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“Your mouth on my ass.  Now.”

“You better do what she says, honey,” Stephen grinned.

Donna’s nostrils flared and there was a strictness now to her blonde beauty.  The casual onlooker could be forgiven for thinking that the Bimbo-Bot would live up to her giggly playgirl moniker.  She had a farmgirl-next-door look to her that made her approachable, but she had many personalities.  I guessed this new schtick was just for me.  Donna knew how to play me.

I moved forwards quickly as though I’d just been called to the front of the class by the teacher.  I’d never eaten ass before, but Donna’s was different.  It was clean and unused, unless Stephen had been trying a different kind of sex with her.

I brushed my hair behind my ear and looked to Stephen.  He was watching me now and waiting for me to commit to sin with him.

“That’s it, Jen,” he hushed.

I stuck my tongue out and moved it to Donna.  When my muscle connected with hers, she gave me the most reassuring groan of approval that I’d ever heard.

“That’s it, you naughty slut.  Eat my fucking ass while your hubby fucks my throat.”

Her words made my pussy tingle with delight, but I felt like I couldn’t touch it without her permission.  Instead, I did the one thing I knew I had permission for, and I pressed my tongue further inside her tight hole, listening to her groan on Stephen’s hard dick.

“When she hums like that it’s so good on my cock,” Stephen said, and I eyed at him over the top of Donna’s big, round ass.

I watched as she pleased him, and I pleased her.  I had no idea if the pleasure she was exhibiting was real, but she was sure fooling me if it wasn’t.  Every little lick was met with a whimper of glee, to the extent that I was actively trying to get more cries of pleasure from her.

I made a point with my tongue and waggled it through her loosening knot, noting how realistically her asshole started to surrender to the probing.

Stephen was jerking his cock over Donna and her eyes were closed.  She was moaning just for me now.

“Press her face in my ass,” she said to Stephen.

He moved around the bed, his hard cock swaying on his hips.  He looked so fucking turned on, but it wasn’t for me.

He put his hand on the back of my head and pressed me into her.  Her ass-cheeks smothered my face and I found it hard to breathe.  Nonetheless my tongue stayed stuck out from my lips, swirling over the puckered muscle.

Donna started to rub her pussy.  She patted it and then moved herself away from my face.  I let out a gasp as I sucked the oxygen into my lungs.

“There’s a good slut,” Donna said, and she turned over to show me her pussy.

She rubbed at her clit and watched my wowing face.  I couldn’t believe how wet she was.  Excitement like that seemed strictly a human response, but Donna’s Bimbo-Bot technology clearly had it mastered.

“Come and eat,” said Donna, and she patted her pussy where she wanted my face.
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It was close to midnight when I got the text-message from my husband.  I’d been whiling away the hours while he partied with some friends.  An empty ice-cream tub sat next to me, and the television lit up the dark room.

‘I’m bringing someone back,’ the message read.

I looked around and thought about tidying.  Another message came through right after.  It was a photo of my husband stood next to a young, attractive, blonde woman doing a ‘peace’ sign with her fingers.  Her tongue was stuck out in that playful way.

I recognized her immediately from the few times that I’d managed to drag myself to the gym this year.  She was a fitness instructor that had led one of my classes—the one where I almost had to pass out and I left the room with my hand covering my mouth for fear of being sick.  That was a real high-point.

‘Looking forward to it,’ I replied.  ‘Should I leave you two to it?’

I watched the row of dots grow and shrink as he penned a reply.

‘Harper wants you to watch.  She’s into it!’

I bit my lip nervously.  Being an observer like that was something I both relished and feared.  It was so incredibly hot to me to watch my husband enjoy himself, but so deeply humiliating at the same time.  Somewhere in that awkward embarrassment I found an even deeper pleasure, tapping into something inside me that I couldn’t articulate.  Perhaps it was my insecurities coming through, or perhaps I loved my husband so dearly that I wanted him to have the enjoyment I couldn’t give him.  No doubt Harper, with her toned abs and tight ass, could give him everything he dreamed.

‘I’ll be waiting,’ I replied.

I did a quick clean-up of the lounge, attempting to hide the piggish night that I’d had to myself whilst Greg and Harper had been out enjoying themselves.

Greg worked a tough city job, but he got paid accordingly.  He somehow found the time to look after himself, but I didn’t have the same drive.  He told me he loved me all the same, but I often saw him eyeing other women.  I think he just liked the safety of having me around.

Around an hour later I heard the two of them giggling their way through the door.

“Will she be home?” Harper asked.

I sat upstairs in our bedroom on a chair beside the bed.  It faced where the action was going to take place.  For the past twenty minutes or so I’d been there, psyching myself up and imagining the scene that might play before me.

“Carla?” came my husband’s voice.

“I’m up here,” I said.

Harper giggled again and then I heard their lips smacking together as they kissed.

“Fun night?” I asked as they came up the stairs.

“Fun’s not over yet,” Greg said.  “Honey, meet Harper.”

He pushed her into the room ahead of him.  I looked up from the chair at her.  She wore a tight, small, black dress that hugged her figure.  I think she could have worn anything and still looked good.

“I think we’ve met before,” I said, standing.

“I don’t remember you,” Harper said.

“Harper works at the gym,” Greg said.  “If you can’t tell.  Just look at that ass.”

He turned Harper around and showed me her muscled buns.  Greg squeezed them and smiled.  “One day, huh?” he said to me.

The barbed comment stung, but Greg knew that.  He knew that I got off on being degraded like that.  Harper didn’t know, but she didn’t seem to care either way.

“So, is she just gonna watch or ...”

“Do you want her to join in?”

“Ewww,” Harper said.  “No way.”

“That’s okay,” Greg said.  “Sit in the chair, honey.”

I sat in the chair that faced the bed and locked myself in for the ride.

“She’s just gonna watch us get naked?”

“Uh-huh.”

“And she stays clothed?”

Greg looked at me.  “Stand up.”

I did as he asked.

“Undress.”

I started to take off my clothes and Harper guffawed.

“Does she just, like, do whatever you tell her?” she gasped.

“She does.”

“Can I order her around?”

“If you’d like.”

I pursed my lips and took off my t-shirt and bra.  I could feel Harper’s eyes look over my body and judge it.  Amongst my friends I was one of the thinnest, but amongst Harper’s social-circle I couldn’t compete.  I don’t know how girls like her do it.

“Take off your panties too,” she told me, looking me up and down with half a scowl.

Greg smiled, watching.

I took down my jeans and then peeled my panties down my legs.

“Sit in the chair,” Greg said.  “There’s a good slut.”

I took a deep breath and sat before them both.  Harper was still staring at me with this look of disgust tinged with indifference.

“You could do so much better,” she said as Greg was turning her face to his.

“I am,” he replied.

I watched their lips collide and the kiss blossomed.  As it did, they began to forget about me and explore each other.

My husband’s hands went straight to her ass to squeeze and pull at it.  Her hand was rubbing at his big cock that sat in his pants, waiting to be released.  She bit at his lip and pulled back, laughing.

“Watch this,” Harper said, then she got to her knees in front of Greg.

He looked down, beaming.  The excitement on his face made my pussy flutter.  He looked so ready for her.

Harper flashed open his belt and then snapped open the button of his pants.  She pulled them wide apart and then down to his thighs.

Her face moved forwards and she bit at the big slab of flesh that sat beneath my husband’s boxer-shorts.

Greg grunted, then he pushed his hands through Harper’s lush, blonde hair.  He held his hand on her head and watched as Harper pulled out the waist of his boxer-shorts and peeked inside.  She gasped and then turned to me.

“You don’t deserve that,” she said to me.

I felt that delightful pang of pain hit my stomach all over again.

Harper yanked at Greg’s pants and his cock bounced free.  It jutted out from his frame, strewn in lightning-like veins that ran up his shaft.

He started to unfasten his shirt and pull it back, revealing his toned, hairy body that Harper seemed to love.

She stuck out her tongue and stroked it up the barrel of his dick, bouncing the tip of him on her tongue and laughing.

“Good girl,” Greg said, looking at his new love.

She opened her mouth wide and plunged it over the tip of Greg’s cock, then she drove on further and tucked him into her throat.

My mouth hung open in shock as I watched her deep-throat him.  Fuck, was there anything she couldn’t do?  I was feeling more and more inadequate by the second.

“Fuck, that’s good,” Greg said, turning his head up to the ceiling.

He let out a groan and then looked down at Harper’s handiwork as she pulled his cock from her mouth like a magic-trick.  She was like a sword-swallower the way she tackled him, and she seemed to be completely lacking any kind of gag reflex.

Greg pumped his hips against her, and I watched him fuck her throat briefly.  Harper took it like an absolute champ.  When he pulled out of her again, she gasped and tossed her hair back, then she looked at me and winked.

I thought about playing as I spied on them, but it didn’t seem right.  It didn’t feel as though I deserved it.  Instead, I watched and imagined being in her position—being in the position to be able to please my husband completely.

The look on his face was euphoric.  He let Harper treat his cock until it was soaked in her spit, then she moved back off him and lay on the bed invitingly.  She opened her legs and I saw the little panties that just about covered her modesty.

“Look at that,” Greg said, and he looked back to me.  “Looks good, doesn’t she.”

I nodded quietly.

“You think I should go and lick her pussy, honey?” Greg asked.

I nodded again.

“He can’t hear you,” Harper said.

“Yes,” I said.

“Yes, what?” Harper asked.

“Yes, he should go and lick your pussy.”

“Tell him, not me,” she fired back.

“Lick her pussy, honey.”

Greg smiled and then turned to Harper.  She looked up at him from the bed and curled a finger at him, beckoning him forward.  Greg put a knee up on the bed and fell forwards.

“Take off his pants,” Harper said, barely looking at me.

I got up from the chair and started to remove my husband’s shoes and socks.  Above I could hear the licking and lapping of his tongue against her.  Her soft moans broke through against the smacks of his lips.

I took his pants and underwear down together, then I stepped back and looked at him as he tongued Harper.  She was pushing her big tits together and groaning.  My husband had moved the crotch of her panties over and his face was planted right over her.

“Oh, Greg,” she whined, and her hand rushed through his hair and gripped it.

Greg tongued up her folds and I watched the pleasure on Harper’s face too now.  I’d not known anything close to it in so long.

Harper opened her eyes and saw me watching.  She looked down at my husband’s body as he stretched away from her, then she looked back to me.

“Tongue his ass,” she said.  “Go on.”

Greg broke off her pussy and looked back at me excitedly.  “I’ve never had that done before.”

“She’ll do it,” Harper said.  “Go on.”

“Eat my ass, honey,” Greg said, then he put his face back onto Harper.

I moved around behind him, looking at his muscled butt and the twisted knot of pink that sat between it.  His juicy balls hung below, and his cock pointed up at Harper, stiff as a board.

“Is she doing it?” Harper asked impatiently.

“Not yet,” Greg said, his words muffled by pussy.

“Eat his ass,” she said forcefully.

I pushed my hair behind my ear and moved forward tentatively.  My tongue searched out and tickled the inside of Greg’s ass-cheeks.  He started to groan immediately, and I pressed on, encouraged by his moans.

“That’s it,” Greg said.  “Ugh, that’s good.”

“You nasty bitch,” Harper giggled.  “Keep licking his fucking ass while he eats my pussy.”

She was a real dom, and it all seemed so natural.  The role was perfect for her.  Shit, everything was perfect about her.

I pushed his cheeks apart and washed my tongue all over him, growing with confidence.  Greg pushed his ass out to me and bared himself.

“Yes, Greg,” Harper moaned.  “Get that fucking cock stiff for me.”

I reached beneath and started to jerk Greg’s hard cock as I tongued him.  It was like I was playing a whole new kind of instrument the way my mouth played and my hand worked.

“Put him in me,” Harper said.

She pulled down the front of her dress and those perfect tits sprang out.  They were big and round and beautiful.

Greg reached under her skirt that was now more of a belt around her midriff.  He gripped her tiny little panties and pulled them down her legs, tossing them to the carpet.

“I want her to put you inside me,” Harper said.

She lay back on the bed like a princess and Greg moved into position, nudging her knees open with his.

He paused over her, his hard cock between her legs and pointing at the target.  I moved around to grab him and noticed him running his eyes all over Harper who lay beneath him.

She had a perfectly manicured pussy.  The hair was cut short and styled in a little triangle that sat above her clit-hood.  Her folds glistened with my husband’s spit.  She pushed her ass up and showed me where she wanted him.

“Make him fuck me,” she told me.

I gripped Greg’s cock and jerked along him slowly, then I pulled him forwards and made him meet Harper.  He eased his bodyweight down with his arms and I set his crown against her wet O.

“Put him inside me!” she groaned.

I moved him into her, and Harper let out a moan of delight.  I watched her pussy spread over him slowly.  Greg’s eyes closed and he swallowed, trying to calm himself.

He started to fuck her slowly, then his face fell towards her wobbling tits and he clamped his mouth over her nipple.

He sucked at the node and turned it stiff, then his tongue washed over it.  I moved back slowly, trying not to make a sound.  I sat back in the chair and watched as my husband enjoyed every inch of Harper.

For the next few minutes, it was like I didn’t exist.  I played voyeur, staring from the chair, and studying the bliss in my husband’s face as he got the prize that I couldn’t give him.

He moved about the bed, taking his cock from Harper’s pussy and bringing it to her face for her to clean off all her juices and do her deep-throat party trick again.

I tried to stay calm, but I could feel the tingling of nervous adrenaline.  I felt shame and humiliation in equal measure, but I couldn’t turn away.  I was a glutton for punishment.

My husband turned Harper over and started to fuck her from behind.  She wailed into the sheets, taking the full majesty of his cock and enjoying it to the fullest.

I watched as he made her come again and again.  He hardly ever did that to me anymore.

Harper’s face contorted in pleasured moans.  She looked back to Greg each time to let him know how much she was enjoying him.  Every so often she’d look at me and give me a wry grin.

My nose twitched as she smirked at me.  She lifted herself up off the bed and Greg stopped, pulling out of her.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“I’m not happy with her watching,” Harper said.

“Get out, honey,” Greg said quickly.

“No,” Harper interjected.  “No.  Let’s put her on the bed here.  Lie here, right next to me.  I want you to feel the bed move as he fucks me.”

I stood up and walked timidly to the other side of the bed, sitting beside Harper.

“Lie there,” she said.  “On your back.”

I got into my own bed and lay there naked and exposed.  Harper watched me get into position.

“Watch this, Greg,” she said.

She kicked a leg over my body so that she was knelt facing the bottom of the bed, then she started to back her ass up onto me.

I wriggled my face away from her advancing pussy, but Greg had further instructions.

“Do it, honey,” he said.

I kept my face there and Harper backed right up onto it, pushing her asshole onto my nose and her pussy onto my mouth.

“That’s it,” she said.  “Lick my cum.  Taste my cum that your husband worked so hard for.”

Greg knelt beside and watched, jerking his cock.  I’d never done anything lesbian-like before, so this was all new to me.  If I’m honest, I didn’t hate it.  Harper’s pussy tasted of sex and it felt like it was my duty to clean it.  It was nice to be involved.

“That’s it,” she snarled, writhing back against me.  “Tongue it all.”

I smothered her with my mouth, licking everything she put on me.

“Come bring me that cock,” Harper said to Greg.

Greg knelt beside my calves and Harper bent over to service him again.  All I could see was the inside of her thigh and her soaked pussy and wet asshole up-close.

I could hear my husband’s moans as Harper took him in her throat again, but for now I had a different job.

“Don’t stop!” Harper spat.

I licked and tongued submissively, prodding into her sticky honey-pot and then moving my tongue up to her asshole to try to coax it open.  Whenever I did, Harper would start to moan louder.

“Your wife’s a naughty bitch,” Harper said.

“I know,” Greg said.

Eventually she’d had her fill.  She crawled forwards off me and looked back as I wiped at my mouth.

“You naughty, dirty bitch,” she said.  I was starting to grow into the new moniker.

Harper took Greg and made him lay beside me.  It was exactly how the two of us would normally go to sleep.  My bedside table had the steamy novel on it that I was halfway through reading.

I looked up at the ceiling and then across at Harper as she lifted her dress up over her head.  I could see her abs flex delightfully in the half-light of the bedside lamp.  She straddled Greg and then reached beneath him to grab his cock and stand it upright.

I watched her sink down on him slowly, gradually taking each and every inch that he had to offer.  The look of delight on her face was a picture, but my husband’s was even more intriguing.  He was shaking wildly, like the sensations of bliss were too much to control.

“He’s ready, isn’t he?” Harper said.  “Watch me ride this fucking cum out of him.”

My nostrils flared and I turned on one side, watching as Harper put her hands on my husband’s muscled chest and started to rock her ass.

She jerked his cock inside her slowly.  I could hear the gentle clacking of her pussy around him.  She was filled with her own juices—a testament to how much of a turn-on Greg could be.  He really knew how to please a woman, but I think Harper knew how to please herself well enough too.

“That’s it, Greg,” Harper said.  “Watch this part, Carla.  This is how you make a guy come.”

Greg was beside himself.  He lay back, groaning and moaning.  It was as though he wasn’t even in the room anymore.

Harper worked her ass on him in a way that I could never hope to replicate.  It seemed all her training and gym-work had helped her to perfect this twerk of her ass that she did.  It was as though she was jerking Greg off with her pussy, and he was loving every second of it.

I lay there, moving with the bed as Harper bounced on it.  I looked along both of their bodies and then down at mine.  I didn’t compare.

“Give me that cum, Greg,” Harper started to ask.

Greg moaned in response.

“I want you to pump that hot fucking cum in me,” she said.  “Then I’m going to push it out all over your wife’s face.”

My eyes widened and sparkled.  This was a kind of degradation that I wasn’t used to, but immediately yearned for.

“Yes!” Greg gasped, and Harper started to move faster on him with that naughty smirk across her face.

“Come in my fucking pussy so I can make a mess of your slut wife,” she urged.
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