metallic tubs.

“I’ll wager this one’s for you,” said Athena, looking with displeasure at Maud.

Maud kept quiet, filling the container just like the other two handmaidens that were with her.

“I don’t know why she’s taken such a shine to you, but you should think yourself lucky.”

Maud did, but she wasn’t going to engage with Athena.  The older woman was bitter, and Maud was wise enough to know that women like Athena couldn’t become un-bitter.  It was a state they remained in until their demise.

“It could have been any one of us,” said Athena.

Maud poured the water carefully, graciously drifting from fire to tub as the steaming baths filled.

The handmaidens did their duty graciously, with only Athena souring the mood.  When the tubs were filled, she gave Maud one last dirty look.

“I hope you enjoy yourself while the rest of us are working,” said Athena.

Maud didn’t even give Athena the satisfaction of an expression.  She stared blankly and waited for Athena to turn to the door of Queen Amelia’s private chambers.

The wizened woman rapped her tight, pale knuckles on the door and waited for a command from within.

Queen Amelia opened the door with her husband, the two of them standing completely naked.  Harald was in a state of mild arousal.

“Y-your baths are drawn, Queen Amelia,” Athena stuttered.  She bowed her head away from the duo, uncomfortable with the sight of nakedness and conflicted by her own code of morals.

“You should wait until we leave to do that,” Athena muttered, unable to keep quiet.

Queen Amelia’s smile dropped, and she stared sternly at the older woman.

Maud, who had been ogling King Harald’s royal appendage, was now focusing on the fiery, naked Queen.

Amelia breathed deep and her shoulders rose and fell.  While Amelia was kind, she did not appreciate being told what to do and how to act, especially from someone as old as Athena.

“All your years, and you haven’t yet learned how to hold your tongue,” the Queen said, stepping close to Athena.

The older woman bowed her head and turned away, trying to not look upon Queen Amelia’s dainty tits.  Harald put his hand on the Queen’s waist and tried to guide her steadily away.

“Don’t you have something else to be doing?” said Amelia.

Athena bowed and retreated towards the door.  She beckoned her handmaidens to join her.

“Not Maud,” Queen Amelia said, stopping the buxom woman from leaving.

Athena gave a disgusted look, her nostrils flaring.

“Do you have something to say?!” the Queen boomed.

Athena shrank like a scalded dog.  “N—no, ma’am.”

“Then kindly fuck off.”

Maud tempered her excitement as her lips threatened to smile.

Queen Amelia held her stern gaze.  There was something menacing about her nakedness.  It exuded power, despite how stripped she was of her royal dress.

Harald loved seeing his Queen enraged, so long as he wasn’t the subject.  It made the veins in his cock flare up.  That wasn’t lost on Maud, who could sense the appendage growing in her periphery as she stared off to the wall.

When Athena left the room with her other two maids, Queen Amelia turned to Maud.

“You can undress now,” she said.  “If you like.”

Maud was as saucy as her reputation suggested.  She’d bedded men all around the kingdom but knew better than to ever marry one.  They only wanted one thing from her, and that was all she had in common with them.

“Right you are, ma’am,” Maud said, unfastening the bow behind her back.

Queen Amelia and Harald stood side-by-side, watching as Maud disrobed.  Most women would have been embarrassed under the watch of two royals, but it wasn’t the first time that Maud had undressed for an audience.

She took off her white cap and pushed the brown dress off her shoulders.  Harald saw her bare flesh revealed as the fabric dropped.  He instantly stared at her beautiful, big breasts and his shoulders rattled.

“My, they’re impressive,” he said.

Queen Amelia was grinning.  She’d never seen a woman like Maud before, and she found her curves delightfully intriguing.

“We’ve run you a bath, dear,” Queen Amelia said, walking to Maud and placing a hand on her shoulder.

Maud downed her bloomers and Harald wowed at the delightfully kempt fur.  He’d never seen a woman’s pussy in such clear detail before.

“Oh, my,” he hushed, staring overtly.

Queen Amelia hadn’t noticed it yet.  She looked back at her husband in confusion and then at Maud’s crotch.

“My gosh, Maud, you’re almost bald down there,” gasped the Queen.

Maud giggled and put her hand over her pussy.  “Sorry, ma’am.”

“Don’t you be sorry,” Amelia said.  “Take that away.  Let me see.”

Maud revealed herself again and Amelia got to her knees, looking forwards at Maud’s sex.  Maud stared down, delighting in how the royal bowed before her.

“Come and look, honey,” said Queen Amelia.

Harald walked forwards, looking at Maud for any sign of discomfort.  But Maud was all smiles.  She was flattered by their interest.

“Where did you learn this one, Maud?” asked the Queen.

“In the South they sometimes do it,” Maud said.  “It helps with the heat, ma’am.”

“Fascinating,” Amelia said, touching her painted nails at the strip of fur above Maud’s pussy.  “I think I’d very much like mine styled like that.”

“Paula can do it,” Maud said.  “One of the handmaidens.  She styled mine.”

“Delightful,” said Queen Amelia.  “I’ll call for her at once.”

Harald and Maud were left naked while Queen Amelia retreated to the door and shouted down the spiral staircase for Paula to join them with her razors.

“You’re quite the woman, Maud,” Harald said, sheepishly trying to hold his gaze on Maud’s beautifully round face.

“You’re more than enough man, Harald,” Maud said, flicking her gaze down to the King’s hard cock.

It thrust out from his hips, sitting stiff and inviting.  Maud was overt in her stare now, bouncing her eyebrows at the thickness.

“Would you like it inside you?” asked Harald.

Maud bit her lip and nodded.  “Very much, sire.”

Queen Amelia returned, clapping.  “Right, Paula is on her way.  Let’s get in our baths and wash, shall we?  Maud, make sure you wash everywhere.”

The three of them were almost synchronized as they stepped naked into the hot baths and cooed at the inviting warmth.  They dropped down and reclined, feeling the warm water rush around them.

Ordinarily, Queen Amelia and Harald would have someone else wash them, but now they took to the task themselves, using the scented soaps that Maud had sourced, along with the sponges that she’d suggested some time ago.

Maud bathed herself with gentle calmness, squeezing the water over her bare, hot skin and sending the sponge beneath her to target all the key areas.

In the meantime, Paula arrived and got to work on Queen Amelia, who stood and thrust her hips forward, parting her legs and giving Paula unfettered access to the most private place in the whole kingdom.

When the young handmaiden was done, the Queen’s pussy was silky smooth, with her fur styled just like Maud’s.  Maud had never been more flattered.

“You look like an angel, ma’am,” Maud said.

“You’ve done a wonderful job, dear,” Amelia said to Paula.  “Thank you.”

Paula bowed and took her leave, giving Maud a private, thankful smile.  This would undoubtedly mean further opportunities for Paula.

By now the three of them were washed.  They stood dripping while Maud fetched three towels from near the fireside.  She gave Queen Amelia one and then Harald.

Harald’s cock was flaccid now, but the heat of the water had kept it big.  It swayed as he exited the bath to take the towel from Maud.  She felt her pussy turn damp as she watched it.  Amelia saw her keen stare.

“You can have that soon,” Amelia said.

“At your request, ma’am,” Maud said.

“You don’t have to be all stately now, Maud.  We’ve invited you here to cut loose.  When we go through into the bedroom, I want you to remember one thing.”

“What’s that, ma’am.”

“In there, you are my Queen, okay?”

“Ma’am?”

“I am beneath you in there.  I’m here to learn and be taught, Maud.  I want to see how you please Harald.”

Maud looked between the couple, seeing that they were each on the same page.

“Right you are,” Maud said, rubbing the towel over her skin.

Harald watched her big tits shake.  In contrast Queen Amelia’s barely moved when she brushed the rough fabric over them.

“Follow me,” said Harald, walking ahead to the door.

“I love that view,” Amelia giggled, nudging Maud.

The two of them laughed like old friends as they stared at Harald’s athletic ass as it bounced away.

He walked confidently, more than aware of their attention.  He looked back with a devilish grin.

“Come and join me, ladies.”

Amelia and Maud skipped into the room gleefully, grabbing at Harald’s ass.  He turned around and bent away, retreating towards the bed and pretending to bat away their advances.

“Go easy, ladies,” he said, jumping back and falling into the plush sheets of the bed.

Queen Amelia mounted the bed, prowling around her husband on all fours.  Maud stood still for the moment, unable to bring herself to join the royals in their own bed.  Despite Amelia’s pep-talk, she still revered their relationship.

She looked at the Queen’s athletic body as she kissed up her husband’s thigh.  Maud could see the curve of her beautiful ass and the dainty, pink asshole that sat above her royal petals.

Harald was looking at the cautious Maud and Amelia realized she wasn’t the full focus of his attention.  She looked back and saw Maud frozen.

“What did I tell you, Maud?” said Queen Amelia.  “Come jump on the bed and put my husband in your mouth, there’s a good girl.”

Maud started to smile.  She burst forwards and bounced on the bed as both Harald and Amelia cheered.

“Hurrah for Queen Maud,” Amelia laughed.

The Queen moved back Maud’s hair and put a hand on her neck.  She was about to kiss the older woman but faltered when the notion of lesbianism became a sudden reality to her.

Maud bit her lips and moved her face forwards, clasping her mouth over Queen Amelia and kissing her deeply.

The Queen was at first taken aback, but soon she started to wrestle her tongue against Maud’s as though they were fighting to pin each other down.

Harald watched the act with quiet wonder.  His cock began to stiffen as he saw the two naked beauties embrace.  He watched Maud’s hand drift down towards Queen Amelia’s freshly shaven pussy and explore.  The Queen gasped and looked down, then she gripped Maud’s wrist and held it there.

Mauds pushed against the petals and found the cum at Queen Amelia’s tight O.  She breached it and rubbed the wetness back across her flesh, then she brought her fingers to Queen Amelia’s mouth and offered them up.

The Queen gasped and then enveloped Maud’s digits, cleansing them of the cum while Harald stared.  Unable to watch without acting, Harald picked up his cock and began to jerk it.

“Let me do that,” Maud said, seeing Harald’s busy hand.

Maud dropped her face towards the King’s cock.  She wrapped her fist around it and pumped steadily, watching up close as the King’s flesh moved.

“Swallow it, Maud,” hushed Queen Amelia, staring.

The Queen had taken up from where Amelia had left her.  She was fingering at her folds and tasting the alluring, sweet cream that her pussy produced as she watched the action.

Maud opened her mouth over the royal crown, pushing the hard flesh deep into her mouth and sucking.

Queen Amelia watched closely, studying how Maud worked her husband and how Harald reacted to her methods.

She marveled as Maud slurped up off the tip, spitting and jerking Harald’s cock like she was devouring a meal.

Maud would mouth all the way down Harald’s shaft and even lick at his balls, all while jerking his stiffness in her firm grasp.  She’d dazzle her eyes at Harald too, letting him know just how much she was enjoying herself.

Queen Amelia moved behind her handmaid and looked at the plump, inviting ass on display.  It was shaven clean of hair, and Amelia could see the tight muscle and the aching groove beneath.  Maud’s pussy was leaking and swollen, clearly hungry.

“You’re getting excited, aren’t you, Maud?” asked Queen Amelia.

Maud looked back.  “Eat it,” she said staring.

Queen Amelia didn’t quite know what to do.

“I’m sorry?” she said.

“You heard me.  Put your mouth over me and lick.”

Queen Amelia gasped and giggled.  She looked at Harald as though to check that he had heard Maud.

“You heard the woman,” Harald said.  “Eat.”

Queen Amelia felt as though the pressure was off her now that she’d been commanded to do it.  She was curious, of course, but she wouldn’t have found the bravery had Maud not insisted she act.

She moved behind Maud and wondered just how she was going to make her mouth touch Maud’s sensitive flesh.

“I don’t feel you eating,” Maud said, jerking Harald idly.

Queen Amelia pushed her face between the soft cheeks of Maud’s ass.  She tongued for her pussy, tasting the sweet cream.  Her nose pressed against Maud’s clean asshole, and Queen Amelia moved her mouth up to tongue at that too.  Maud closed her eyes and cooed.

“What’s she doing?” asked Harald.

“She’s tonguing my asshole, sire,” Maud said.

“Oh, I must see that,” Harald said, and he maneuvered around the bed until he was staring at his dainty wife’s naughty tongue.

Queen Amelia put on a show for her husband, sticking her tongue out far and tickling it up against Maud’s naughty knot.

Maud pulled open her ass-cheeks with her hand, looking back and seeing Queen Amelia’s naughty eyes as her mouth did untold things.

“Get it nice and clean for Harald’s cock,” Maud said.

Harald was almost shaking with excitement.  He’d never been in a woman’s asshole before.

“You wouldn’t think it could take it,” Queen Amelia said, rubbing at the little knot with her finger.

“You’d be surprised at what it can do,” Maud said.

Queen Amelia teased the tip of her finger inside, looking at Maud for a reaction.  Rather than seem pained, Maud grunted as though she was having her shoulders massaged.

“Look how she takes it,” Queen Amelia said, impressed.

She put her tongue back against Maud and waggled it inside as far as her finger had ventured.  Gradually the muscle relented, becoming more malleable.

“It’s slackening up,” Queen Amelia said, looking back at Harald.  “Think you can fit in that?”

She pushed the muscle open with the index finger of both hands, looking back at her husband as she presented the puckered-up knot.

“Stuff him inside me, Queen Amelia,” Maud said.

Harald moved into place and the Queen gripped his cock, tugging him forwards.  She was keen to make the two meet, relishing the notion of playing matchmaker.

The Queen and her husband looked down as his cock touched the tight muscle.  Amelia smudged the tip up and down over the little hole, then set it in the recess.

“It’s not going in,” she said impatiently.

Maud started to push back, and Harald held the base of his cock steady.  He gripped his thumb and finger around it, turning the length of him stiff as it filled with blood that couldn’t escape.

Maud felt him become stiffer and pushed back eagerly, straining a groan as she felt herself open.

“It’s going in,” remarked the Queen excitedly.  She looked up at Harald to see his shocked expression.  “How does it feel, dear?”

“Like magic!” he announced.

Harald felt the warm, tight grip of Maud’s delicious asshole.  He’d dreamed of fucking the handmaid, but not like this.

Maud continued to ease back against him and Harald felt her ass slip over him, shrouding him in the beautiful warmth.

“Oh, Maud, that’s impressive,” said Amelia.

“Take him out of me,” Maud said, breathing deep.

Queen Amelia rushed, thinking that Maud couldn’t stand it.  Harald was compliant too.  He watched his cock emerge from its maiden voyage into the unknown.

“Now suck,” Maud said, looking back.

Queen Amelia was dumbstruck.  Even Harald was shocked.

“Suck his cock, Maud?” asked Queen Amelia.

“Yes,” said Maud plainly.  “Unless you’re not as naughty as I thought?”

Queen Amelia was keen to impress the worldly woman.  She looked down at Harald’s cock.  It looked just as it had, but Amelia knew where it had been.

“Do it,” Harald urged, keen to have his cock go somewhere.

Queen Amelia opened over the tip and her two partners rejoiced.

The spinster listened to the smacking of the Queen’s lips as she sucked Maud’s ass off her husband.

“Now back inside,” Maud said.

Queen Amelia married the tip up to Maud again and this time it went in easier, lubricated with her spit.

She watched her husband go deep and feel the tight embrace of Maud’s sphincter again, but at his deepest point Maud pushed him back and Harald exited her.

“Again,” she said.  “Suck.”

Queen Amelia was quicker to put her lips around it this time.  When Maud instructed her to repeat the process again soon after, Amelia had some idea of her duties now.

She cleansed her husband’s cock as it slipped from ass-to-mouth again and again, placing him back inside and watching the adultery happen right in front of her.  In any other kingdom Maud would be beheaded, but here she was celebrated.

“Now fuck my ass, Harald,” Maud told the King, and this time Harald was allowed to stay inside her for a prolonged period.

Queen Amelia rubbed at Maud’s plump butt, massaging around the intruder as it bounced in and out of Maud’s ass like magic.

Harald couldn’t believe how his cock seemed to disappear into Maud, marrying their two bodies with no clear join.  It was as though he was bouncing right through her back, but the warm embrace beyond was a beautiful change of pace from the familiar texture of the Queen’s pussy.

“Get underneath us,” said Maud.  “Put your mouth on my cunt while your husband fucks my ass.”

“Maud, where do you get these words?!” Queen Amelia gasped, tittering.

She turned at opposite ends to Maud and lay on her back, creeping underneath Maud and staring up at Maud’s cherubic body.

Maud’s big tits swung as Harald bounced into her, teasing over Queen Amelia’s naked body as she positioned herself beneath the duo.

Queen Amelia wriggled down eagerly and soon she was mere inches from the sinful act above.  The view was like nothing she’d ever hoped to experience.

She could see Maud’s delightfully trimmed pussy hair, and beneath that the shaking petals of Maud’s pussy.  Maud was so turned on that a string of cum was easing out of her, hanging suspended in the air.

Queen Amelia kept her head there and hardly breathed as she watched the drool extend and drop right onto her face.  When she felt it touch her, she gasped and started to rub herself.

Maud looked down at the royal petals and how eagerly Queen Amelia’s fingers pleased them.  She’d never known a wife enjoy her husband’s infidelity so readily.

Queen Amelia writhed and wriggled, thrusting two fingers inside herself as she watched her husband’s balls swing and strike Amelia’s vacant pussy.

“I don’t feel you eating my cunt,” Maud said, looking under herself.

Queen Amelia rushed her mouth upwards as though a starter pistol had sounded.  She clasped right over the source of Maud’s cum, slurping it through her lips and spreading it back against Maud with her tongue.

“Oh, yes,” Maud said.  “That’s it.”

Harald pushed down on Maud’s butt and moved his cock slowly, rocking it so that it only penetrated her by an inch or so.

It gave Queen Amelia greater access.  She pulled herself up by gripping Maud’s hips and feasted on the first pussy she’d ever tasted.

Maud thought Queen Amelia a natural.  Her wandering, tongue teased and flexed beautifully, and the eagerness with which it explored made Maud even more turned on.  It wasn’t long before she was gasping close to climax.

Harald rocked through her asshole and the muscle became wonderfully confused, caught between wanting to pinch Harald out of it and opening to accept more of him.  Combined with Queen Amelia’s sucking lips around her clitoris, Maud’s climax seemed a certainty.

She started to gasp, gripping the sheets with her fist and moaning in a way that neither Harald or Queen Amelia had ever heard her do.

“Fuck my fucking ass, Harald,” she spat.

Her dirty words made Queen Amelia pound her fingers into her pussy with greater gusto.  They slipped through her, and her palm patted against her charged clitoris as she fought to arrive alongside her handmaiden.

“Oh, fuck!  Fuck!  Fuck!  Fuck!” Maud cried, displaying her common tongue to the royal duo.

Harald sprang through her knot excitedly, spurred on by her words.

“Are you going to come with us, Harald?” she asked, looking back and nodding desperately.  “Please!  Please do, Harald.  Please come in my ass!”

Queen Amelia didn’t even know that was an option.  She tongued at Maud and then crashed her head back into plush duvet as she started to climax.

Queen Amelia bounced her fingers through her sticky pussy, and it started to squirt out its juices, firing them along the sheets in burst.

Maud was impressed and surprised that Queen Amelia had it in her, but when she saw the bursting joy, she felt a wave of euphoria race through her.

Her pussy fluttered and then started to contract.  In the chamber behind it, Harald’s hard cock stiffened and seemed to grow larger.

“I’m coming!” cried Maud.  “Come in my ass, Harald!  Fill me up with spunk!”

Harald couldn’t help himself.  His balls pulled tight to the base of his cock and got ready to deliver their payload.

In the meantime, Maud’s pussy was leaking more of its cum.  Her core squeezed and expelled the fluids, sending them in oozing strings that Queen Amelia caught on her face and in her mouth.

She opened her lips wide and let the drooling cum bathe her as though she was getting a facial.  One hand continued to pound the juices from her pussy while the other rubbed Maud’s cum all over her face.

Harald burst, sending bolts of hot cum deep into Maud’s colon.  As he continued to pump through her, he felt the texture change inside to something more slippery.  Now his hard cock moved with ease, lubricated in his own release.

Queen Amelia could hear the noise of their lovemaking turn stickier as her husband’s hot cum filled the playful handmaiden.

Maud felt the warmth too as her jaw rattled in post-climactic bliss.  She sucked a breath through gritted teeth and let it out slowly through her nose.

Harald pushed himself all the way deep and stayed there, leaning over Maud and kissing at her bare back.

“Impressively taken, Maud,” he said.

“Let’s see how much you gave me,” said Maud.

Harald moved away from her and felt his cock be pinched free by Maud’s pushing colon.  His cock slipped from her asshole, followed in quick succession by the deposit that he’d left inside there.

Queen Amelia wasn’t expecting it.  It rained down on her in healthy globules that splashed against her forehead.

The Queen startled, but this time Maud didn’t even have to instruct her.  She shuffled quickly along the mattress so that the next flurry of her husband’s cum landed right into her mouth.

Harald stood back and watched Maud’s asshole sputter the cum free.  It bubbled and then eased out of her.  Her asshole tried its hardest to close but Maud wasn’t done pushing until she was sure there was no more of Harald left inside her.

Queen Amelia’s face was awash with both of their cum now.  She was a gasping mess of ecstasy when Maud moved from over her, revealing the Queen to the whole room.

Maud sat back on her heels and looked down on Queen Amelia, fawning over the tarnished beauty of her majesty.

“You look perfect like this,” Maud said, moving Queen Amelia’s hair away from her face and looking down on the mess.

Harald looked at the tender moment.  It would have been charming were it not for its nature.

“Beautiful,” Maud said, and then as if to show Queen Amelia that she was as low as her, she stooped her mouth to the Queen’s face and started to tongue at the cum.

“I think you could teach us something new every single day, Maud,” Harald said, staring in disbelief.

Maud tongued and sucked, sometimes swallowing down what she’d claimed and other times giving it back to Amelia’s mouth.

Queen Amelia played along through it all.  She had the excited energy of youth and intrigue on her side, and no act or suggestion was met with conflict.  She approached it all with gusto, and it was just as well.

Eventually there was no more cum to be claimed from Queen Amelia’s face.  She thought that her job was done but then Maud straddled her and inched up until her pussy was over the Queen’s face.

“Give me your cock, Harald,” said Maud.

Harald walked his spent, flaccid cock forwards, standing on the bed.  The mattress bounced as he moved into position.

Queen Amelia felt his movements, but she couldn’t see them.  She could see only the creamy pussy and asshole of Maud as it covered her like a cowl.

Maud sat her ass right down on Queen Amelia’s face and the royal mistress felt her maw turn sticky.  She teased out her tongue and tasted her meal, acutely aware that there was little room to breathe.

While that was happening beneath her, Maud was busy sucking the cum off Harald’s cock and keeping him satisfied.

“You’re something different, Maud, you know that?” asked Harald, holding her face gently as she delivered her delicate aftercare.

Queen Amelia was thinking something similar as she was starved of oxygen at the insistence of Maud’s cummy asshole.

When the Queen’s legs started to kick Maud thought it was time enough.  She took her ass off the Queen and then knelt beside her.  She squeezed at Queen Amelia’s tits and shook them.

“You did well,” Maud told her.

Queen Amelia thought it high praise indeed from someone as adventurous as Maud.  She blinked up at Maud as though she was staring at her idol.

“I think we’ll make this a weekly event,” Queen Amelia said, much to the delight of Harald and Maud.

“I think that’s a fine suggestion,” said Harald keenly.

“I’m at your command, ma’am,” said Maud.

“Not in here you’re not,” Queen Amelia replied wryly.

THE END
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Felicia Kendal and her husband Mark were shopping, and when the Kendals shopped, they tended to drop vast sums of money on not much more than a whim.

Today was one of those days, and high-profile realtor Chelsea Quinn had been tasked with showing the Kendals around.  It was supposed to be an easy payday, but the Kendals were intent on making Chelsea work for it.

The Mr. and Mrs. Kendal were already waiting when Chelsea arrived, striding up West 57th Street in her powerful, purple dress.  She was a striking figure at almost six feet, and her curves were instantly the envy of Felicia who narrowed her eyes at the approaching younger woman.

“Good afternoon,” smiled Chelsea, tossing out her blonde hair.  “You must be Felicia and Mark.  It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

“A pleasure,” agreed Mark, extending a hand.

“You’re late,” said Felicia coldly.  She looked at Chelsea’s hand for a second and then reluctantly shook it.

“I’m so sorry, the Sheikhs are in town,” laughed Chelsea.  “They like to talk.”

“And spend too, presumably?” asked Mark.

“Eventually.  They like to know that they’re getting something unique, or at least make sure it’s better than what the other Sheikhs have.”

“Men after my own heart,” smiled Mark.  “Any of them interested in the above?”

“I’m afraid 111 West doesn’t tick the boxes.”

“Oh?” Felicia said, suddenly wary.

“The Sheikhs have unique taste,” Chelsea said, trying to use her words carefully.  “They’re less concerned with elegance and beauty and more concerned with ... opulence.”

“Interesting,” hummed Mark, wondering if he was missing something about his own wealth.

“111 West is utterly fabulous,” said Chelsea.  “You don’t have to worry there.  It’s the most beautiful building on Billionaire’s Row.  An architectural marvel with rich history.  Shall we go up?”

“Let’s,” smiled Mark.

Chelsea beamed at the couple but didn’t find her smile returned by Felicia.  Felicia was still looking the woman over with envy.  She had all the money that she could ever hope for, but it wouldn’t bring back the youthful possibilities that the twenty-eight-year-old Chelsea possessed.  That was something that couldn’t be bought.

“This is the neo art-deco foyer,” said Chelsea, holding out her hands and looking up at the ceiling.  “It’s tastefully decorated in golds and whites and is the perfect little taster to what’s in store above.”

“Wonderful,” Mark said, smiling.

Chelsea knew instantly which of the couple she preferred.  Mark was a bit older than his fifty-year-old wife, and it was tough to gauge his wealth just by looking at him.  The Richard Mille watch on his wrist was a giveaway for those attentive enough.  Chelsea had spotted it.  She was paid to spot things like that.

Felicia was more overt in flaunting her riches.  She wore a Christian Dior dress and carried a Hermes Birkin leather bag.  Her jewelry was clearly expensive, and Chelsea suspected the rock on Felicia’s ring finger was at Felicia’s insistence, rather than her husband’s.

In the elevator Felicia stood behind Chelsea, burning a hole in the back of the blonde’s head.  She looked down the slender back of her hostess, then to the shapely butt that pushed out at the insistence of Chelsea’s high heels.

Felicia turned to her husband and noticed he was looking too.  His gaze didn’t falter, even under Felica’s scrutiny.  He looked at her eventually and gave a simple nod that Felicia understood immediately.

The elevator door binged open, and Chelsea strode out onto the marble floor in front of her, clicking her heels across it before turning to see the reaction of the Kendals as they stepped out.

“As you can see, this elevator arrives right in the foyer of your apartment, putting you immediately at the heart of your home.”

Mark stepped out and looked ahead at the spiral staircase.  His eye was instantly drawn to his right, and to the view from the lounge window.

“I see you’ve spotted it already,” Chelsea said.  “It doesn’t take people long.  Please.”

She offered the Kendals through into the Great Hall and they walked ahead of her, tilting their head up at the tall ceilings before being drawn back to the incredible north-facing view of Central Park.

“You could spend hours stood there,” said Chelsea, joining them at the glass.  “It’s like an ever-changing picture hanging on your wall, and what’s better, it’s priceless.”

“And yet you’ve put a tag of fifty million on the apartment,” challenged Felicia.

“I think you’ll agree that it’s money well spent.  From here, you have one of the best views in the whole of New York.”

“I like it,” said Mark, scanning the upper-west side.  “Beautiful view of the Hudson too.”

Felicia couldn’t help but be charmed by it.  The corners of her mouth almost made a smile.  She touched her husband’s hand as he stood in front of the window, and he stroked his finger in her palm.

“You’re going to have to work hard to lose this sale, let me tell you,” said Mark.

Chelsea’s heart was pounding.  The commission alone would see her satisfied for the year.  She kept her poker-face.

“But Mr. Kendal, you haven’t even seen the best of it,” she said.  “Or perhaps this is more one for you, Mrs. Kendal.”

“Hmm,” said Felicia, trying her hardest to be unimpressed.

“Follow me,” Chelsea said, waving a palm to her right.  “We’ll do the rest of this later.”

The couple walked behind Chelsea as she strode up the spiral staircase, with Mark looking along the smooth, slender legs of his hostess.

“Do you enjoy a bath, Felicia?” asked Chelsea.

“What woman doesn’t?”

“Well, how about this for a bath?”

Chelsea walked to the master bathroom and showed Felicia the huge, aero-jet tub with that same view of Central Park as its backdrop.

“Oh, my,” Felicia said, finally impressed.

“Imagine bathing here, sipping wine or champagne and listening to your favorite podcast,” said Chelsea.

“Or maybe sharing it with someone you love,” suggested Mark, bouncing his eyebrows at his wife.

Felicia rolled her eyes and finally let out a snigger.

“You know, Chelsea, I think there’s something I like about you.”

“I like a lot about you, Felicia,” lied Chelsea.

“I imagine you like my wealth?”

“No, that’s—uhm—no, that’s not it.”

“Don’t embarrass the poor girl, honey,” said Mark.

“Then what do you like?” asked Felicia, genuinely interested.

Chelsea opened her mouth to speak but was struggling.

“I like your taste,” she said eventually.

“This old thing,” said Felicia, looking down at the dress that she’d paid thousands for.

“Taste extends beyond clothing,” Chelsa added.

“My husband then?”

Mark smiled at Chelsea, mouthing an apology.

“He’s handsome, certainly,” said Chelsea.

“Would you like to fuck him?” Felicia said plainly.

Mark’s expression didn’t falter, which led Chelsea to think that she must have misheard.

“I’m sorry?” she said, leaning closer.

“My husband,” Felicia clarified.  “Would you like to fuck him?”

“I—uhm—excuse me?”

“It’s a simple question.  I believe the commission on our purchase here would be as handsome as my husband, would it not?”

“Well, yes, but—”

“And not to mention our tip, right Mark?”

“Oh yes, we’re good tippers.”

“I’m not sure I follow,” Chelsea said, smiling but losing confidence.

“It’s a simple question, Chelsea, I don’t know why you’re struggling.  Do you think my husband’s cock would feel good inside you?”

“He’s ... he’s handsome, yes.”

“That’s not the question, Chelsea.”

Chelsea looked down at the floor and breathed deep.  She’d been trained by some of the best realtors in the country, but this hadn’t been one of her lessons.  It was time for a fresh approach.

“Handsome people get fucked, don’t they?” she asked Felicia.

Felicia nodded.

“Then yes, I’d very much like to fuck your husband.”

“I see,” Felicia said quietly, looking between Chelsea and Mark.  “So be it.”  She waved her hand and sat on the edge of the tub.  “Where should we do it?”

“Do what?” asked Chelsea.

“I think she’s asking where we have sex,” Mark offered.

Chelsea looked at the confident older businessman.  He was one of those fifty-five-year-olds with the body of a man over a decade younger than himself.  His personal trainer got results, and it was clear in the way Mark’s built body sat under his well-fitted suit.  Chelsea would have fucked him for free—she had a thing for older guys.

“Then might I suggest we go back to the Great Hall,” said Chelsea.  “There’s just something so liberating about having sex in front of a beautiful view.”

“Quite,” said Felicia, finally impressed with her hostess.

Chelsea walked confidently from the room, but outside she took several quick, deep breaths to calm her nerves.  This was one of her more unusual requests.

She carefully rounded down the spiral staircase and walked to the huge window that framed Central Park below.

“And you’re just going to watch?” she heard Mark clarify as the couple returned.

“I’m going to join in where necessary,” said Felicia.  “I want you to have your fun with Chelsea here.”

“You think money can get you everything you want?” asked Chelsea.

Felicia smiled.  “It has so far.”

“Listen, I’ll fuck your husband, but I don’t want a cent, okay.  I’ll fuck him for free.”

Felicia stared, feeling stripped of her power suddenly.  It was quite the play from Chelsea.

“I see,” Felicia said, and suddenly the offer didn’t feel as attractive now that Chelsea was keen.

“What do you think, Mark?” asked Chelsea, bypassing the rich man’s pimp wife.

“I’d very much like to see more of you,” confessed Mark.

“Then here you go,” Chelsea said.

She framed herself in front of the view and then slipped down the zipper at the side of her dress, wriggling out of it with sultry bounces of her hips.

Her dress slipped down to reveal her classy black bra and panties, with sheers swirls that showed off her nipples beneath.

“That’s good,” Mark said, staring.

Chelsea could see the arousal in his gaze.  Not only that, but Mark was rubbing at the front of his suit pants and squeezing his cock.

“You like that, honey?” asked Felicia, stepping close to him and whispering up to his ear.  “She’s all yours.”

Chelsea stepped out of her purple dress, standing with her legs astride.  Her pins looked beautifully toned in her high heels.  She turned away to show the couple her ripe butt, bending forwards and pushing it out towards them.

Mark stared as Chelsea’s butt opened.  He could see the slight change in color around her barely hidden asshole.

“Let’s get you out of those pants,” Felicia said.

She put her stocking-clad knees on the hard floor and opened her husband’s belt, fishing inside quickly to release his stiff cock.

When it was free Felicia started to suck it, and Chelsea turned around to see the older woman commit the act.  She thought Felicia was the kind of woman who didn’t get her hands dirty, but it turned out looks can be deceiving.

“She’s getting me ready for you,” Mark said, holding his wife’s head.

Felicia rocked her mouth over his thickness, sliding him into her neck as far as she could muster before sputtering back off him.

To Chelsea the image of a well-to-do fifty-year-old heartily sucking cock was jarring.  She’d never seen anything like it outside of porn.  Even the online adult videos that she rarely consumed didn’t feature people of Mark and Felicia’s age.

“Impressive,” Chelsea said, walking forwards confidently.

Mark’s eyes were on the younger woman’s beauty, ignoring his subservient wife in favor of Chelsea, who still had more to reveal.

She draped her arm confidently over Mark and looked at his handsome face, moving her lips close to him and talking in her most sultry tone.

“Does she feel good around your cock?” asked Chelsea.

Mark nodded.

“You want to know what’ll feel even better?”

Mark tilted his head upwards.

“My soaking wet pussy,” hushed Chelsea.  “It’s wetter than you’ve ever known your wife’s.”

Chelsea stared down at Felicia’s smooth, brunette hair and saw her insulted face glance upwards.  Chelsea smirked, not realizing how Felicia relished the opportunity to be humiliated like this.

The hard floor ached her knees, but Felicia wasn’t about to move.  She kept sucking her husband as Chelsea put her lips to Mark’s and started to kiss him.

Felicia heard the passionate kiss above her.  She held Chelsea’s leg and stroked up it, running over the smooth, firm flesh and remembering a time when she was as supple.

“Take down my panties,” said Chelsea, looking down at Felicia like she was pond scum.

It was Felicia’s turn to be meek and uncomfortable now.  She became excited as Chelsea realized her role in this scenario.  It often took women longer to figure it all out, but Chelsea was one step ahead.

Felicia slid her painted nails into Chelsea’s panties and dragged them down over her smooth, round butt.

Mark leaned away from her to look at the style blonde strip of pubic hair that sat above Chelsea’s perfect pussy.

Felicia had an even better view.  She could see the little slit and the clit-hood between it.

“Taste me,” Chelsea said.

She put her hand on the back of Felicia’s head, relishing the dynamic that was emerging.  As Felicia turned her face upwards Chelsea pushed her crotch forwards, pressing her pussy onto Felicia’s mouth.

“She likes that,” Mark said to Chelsea.

Felicia closed her eyes as the soft, wet flesh enveloped her.  She had everything she ever wanted, but what she yearned for now most of all was a complete shift in power.  For much of her adult years she’d been in control.  It thrilled her to surrender it to someone else and give them a taste of the kind of power she wielded.

“Taste it,” urged Chelsea, relishing the chance to have Felicia suffer at her hand.

But the older woman was far from suffering.  Felicia found great delight in being dominated.  She started to lick, tasting Chelsea’s pussy as she rubbed it against her face.

Felicia stuck out her tongue and Chelsea was caught somewhere between alarmed and impressed at how readily Felicia submitted to her urges.

She allowed Chelsea to rub herself all over her face as Mark held the younger woman upright, fondling her breasts and fumbling with her bra strap.

He opened the clasp, and Chelsea took off the garment, holding Felicia’s head with two hands so that her breasts bunched between her biceps.

Mark was staring at the delightful cleavage.  He dropped his face to the fresh, pert breasts and started to suck.

Chelsea gushed a moan as she felt the older man’s mouth envelop her nipple.  She cooed as Mark bit it, pushing her breast towards his face as though he was starving.

Chelsea put her hand around his cock now and Mark stood beside her, taking off his suit jacket and tossing it onto the nearby couch.

“Shirt and tie too,” said Chelsea, holding his cheek.

In the meantime, Felicia continued to feast, pushing her maw against Chelsea’s wet flesh.  It was as though she wanted her entire face to be coated in Chelsea’s youthful excitement.

Mark stripped off his top and Chelsea swooned at his muscles, rubbing them and feeling the hard resistance.

“As hard as your cock,” she said, eyeing his big chest.

She gripped his length in her downturned fist, squeezing around Mark and tugging.

“Y—yes,” he stuttered, surrendering to her touch.

She jerked it faster and then pulled Mark towards Felicia.  She dismounted the older woman and Felicia blinked upwards as the light came back.

“Suck,” instructed Chelsea, placing the cock on Felicia’s lips.

She squeezed the woman’s cheeks and crouched to the floor.

“Suck his cock, you worthless slut,” she spat.

Felicia was impressed at how attuned Chelsea appeared to be to her needs.

“Tell me again,” urged Felicia.

“Suck that fucking cock, you disgusting, old bitch.”

Felicia moaned over her husband and drove him into her mouth.

Chelsea gripped the woman’s short ponytail and started to drag her head back and forth, using her mouth as a vessel to jerk Mark’s cock through.

“Get him ready for my pussy,” said Chelsea, looking up with a grin at Mark.

Mark was impressed too.  He shook his head in disbelief at the rare diamond that he and his wife had uncovered.

“Matter of fact, eat my ass, there’s a good slut.”

Chelsea stood up and turned away from Felicia.  She backed up onto the eager woman’s face.

Felicia stared forwards at the beautifully sinful knot of muscle as it approached, sitting above Chelsea’s leaking puss and looking delicious.

Chelsea settled her ass back against Felicia’s face and bent forwards, holding Mark’s hips.

Mark took off all his clothes and then returned, standing before Chelsea expectantly.  She held his waist again and this time she dropped her mouth over his cock and started to suck it.

Using Mark as leverage Chelsea pushed her ass back against the crouching well-to-do woman behind her.

Felicia tongued at the muscle, flicking over the sensitive nerve-endings and tasting the naughtiest part of Chelsea’s classy beauty.

To Chelsea it felt like a miracle.  The woman who had looked down her nose at Chelsea when she’d first met her was now willingly tonguing at her ass, and it felt incredible.

“Eat my fucking ass, you worthless bitch,” spat Chelsea in-between mouthfuls of cock.

Mark throbbed as he heard the younger woman berate his wife.  She was a natural, but Mark wanted more.

“You want my pussy now?” she asked, looking up at Mark.

Mark nodded.

“Think you can fuck me while I sit on this slut’s face?” asked Chelsea.

Again, Mark nodded, but this time his smile grew wider.

“Hey, slut,” Chelsea said, addressing Felicia.

Felicia wiped her mouth and pushed herself up off the floor.

Chelsea snapped her fingers and pointed.  “Lie here.”

She gripped the woman’s hair and pulled her towards a chaise longue, then threw her onto it.

“Like this?” asked Felicia, sitting at the end with the tall back.

“No, idiot,” Chelsea said, striding over.

She was tall and naked, exuding a different kind of power now.  It was a sexual power, and she could wield it over Felicia with wild abandon.  The older woman could barely compete.

Chelsea moved her roughly until Felicia’s head was at the open end of the seat, looking up at the tall ceiling above her as she lay on her back.

“Now eat,” Chelsea said, and she used Felicia’s face as a seat.

She smothered Felicia’s maw with her pussy and ass, feeling the struggling breaths burst out from the older woman’s face as she fought for oxygen.

Felicia strummed her tongue over whatever she was offered, eating pussy and ass like it was her last meal.

Mark stood in front of Chelsea and looked down at her serene face as she relished the sensation of Felicia’s tongue all over her.  He started to jerk his cock and then he brought it forward to Chelsea’s mouth again.

She gripped him and studied his cock.  It was weathered from age, but it looked like it had a ton of experience.

Eventually Chelsea got up and turned her butt to Mark, bending forwards and holding Felicia’s stomach as she presented her holes to Mark.

“Fuck me,” she told him, looking back.

Mark walked forward, guiding the tip of his cock to Chelsea’s soaked pussy.  It was glistening with Felicia’s spit, and her core had begun to ease out its cream for him.

Felicia looked up from where she lay, with front-row seats to the adultery happening above her.  She watched her husband’s cock touch Chelsea’s dainty petals and then marveled as he speared right through her.

Chelsea hissed a breath.  Mark was big.  He drove his thickness deep until his whole cock was sheathed in the younger woman’s pussy.

“Fuck, that’s tight,” grunted Mark.

“A windsock would be tight compared to this old bitch’s pussy,” Chelsea spat.

Felicia almost laughed at that one.

Mark started to buck forwards steadily, driving his cock through Chelsea’s pussy slowly at first.  He rubbed around her bare, young butt, enjoying the way it moved.

He started to rub his thumb on her asshole and Chelsea giggled.

“Your husband’s naughty,” she laughed.

“What’s he doing?” asked Felicia, keen to hear it detailed to her.

“His thumb is on my asshole,” Chelsea said, looking under herself at Felicia.

Felicia wriggled, her pussy turning hot.

“Let’s see what you’ve got to offer,” said Chelsea, and she started to lift Felicia’s skirt up over her stocking-clad thigh.

The fabrics slid against each other and soon Chelsea could see the classy panties that Felicia wore beneath her expensive dress.

“Take those down,” Chelsea said.

Mark fucked Chelsea harder, hitting deep and rocking her forwards every time he thrust.

Chelsea whined and soon all her focus was on how good Mark was fucking her.  She didn’t even comment when Felicia downed her panties to reveal her hairy pussy.

The rich socialite lay beneath the adultery with her panties around her knees, waiting to be addressed.

In the meantime, Chelsea was well on her way to a terrific orgasm.  She started to rub her pussy as it approached climax, feeling her thighs quiver.

“I’m going to come on your husband’s cock,” she grunted.  “Fuck, he’s going to make me come.”

Chelsea strained and opened her mouth.  No sound came from her initially but then she grunted, letting go of a muscle she was clenching.

Squirt burst out from her pussy and fell unceremoniously onto Felicia who squirmed in shock.

“I’m coming!” cried Chelsea now, working her clitoris quickly.

Mark continued to thrust through the contracting core of his younger lover, tapping her cervix and giving her the gift that few men were able to.

The whole time Felicia sat beneath them, grimacing as warm squirt spattered down on her.  Her face and hair became wet, as did the chaise longue beneath her.

“Look at her,” Chelsea said, staring past her swinging tits and delighting in Felicia’s discomfort.

Mark pulled out of Chelsea and the younger woman dropped to her knees and put her face close to Felicia’s.

“You dirty whore,” Chelsea said, gripping her face.

Felicia squirmed.

“She’s got her dusty pussy out for us all too,” laughed Chelsea.

Mark enjoyed his wife’s discomfort because he knew how much Felicia enjoyed it too.

Chelsea spat across Felicia’s face, grinning as Felicia scrunched up her nose and rubbed the saliva off herself.

“I’m going to squat over you again and your husband is going to fuck my ass this time,” Chelsea said.  “Which leaves my pussy free for your mouth.”

Chelsea maneuvered over Felicia, holding the top of her thighs as she dropped her pussy close to her face and kept her legs open.

Mark couldn’t believe the view he was looking down on.  It was as though Chelsea had wrestled his wife into submission and was now pinning her for the final count.

He approached holding his cock and staring at the dainty dot of Chelsea’s asshole, wondering how he was going to fit.  He touched the head of his length to the tight muscle and pushed.

“Harder!” grunted Chelsea, earning the sale.

Mark gripped tight around the base of his cock so that it flared up even stiffer.  Gradually it impaled Chelsea’s butt, her ring sliding over it reluctantly as she grunted.

“Like that,” she moaned.  “Just like that!”

Again, Felicia had front-row seats as Chelsea gave Mark the gift that Felicia never could.  Felicia was too prudish for anal, which was ironic given that she was happy to take a wad of spit in her face.  She watched her husband’s cock slowly disappear, much to Chelsea’s anguished glee.

Chelsea moaned long and loud, yearning to have all of Mark go inside her.  Her ass was a part of herself that Chelsea saved for only the most special and deserving of intruders.  She figured Mr. Kendal was one of them.

“Everything,” she said, looking back at him.  “Stuff it in me.”

Felicia saw her husband go all the way.  He was so deep that his balls touched Chelsea’s petals.  Then Chelsea opened her knees wider and dropped her pussy onto Felicia’s face.

Felicia felt her husband’s balls on her forehead and Chelsea’s pussy over her nose.  She flexed her tongue and tickled the tip against the act above.

Mark started slowly, dragging his cock back carefully and feeling Chelsea’s tight butt pinch around him.  He drove into her colon and soon her was fucking her at a pace that would see him bolt soon enough.

Chelsea felt him at the pit of her stomach.  On its own anal sex lacked a certain something, but feeling Mark stimulate her pussy from the chamber beyond while his wife tongued at her clit meant that the act was not only tolerable, but delightful.

“I want your cum in there,” she told him, looking back.

“Your wish is my command,” Mark said, saluting.

He held Chelsea’s supple butt and started to drive into her powerfully, dragging his mature cock back so far that Chelsea’s butt thought it might pinch him free.  When he had almost escaped her, he’d push forwards and rush his inches back in quickly.

Each time it would displace some of the drooling cum in Chelsea’s pussy.  The cum would slide out of her in nasty strings that Felicia caught on her face and mouth.

Felicia gasped and swallowed down Chelsea’s cum, staring up at the sordid act that was happening only inches from her face.

She could see the orgasm approach as her husband’s balls pulled tight to the base of his shaft.  They firmed up, ready to deliver the payload and Felicia found her pussy throbbing at the notion.

Chelsea quickly put two fingers inside the older woman’s dry pussy and started to pull her up and down on the chaise longue.

“Ooh,” cooed Felicia, surprised.

She held Chelsea’s naked body and closed her eyes, but her husband’s loud climax awakened her again quickly.

“Fuck,” he stuttered.  “Oh fuck, I’m coming.”

“Fill my ass!” demanded Chelsea.  “Fucking fill it.”

Mark rocked through her tight sphincter and felt the cum rush up his shaft.  He pushed deep and his cock spasmed, firing the first intrepid rope forward.

Quickly the naughty channel of flesh turned slick and slippery.  When he rocked his cock through Chelsea again it bathed in the first release, shooting off another and then another until Chelsea’s colon was filled.

“Oh, that’s good,” groaned Mark.  “That’s fucking good.”

He started to fuck her delightful hole again, and when he pulled back, the cum started to ease out of his new mistress.

Felicia watched with excitement as the pearly liquid drooled down onto her, making little swirls on her head like it had just been dispensed by a honey dipper.

“In your mouth,” demanded Chelsea, annoyed by how much Felicia was enjoying herself.

She pushed Mark back, and his cock slipped out of her ass.  The muscle shut tight, with a strong intent on keeping Mark’s deposit deep inside for safe keeping.  But Chelsea had other ideas.

“Open your fucking mouth,” she said, squatting over Felicia.

Felicia did as she was told, looking up at the red-raw dot of muscle as it sputtered open and coughed out its offering.

The second-hand cum sputtered and drooled from Chelsea’s asshole, slipping in quick slugs from her butt and falling right into Felicia’s open mouth.

Chelsea watched and so did Mark, seeing the white liquid pool on his wife’s tongue before she closed her mouth.

The next torrent spattered her face and Felicia gasped.  Cum webbed between her lips and gargled at the back of her throat.  Chelsea was delighted.

“Look at that,” she said, turning to examine Felicia’s tarnished image.

Chelsea used her hand to close Felicia’s mouth shut.

“Swallow it,” she instructed.

Felicia made a forceful gulp, and Chelsea’s eyes sparkled with relish.  She looked up at Mr. Kendal.

“She’s some slut, your wife, you know that?”

“I do,” he said, “although I must admit, she even surprised me this time.”

Felicia smacked her lips as the salted-caramel taste of ass-cum registered.  She grinned at her husband and then at Chelsea, rising on the chaise longue and pushing the dripping cum back towards her mouth.

“Thank you for that, honey,” said Felicia, sucking her fingers.

Chelsea sat naked on the chaise longue, looking up at Felicia.  It was as though the older woman’s demeanor changed again and suddenly, she was back to business.

“We’d like to make an offer,” Felicia said to Chelsea.

Chelsea stood up and straightened her back.  She wiped the smile from her face.  “Certainly, Mrs. Kendal.”

THE END
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“Excited hon?” Candace asked her husband Mark, rubbing his thigh as they sat together on the couch.

She had a dazzling grin that looked much more youthful than her thirty-one years.

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

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

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

“Yes, but you want more, don’t you?”

“I don’t remember saying that.”

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

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

“I guess I’m not most people.”

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

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

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

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

“Or woman,” Mark added.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mark swallowed uncomfortably.

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mark stared at the television as Miss. Bullock gave her signature wink to round-out the show.  It felt like it was being delivered to him alone.  His cock twitched and he imagined how the mature beauty might look without her clothes.  He imagined sucking on her big tits as she cared for him in ways Candace never did.

***

[image: ]


The day of the show Mark and Candace sat backstage, over-awed by the buzz of activity around them as the staff prepped for recording.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah?”

“Then,” Cole said.

“In front of the cameras?”

“Uh-huh.”

“And that’s it?”

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

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

Cole narrowed his eyes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“There she is,” he hushed to himself.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Mark was beside himself.  He’d never dreamed of being this close to the fantasy of Miss. Bullock.  He touched the small of Candace’s back, hoping to find comfort.  Candace shook out her hands and breathed deep, preparing herself for the moment of a lifetime.

They listened to Miss. Bullock introduce their separate interviews that played out for the audience.  Afterwards there was confused sniggering as Miss. Bullock pulled a face.

“I guess we know who wears the pants in that relationship,” said Marjorie to audience laughter.  “Let’s hope we get a better impression of this week’s wife when we bring her out.”

Mark hadn’t paid much attention to the interview that had played.  Candace was confused as she looked back at her husband finally.

“I don’t wear the pants, do I?” she asked.

“No, honey,” whispered Mark.

“Please welcome, Candace and Mark Greene!” boomed Miss. Bullock, and the pair were ushed through the stage curtain.

The studio lights dazzled Mark who turned his eyes away for a moment.  Candace strode ahead, waving confidently and walking to her mark on the stage.  Mark joined her, trying his hardest to smile as he took it all in.

“It’s okay, honey, we’ll look after you,” said Miss. Bullock quietly.

Mark took a close-up look at his crush and saw instantly that the older woman meant what she said.  That small moment provided him with more comfort than he’d had all day.

“My, she’s a tall one, isn’t she?” said Marjorie, leaning back to look up at Candace.

Candace smiled proudly and did a little curtsey.

“Right, so what are we hoping for today, folks?” asked Miss. Bullock.

Mark opened his mouth to say something, but Candace cut him off.

“We’re hoping for a hot younger man, maybe in his twenties, jet black hair, muscles.  He’s a bad boy ... cool, and he knows how to use it.”  Candace rounded off her comment with a wink.

“Hey, I do the winks around here,” Miss. Bullock said with a stern tone followed by a wry grin.

“Sorry,” Candace giggled.

“So quite specific then,” Miss. Bullock said, raising her eyebrows to the audience.  “How about you Mark?  What do you want?”

Mark thought for a moment.  He knew what he wanted to say.

“Nothing?” Miss. Bullock asked.

“I—I just want to have a good experience,” Mark said, and the audience cooed in chorus.

Miss. Bullock could see something in Mark.  He was kind, and that meant a lot to her after all she’d seen in show business.  It didn’t hurt that he had a quiet, endearing way about him, and charming, handsome features that he didn’t use to his advantage.

“We’re all about good experiences around here, Mark, don’t you worry.  Let’s look at who you’re going to be paired with today.”

Candace stared up at the raised stage where the third party was always revealed in a puff of smoke.  She made excited fists with her hands and pulled her lips over her teeth as she stared, hoping to be treated to a man younger and hotter than her husband.

Mark swallowed nervously, wondering if the man that the show had chosen would be an ally or an adversary.  Three’s Company had been the ruin of relationships in the past.

The smoke cleared to reveal ... nothing.  The studio audience gasped, and Mark and Candace looked at Marjorie, who wore a smirk.

“How do I look now?” she whispered to Candace and Candace’s smile dropped.

“We’re not having any technical difficulties folks, I can assure you of that,” Marjorie said.  “This week, we thought we’d do something special.”

Miss. Bullock paused and let the murmurs of the studio audience fill the silence.

“Tonight, I’m happy to reveal, that the third party in this cutesy little relationship will be none other than ... me.”

There was a collective intake of breath followed by whooping and raucous applause.  Mark’s mouth fell open as he looked at Marjorie and then Candace.  Candace wasn’t happy.

“I’m afraid there’ll be no hunk for you, Candace, only The Bull.  Mark, you’re in for a real treat.”

Candace forced herself to smile, knowing that all the cameras were pointed in her direction.  She started to clap with the crowd, looking at Mark and finding herself envious of his genuine smile.

“You’re going to be joining us?” asked Mark.

“I am indeed,” said Miss. Bullock.  “I don’t know what it is, I just feel like I need to be part of this one.”

The audience had never been more animated, and the whole set shook as they whooped and hollered towards the end of the segment.

“Join us soon,” Miss. Bullock said, talking to camera, “where I’ll be sitting down with the Greenes for—you know what?  How about we skip dinner on this one and head straight to the hotel room?  Sound good?”

She gave the camera a wink and then looked at Candace and Mark for an answer.

“Sounds good to us,” Mark said, putting his hand around his wife.

Candace wore her painted smile, feeling the sudden scrutiny of the dominant woman beside her.

***
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“Right, let’s have a wardrobe change,” said Janice, the head of the costume department, waving Mark and Candace towards her.

“What the fuck was that?” asked Candace.  “That’s not supposed to happen.”  She looked around for Miss. Bullock who was once again nowhere to be seen.

“The magic of television,” laughed Janice.  “You know, we’re all kind of excited.  This show has been running for years, and we’ve never seen this side of Miss. Bullock before.”

“I was hoping for another guy,” pouted Candace.

Mark still couldn’t believe it.  He moved like he was floating on air at the center of a wild daydream.

“Let’s put you in this,” Janice said to Mark, holding up some tight leather underwear.

Mark nodded.  At that point he’d agree to anything.

“Candace, this is for you.”

Janice had picked out some revealing lingerie, hoping to use Candace’s naturally beautiful figure to boost the viewership.  Candace, of course, was more than happy to dress down if it meant getting attention.  She grabbed the outfit without a word and the pair got changed.

Mark emerged from his cubicle in his small leather briefs with a silver zip at the crotch.  His chest was strapped in leather that gave him a sense of power he’d never felt before.
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