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My mouth opened with hers as I imagined taking him, then I watched in awe as her lips spread right over him and she pushed him into her mouth.

“Fuck,” I hushed, and Richard let out a long, deep sigh of approval.

He leaned his head back and I watched him disappear in her mouth.  Lily pressed onwards and her throat began to bulge.  My eyes spread wide as her lips eked their way down to the hilt of his cock.

“Jesus.  Where’d he go?” I said, giggling.

Lily’s eyes smiled and then her mouth unwound over him, revealing his inches quickly before she gasped off the tip of him.

“Now that’s deep-throating,” I said to Richard, but he was too busy looking down in shock.

“Where’d you find this girl?”

“We’re lucky, I guess,” I shrugged.

Lily smiled and then went in for seconds, planting Richard deep in her throat and this time keeping him there.  She worked her neck over him and he let out a long, satisfied groan.

As she devoured him I watched a group of people approach along the sidewalk and pass our car.  One of them turned to the window and fixed their hair.  They were completely oblivious to the sinful show that was occurring inside.

When I looked back to Lily she was massaging my husband’s balls and beating his cock in her fist.  Her mouth sat over him, snarling with her efforts as she looked down with lustful energy.

Her legs were split at the knee with one foot placed on top of the other.  It seemed to invite me in and I moved across the well of the cab to get closer.

She watched me approach, beating Richard in her fist but turning her attentions to me briefly.

I moved slowly, not wanting to scare her.  My eyes stayed locked on hers but my hands were moving to the crotch of her black pants.

I placed my fingers right over her pussy, feeling the heat from it immediately as I stared into her eyes.  She showed no sign of stopping of me.  When I started to move my fingers back and forth slowly she let out a sigh and dropped her lips right back over Richard.

He let out a groan and I became more relaxed too, relishing the opportunity now that it was upon us.  I didn’t want to miss a single beat.

“Treat him, Lily,” I said, moving my hand slowly.  “Treat him to your mouth.”

Richard’s hand was on her head now, guiding her up and down as she sank over and over on his length.

Lily started to writhe on the seat, pushing her crotch against my hand as it worked busily between her legs.

I dropped to my knees now and used my other hand to open the button of her pants.  When I slid the zipper down I could see the lacy red panties that sat beneath, looking just as inviting as the rest of her.

Lily looked down and gave a subtle nod, smiling afterwards.  “Help yourself,” she said.
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Joining My Husband With The Hot Female Chauffeur
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“Nice of them to send a woman,” I said from the back seat, idly peering out of the window as we made our way to the airport.

The lady in the front seat said nothing, staring straight ahead and calmly moving the wheel.

“How old are you?” I asked, looking into her rear-view mirror.

Her blue eyes flicked to the backseat and she gripped her gloved hands on the steering wheel.  “Twenty-three, ma’am,” she said.

I continued to watch her as she drove.  She was a very relaxed, clearly confident woman, and she had every reason to be.  When she’d helped with my bag I’d noticed her toned figure and ass-hugging pants.  Her blonde hair curled up out from under her chauffeur’s hat.  She looked like something out of a damn photo-shoot.

“I’m picking up my husband,” I said, not really expecting a reply.  “He’s been on a business trip for two months.  Two months.  Can you believe that?”

The chauffeur stared straight ahead.

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Lily.”

I turned to the tinted windows and watched the city move by.  “Pretty name.”

We traveled a few more blocks before intrigue got the better of me and I decided to talk again.

“Ever see anything crazy in the back seat, Lily?”

I watched as she thought.

“I once saw a man do a line of cocaine off a stripper’s ass,” she said.  “Butt,” she corrected.  “Off a stripper’s butt.”

“I don’t mind curse-words, Lily.”

She twisted a smirk and stifled it.

“Well, as I say, I haven’t seen my husband in months ...”

Lily seemed to be connecting the two topics of conversation together.

“We might be a bit ... frisky.”

“I can handle it,” Lily said.

“I’m sure you can.”

Her eyes flicked to the mirror again and I stared straight into them, smirking naughtily.  Lily looked back to the road and I saw a grin flourish on her mouth too.

“What terminal?”

“Three.”

We moved to the off-ramp and swung round under the barrier.  I slid across the well to the seat just behind Lily, peering over the divide and looking for my husband over her shoulder.

“There,” I said, pointing across her.  “The stud in the blue suit.”  I wound down the window and leaned out.  “Richard, honey!”

When he saw me he beamed a smile, dropping his cell in his pocket and picking up his bag.  Lily put the car in park and I watched her step out to help him.

As she bent for his luggage he gave her a quick look up and down, noticing that same inviting figure that I had when she’d picked me up from our apartment.  He looked to me and raised his eyebrows, then he reached down for the bag.

“I’ve got it,” he said, taking it from Lily’s hand and looking to her as she stood up.

“That’s Lily,” I shouted, leaning out of the window with a smile.

She extended a white-gloved hand and Richard took it, shaking it slowly as he studied her.

“My husband likes younger women,” I said.

Lily seemed unflustered.  She walked to the back of the limo and opened the tiny boot.  Richard joined her and tossed his bag inside, then she opened the door for him.

“Come here,” I said, snatching his tie and pulling him onto me.

He stumbled and we both fell across the back-seat, kissing each other passionately and giggling like lovers.  You’d never have guessed we were in our forties.

I felt the car lurch forward and we sat up, looking to Lily who had begun the return journey home.

“How was your flight?” I asked, leaning on my husband’s big, muscled chest.

“Good,” he said.

“Did you get much pussy while you were away?”

He looked down on me and grinned.  It’s fair to say we had a unique relationship, Richard and I.  I was more than happy for him to enjoy himself with other women.  My only proviso was that I was kept informed, in perhaps a little too much detail than most people would feel comfortable with.  In the past I’d also watched him with other women, but they were rare moments.  It’s not often that they agree.

“One woman,” he said, leaning in to whisper in my ear, “took my entire cock in her throat.”

I closed my eyes and squeezed his leg, taking a breath as he whispered naughty things to me.

“Another,” he began, “rode my cock so hard that I came in her asshole.”

I gasped, and looked to him, slapping his chest playfully.  “I never knew you like that.”

“Anal?” he said.  “What guy doesn’t?”

It was then that I looked forward and noticed the attention of Lily, scanning the rear-view mirror intermittently and watching as my husband and I became more and more intimate in the back seat.

I pulled his tie over to me and kissed him, looking forward at Lily and watching her as my husband’s tongue found mine.

Her hands gripped the steering-wheel, but it wasn’t anxiety that was the cause of her fidgeting, it was intrigue.

“What do you think of her?” I asked now, loud enough for Lily to hear.

Richard looked forward at Lily as she took several calming breaths from the front seat.  Richard didn’t even need to answer.

“Pull over whenever you can, Lily,” I called ahead.

Richard looked to me, confused.

“Just wait,” I said.

Lily did as instructed, finding a large bay down a side-street and putting the car in park.  She shut off the engine and waited patiently.

“Why don’t you come and join us?” I called forwards.

“Ma’am?”

“Come and join my husband and I,” I said flirtatiously, pulling at Richard’s shirt.  “We’d both like you to.”

She took a breath and then unbuckled her seat-belt, opening the car door in one swift movement and moving to the back of the vehicle.

Richard and I peered excitedly through the tinted windows as she made her way down to us.

“I want you to fuck her,” I hushed, patting his chest.  “I want to watch.”

He looked shocked.  “Now?  Here?”

“Yes, honey,” I said hurriedly as Lily arrived at our door.  “It’ll be easy.”

The door opened and Lily peered inside.  “Where should I ...?”

“Oh,” I said, acting surprised.  “Why don’t you sit right here.”

I scooched over and patted the seat between my husband and I.  Lily moved over Richard’s legs, putting her ass right in his face before sitting in between the both of us.  When she was comfortable I stood up and moved across from them, sitting on the seat opposite.

“That’s better,” I said.

The pair of them were close, but not yet close enough.

“What kind of man do you like, Lily?” I asked.

She took a glance left at Richard.

“I like an older guy,” she began.  “Confident.  Handsome.  Blue-suited.”

Richard’s eyes flashed wide and I started to giggle.  Lily joined me.  It seemed the pair of us was on the same page.  I’d hooked a real live one, alright.

“And what do you look for in a woman, Richard?” I asked.  “And don’t say: your cock.”

He and Lily laughed.  I could see beneath the gap in her cutesy suit-jacket that her big tits were jiggling beneath her tight shirt.

“Well,” Richard began.  “I like a confident woman with curves in all the right places and eyes that you can lose yourself in.”

I looked across at him, staring into his gaze.  Lily cleared her throat.

“What about Lily, here?” I said.

Richard leaned away into the corner of the seat, draping his arm across the head-rests and raising his knee on the chair.

“She’s a real cherry-on-top, isn’t she?” he said.

Lily cheeks flushed red at the compliment.  When Richard turned on the charm it tended to work incredibly well.

“So what do you say?” I asked.  “You and my husband?”

She looked across at me with a stark expression.

“Come on,” I said.  “Don’t act like you’re surprised.”

Her shoulders dropped and she looked more relaxed suddenly.  “I don’t usually fuck clients,” she said.  “But I think I can make an exception.”

My smile stretched from cheek to cheek as she revealed the naughty side of her that I’d suspected.

“Show her what she’s working with, Richard,” I said, crossing my legs opposite.

I wore a short skirt deliberately for the trip.  I was hoping to be sat right here anyway, flashing myself to Richard whilst the chauffeur up-front remained oblivious.  That was, of course, until it turned out that our chauffeur was a saucy, little minx.

Richard kept his left arm where it was, stretched over the back of the seat, close to Lily’s face.  With his right hand he unfastened his belt and then popped the button at the waist of his trousers.

“Help him out, Lily,” I said eagerly.

She pulled her hat off her head and shook her hair out.  It fell down in gloriously shiny locks and the whole cabin filled with the scent of her.

She reached over and fumbled at his zipper, then she slid down off the chair and found herself a seat in the well between the both of us.  She tugged at his pants and pulled them down his legs, until it was only Richard’s underwear that hid his sizeable modesty below.

“Would you look at that?” I said, eyeing down at her big ass that pointed right in my direction.  Lily wore a tight pair of pants that fell deep into the crack of her butt, giving me no illusions as to what was to be found beneath.

Richard was too busy staring down at Lily who had returned to his waist to tackle his underwear.

“She’s not wasting any time,” he said, glancing at me and then looking back down at her.

I leaned forward and watched as she slowly began to reveal him, sliding her fingers inside the waist of his Calvins and teasing them down.

I watched his hair become thicker as the garment dropped and then I braced myself, seeing the wide shaft suddenly and then the bulbous, pink crown that slid up and out of his pants.

Lily paid them no mind for now, instead working his underwear down his legs until it joined his suit-pants.  She removed his shoes and took everything off him before pushing his knees wide and finally addressing his engorged cock.

“Is this all for me?” she asked, looking back at me for permission.

“It sure is,” I said slowly, watching close as her hand wrapped around my husband’s thickness.

It sprouted up out of his fist and looked somehow more impressive when she started to squeeze her way along it.

“Oh, that’s it,” he groaned, closing his eyes and letting out a deep breath.

“That’s it,” I agreed, watching close.

Lily moved her face closer, crouched on her knees like a naughty, submissive slut.

“Take him in your mouth, Lily, honey,” I said, trying to be as nonchalant as possible as I gave my debauched orders.

She leaned forwards and Richard watched closely.  Lily was careful not to obscure a thing, presenting my husband to me as though I was the camera-man in this whole sordid affair.

I watched his thick muscle keep his cock stiff as she took him, moving her body up onto the seat so that she lay across it with her face hovering over him.

Richard moved her hair aside for me and she gripped him, jerking slowly and opening her mouth wide as she approached the bulbous tip.

My mouth opened with hers as I imagined taking him, then I watched in awe as her lips spread right over him and she pushed him into her mouth.

“Fuck,” I hushed, and Richard let out a long, deep sigh of approval.

He leaned his head back and I watched him disappear in her mouth.  Lily pressed onwards and her throat began to bulge.  My eyes spread wide as her lips eked their way down to the hilt of his cock.

“Jesus.  Where’d he go?” I said, giggling.

Lily’s eyes smiled and then her mouth unwound over him, revealing his inches quickly before she gasped off the tip of him.

“Now that’s deep-throating,” I said to Richard, but he was too busy looking down in shock.

“Where’d you find this girl?”

“We’re lucky, I guess,” I shrugged.

Lily smiled and then went in for seconds, planting Richard deep in her throat and this time keeping him there.  She worked her neck over him and he let out a long, satisfied groan.

As she devoured him I watched a group of people approach along the sidewalk and pass our car.  One of them turned to the window and fixed their hair.  They were completely oblivious to the sinful show that was occurring inside.

When I looked back to Lily she was massaging my husband’s balls and beating his cock in her fist.  Her mouth sat over him, snarling with her efforts as she looked down with lustful energy.

Her legs were split at the knee with one foot placed on top of the other.  It seemed to invite me in and I moved across the well of the cab to get closer.

She watched me approach, beating Richard in her fist but turning her attentions to me briefly.

I moved slowly, not wanting to scare her.  My eyes stayed locked on hers but my hands were moving to the crotch of her black pants.

I placed my fingers right over her pussy, feeling the heat from it immediately as I stared into her eyes.  She showed no sign of stopping of me.  When I started to move my fingers back and forth slowly she let out a sigh and dropped her lips right back over Richard.

He let out a groan and I became more relaxed too, relishing the opportunity now that it was upon us.  I didn’t want to miss a single beat.

“Treat him, Lily,” I said, moving my hand slowly.  “Treat him to your mouth.”

Richard’s hand was on her head now, guiding her up and down as she sank over and over on his length.

Lily started to writhe on the seat, pushing her crotch against my hand as it worked busily between her legs.

I dropped to my knees now and used my other hand to open the button of her pants.  When I slid the zipper down I could see the lacy red panties that sat beneath, looking just as inviting as the rest of her.

Lily looked down and gave a subtle nod, smiling afterwards.  “Help yourself,” she said.

It was like Christmas Eve for me as I scrambled open her pants with the intention of tasting my first pussy.  I’d never quite been this involved before when Richard was satisfying his urges with other women.

Lily moved her ass up off the seat as I pulled down her pants, sliding them down her closed legs and then dragging them over the high-heels.

When I was done she put her feet exactly where they were.  Beneath the sheer fabric of her panties I could see her pubic hair, set in a little triangle atop her pussy that was just out of sight below.

I placed my hand on her again and felt the flesh move beneath me as my fingers worked her.  Her moans became louder but were muffled by Richard’s cock that sat again in her mouth.

I couldn’t believe what was happening, but I wasn’t about to take a break in order to come to terms with it.  Instead I moved my face closer to those red panties of hers.  They seemed to beckon me forwards like a shining light to a magpie.

I breathed long and hard, trying to subtly let Lily know that my mouth was close.  I looked down my nose at her panties and then moved my face, opening my mouth and clasping it over the crotch of her panties instead.

She let out a long groan and I heard the slap of my husband’s cock falling against his stomach as Lily turned to watch me.

I opened my eyes and looked up at her, pressing my tongue against the crotch of her panties until they were sodden.  I kissed and mouthed over her, teasing her just a little longer.

Lily though, it seemed, wasn’t in the business of being teased.  Instead she slid the crotch aside and then grabbed the back of my head, pushing me on to her.

My mouth fell against her petals and I was shocked by her forwardness at first.  I opened my mouth and tasted her, gliding my tongue up and down her groove as she spoke.

“That’s it,” she said.  “Do you know what your naughty wife is doing?”

Richard looked over.  “Is she ...?”

“She’s eating my pussy,” Lily said, giggling.  “And she’s good at it, too.”

She leaned over and I watched her kiss him.  I listened to the smacking of their lips and then joined them, smacking my own against her cutesy little pussy and then pulling back to see what I was dealing with.

Her clit peered out from beneath the soaked, soft-pink hood and below that her pussy flowed, her tight skin coursing down to the wet O that was already beginning to leak a bead of white, thick cream.  I aimed my tongue at it, diving inside to get a real taste of her silky sweetness.

“Fuck, yes,” she growled, pressing her forehead against Richard’s.

“Nice work, honey,” he said, looking down at me.

I tongued feverishly, sliding it all the way up and down her and imagining how I liked to have it done to me. Beneath my tongue I could feel her clit stiffen and I decided to give it my fully attention, sucking at it and giving it soft bites with my lips that I pulled tight over my teeth.

Lily was by now back on Richard’s cock, slurping her way along it and pumping it in her fist whenever she deemed it wet enough.

“I want to put him inside you,” I said, eager to be part of the next act.  “I want to see him slide inside you, Lily.”

Lily reached down and pulled her panties over her ass.  I grabbed them and slid them down over her long, smooth legs.

She moved off the chair and into the centre of the cab, turning to us and stooping so as not to hit the roof.

I got up and kissed Richard, sitting beside him heavily and wrapping my fist over his cock.  I jerked him slowly as we watched Lily take off her suit-jacket.

“Look at her figure,” I swooned.

She tossed her jacket through to the front of the cab and then unfastened her bow-tie.  It hung around her neck like she was in a strip-show as she started to unbutton her shirt.

The front came open and her matching red bra sat beneath.  My eyes trailed down the opening of her shirt straight to her pussy.  I imagined myself latched onto it again and realized just how naughty I’d been a minute ago.

“Are you gonna join us?” Lily asked now, and I realized she was talking to me.

“Join you?”

She threw her shirt back and then unclasped her bra.

“Aren’t you gonna get undressed?”

“Oh,” I startled.  “Of course.”

“Good,” Lily said, and then she pulled her bra off her chest.

Beneath sat these perfect, big, swinging tits that held a big ‘look-at-me’ sign as they wobbled on her rib-cage.

“Bring those here,” Richard said, curling his finger to her.  I knew he’d like them.

Lily walked across the cab in her high heels, straddling Richard’s legs and hanging her tits in his face.

I took my panties off beneath my mini-skirt, then I took off my jacket and pulled my turtle-neck over my head.

I put my jacket back on now, thinking it somehow kinkier to appear clothed but instead be completely naked beneath.

I watched as I sat beside them.  Richard sucked on her tits like he was feeding from her, angling his head up with this serene look on his face.

Lily looked down, watching him carefully as his mouth made her nipples stiff.  When he took his lips back off her I marveled at just how stiff they were.  The jutted out from her flesh like bullets and I couldn’t help but ask to sample them myself.

“Come here,” I said, and I sat on the chair just like my husband had.

Lily straddled me and I held her ass, feeling the muscled curves and squeezing them as her tits arrived in front of my face.

Richard moved off the chair as I started to suck on her.  It wasn’t until I felt his hand pushing up my mini-skirt that I knew where he’d moved too.

Lily watched me as I sucked on her delicious nipples, then I let out an aching groan and she looked under herself to see the top of Richard’s head, busily lapping at my pussy below.

I mouthed sinfully on her flesh, embracing the debauched little cab that we’d made for ourselves in the back of her limo.

My hands gripped at her ass as my husband teased his tongue over me.  I grabbed each of her cheeks and pulled them wide as I groaned, then I had the naughtiest of ideas.

“Don’t forget Lily,” I said, and my eyes met with hers.

I watched closely as I felt Richard leave me, then I watched her pupils fatten as he arrived at her instead.  She closed her eyes and let out a soft groan.

“What’s he doing?” I asked, oblivious to the answer I was about to receive.

“He’s licking my asshole,” Lily whispered, her eyes still closed.

My throat tightened in shock.

“Your asshole?”

“Yes,” she said, then she let out a giggle.  Another groan quickly followed it.  “His tongue is pressing into my ass.”

“Richard!” I gasped, faux-shocked.

I heard him chuckle.  “It just looked so nice,” he said.

“Show me,” I said.

Lily looked down and then smiled, kicking her legs off me and leaning over the back of the seat.  I moved back and joined Richard.  The both of us stared up at that perfect little dot of an asshole of hers that sat just above the creamy, aching O of her pussy.

“Delightful,” I said, and I hadn’t imagined I’d be so impressed.

“Try it,” Richard said.  I looked to Lily who nodded again.

I moved forward and Richard stood up walked beside me as I crawled towards that naughty asshole that I had no business being anywhere near.

I held her cheek and moved it aside, creeping my face forwards as though I was about to try some foreign food.  My tongue pressed outwards and Lily let out a breath as it touched her ass.

It tasted kind of sweet, but I wondered if that was just the residue of my husband’s spit on her.  I circled my pointed tongue around her tight aperture, pressing it against the muscle that appeared to have a certain amount of give to it.

When I pulled back to look at it I noticed my husband’s big cock hanging close.  I looked at it and then up at him.  He raised his eyebrows as he looked down.

I grabbed him with my hand and put my mouth over him, sucking at the tip of his cock until it was glistening and dripping with my saliva.

Then I moved my face back to Lily’s asshole, pushing the flat of my tongue against it and really working it as best I could.  The moans and groans from her above me told me I must have been doing something right.

This time when I moved away from her ass Richard filled the spot.  His cock ventured into her and I decided to do something crazy.  I gripped the hilt of him and guided him towards her tight ass, holding him there with one hand and using the other to pull him closer.

He pressed against her and I looked to Lily’s face for a sign of protestation.  None came.  Instead her eyes winced closed and Richard continued to press forwards.

I looked down at her ass just as it was gasping over the head of my husband’s cock.  The pair of them let out a moan for entirely different reasons.

The tightness of her aperture over him must have felt incredible, but the dull pain of his thickness pressing into a place that it doesn’t belong must have been uncomfortable.  Or so I thought.

I watched her face with concern, then I watched her bite her lip and furrow her brow.  Suddenly she pushed her ass back with a grunt, taking several quick inches of my husband and driving all the way down the hilt.  I was amazed.

“That’s so fucking hot,” I gushed, spinning a finger over my pussy.  I had front-row seats to an act I’d never witnessed before.

Lily started to bounce back against him at her own pace and Richard kept himself where he was, staring down as his length sprouted again and again from her tight knot.

“He feels so good in my ass,” she said.
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