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That’s how Nicole got me, you know.  I was broken to a point where snatching a taste of my husband’s precum felt like some kind of rebellion, despite knowing that Nicole was going to get the full force of it inside her.

“Now put him in me,” Nicole said, beckoning us forward with haste.  “Quickly.”

I crawled along the floor and Mark walked forwards.  He bent his knees, and I steered him towards Nicole’s puffed-up sex.  It was so swollen with excitement, and clearly it was soaking wet.

It looked like she might have squirted when she came, and I took the opportunity to smudge the head of Mark’s cock in it and have a little fun.  I smiled up at him, but Nicole didn’t like that.

“Put him inside me,” she insisted.

I focused back on the task, setting the smooth crown at the aching O and watching as Mark’s instincts took over.  He drove inside and her beautiful petals massaged the length of his shaft as he sank deep.

“Fuck, Mark,” whined Nicole.  “That’s one big, beautiful cock.”

Nicole looked over her pubic bone, vying to see the point of sinful contact.  Mark moved through her slowly and I watched as his cock emerged, instantly covered in her cream.

“Watch him come inside me,” insisted Nicole in a whisper.

I looked at her and saw the satisfaction.  She sneered like a kid who’d successfully blown out the candles on my birthday cake.  I wanted so badly to smack the smile off her face, but Nicole held all the power.

We’d already given her half the money, and the contract was signed.  The best I could do now was to just comply and get it over with, but Nicole had more filthy ideas.

“Bend me right over, Mark,” she said.  “Get a leg up on here.”

Mark pushed back Nicole’s legs, and the flexible woman’s knees came closer to her face.  I had to lean out of the way, and it was then that Nicole told me her next instruction.

“You can see my asshole, can’t you?” she asked.

Her question made me look, and I could indeed see her tight, puckered knot, hiding behind my husband’s heavy balls.

“Mm-hmm,” I hummed, hoping there’s be no orders to follow.

“Put your tongue in it,” said Nicole.

I didn’t move.  I noticed that Mark stopped fucking her too.  I looked up to see him staring down, watching from the sidelines and wondering how I might react.

Mark wasn’t brave enough to interject.  Shit, Mark wasn’t about to do anything to jeopardize the tight, warm grip around his cock.

“Lick my ass, Tammy,” insisted Nicole.

God, it was so degrading.  What’s worse, it was kind of difficult.  I wound up just pressing my face into the melee and having my husband’s balls on the bridge of my nose as I fought to make my tongue collide with her butt.

“Good girl,” ached Nicole, bracing herself for impact.
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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.

Each time she goaded him Greg moaned harder.  He trembled wildly, his face contorting in pleasure.  His mouth opened in a silent moan and then his whole body relaxed.

“Oh, Harper!” he groaned, and then he pulled her into him.

He started to grunt out his climax, pushing his cock up into Harper as he did so.

“Every drop,” she told him as he squeezed her tight.

I listened to the orgasm leave him with each grunt.  His cock would be swollen and throbbing inside her increasingly sticky core.

“Good boy,” she said, kissing his face.  “There’s a good boy.”

Greg came down on the other side of his climax with a heavy sigh.  He opened his mouth and smiled up at Harper who gave him a kiss on the lips.

“Let’s give this bitch what she deserves,” Harper said.

I wriggled down the bed, keen for my treatment.  It seemed so crazy, but I was fully committed.  The idea of it seemed perfect—as though Harper might have read about it somewhere.  Maybe she was just as debauched as I was, but in the opposite direction.  I enjoyed the torment, and she enjoyed tormenting.

“Take his fucking second-hand cum,” she said, and she straddled me again.

Her pussy sat above my face, and I stared up into it.  It glistened with cum; her’s and my husband’s.

“Open your mouth,” Harper said, pushing her hair out of the way and staring down over her tits at me.

My husband turned over and watched closely.

“Open your mouth,” he told me.

I opened wide and Greg’s seed started to drop out of her.  His warm cum hit my face and tongue and I lapped it down.

“There’s a good slut,” Harper said.

Greg laughed with shock.  “That’s amazing,” he said.

Harper let him fall out of her, stirring her hips above me to coat more and more of my face.

There was so much cum inside her, which I guess was a testament to how much she’d turned Greg on.

“Eat it,” Harper said, and I swallowed what had fallen into my mouth.  It tasted bitter and sweet and creamy all at once.

“Oh, honey,” Greg said.

Finally, Harper dropped on me completely, smothering my maw with her cum-soaked pussy.  It spread all over my face and I hummed up against her.  I could barely breathe, which was something I was sure Harper was aware of.

I struggled and pushed upwards, and Harper pulled her pussy off me, laughing.

“Death by cum,” she teased.

I wiped at my mouth and sat up on the bed with my back to them both, breathing heavily.

“Harper’s gonna stay here tonight,” Greg said.  “You wanna take the spare room?”

I nodded and stood up to collect my things.

Harper fell into my spot on the far side of the bed and lay there naked.  She propped herself up on her elbow and watched as I left the room.

“See you at breakfast,” she said, blowing me a kiss.

I left the two of them alone and went to wash the cum from my face in the bathroom.  I could barely look at myself, but I couldn’t deny that I’d enjoyed the experience.  Somewhere inside me, real deep down, I wanted it.

I bit at my shaking lip and moved to the spare bedroom, listening to Harper’s giggle coming through the wall.

It wouldn’t be the last girl my husband brought back, but it would be my favorite.  Harper was my first experience at eating pussy, and it was one fine pussy to eat.

THE END
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I walked confidently into the main reception of my husband’s law firm.  He was a partner at Johnson and Cambridge, having worked his way up over the years, and today I was visiting.

My high heels clicked across the floor of the large, tiled foyer.  A wall of water trickled gently beneath the ‘Johnson & Cambridge’ sign that sat large on the wall behind the reception desk.

I was recognized immediately.  It wasn’t my first visit.  I’d often come in and surprise my husband, but today was no surprise.

“I’ve got a meeting with Mr. Gardner,” I said, tongue-in-cheek.

The receptionist smiled.  “He’s been waiting,” she said.  “You know where he is.”

She pressed a few buttons out of sight and gave me a nod to leave.

Johnson and Cambridge were such a big firm that they had many receptionists.  There was the huge desk downstairs that greeted visitors and screened calls, but each of the major players had their own secretaries upstairs.

I knew my husband’s receptionist well.  Lana, her name was.  She’d been over for dinner on two occasions.  She was a lovely woman that flaunted her youth, or at least that’s how I saw it the first time I met her.  She was only twenty-two, and at the ripe age of forty I feel I can be forgiven a little for being jealous in the beginning.  I’d soon been put in my place.

We’d planned the day, the three of us.  To my knowledge we were the only ones who knew what was going on.  Lana had made sure Trent’s schedule was clear.  Trent didn’t have to do much except be there on time, same as me.

I walked into that second reception room and Lana gave me a familiar hello and stood up to greet me.

I wasn’t expecting a hug, although I’m not even sure you could call it that.  Lana placed two hands around me and touched them on my back, planting a faux kiss in the air near my cheek.  She locked the door behind me and closed the blinds.

“Take a seat,” she said.  “Your husband will be right out.”

It was ten minutes to the hour.  Through the wooden door of his office, I could hear him on the phone.  Things sounded slightly animated, but Trent felt in control.  He was always in control.  That’s one of the things that turned me on about him when I’d met him.

I set my small bag at the side of myself and got comfortable on the low, leather sofa.  It sat opposite the grand, oak reception desk.  Off to the right was the door to Trent’s office.

I stared at Lana as she worked studiously.  Her posture was impeccable.  She even sat professionally.  Her fingers clicked the keyboard delicately, her long nails not affecting her accuracy in the slightest.

She saw me watching her and gave a warm smile, then she went right back to work, unabashed.  There’s a point when you become so good at your job that you enjoy people watching you.  Lana was there.

I put my hands on my knees and scratched gently at my tights.  I wasn’t used to dressing up all formally like this, especially in the day.  Normally I’d be at home, making sure everything else in our lives was ticking over.  My husband made sure the money came in, and I made sure everything else wasn’t a problem for him.  We worked well together.

Trent had bought me a nice suit.  It had cost him close to a thousand dollars, but maybe he expected me to wear it more than just this once.  This was our first time, of course, but if everything went to plan, I’m sure there’d be a second at least.

I could hear him in the other room, wrapping up his phone-call.  Trent was always pretty punctual.  You see, when you’re a partner in a law firm, the small things like that matter.  ‘It’s the details,’ Trent would say.  ‘It’s all in the details.’

Lana was beautiful.  I was sure that had helped her get the job.  My husband had a hand in hiring her, of course.  He’d said that his secretary represented the business beyond.  She was the gateway; the first port-of-call; the landing-point for anyone wanting to do business with Trent.  If she was bad, that reflected badly on him, and if you can find yourself a competent secretary who’s also smoking hot, well, why wouldn’t you?

Trent had told me I was just as beautiful.  I wasn’t sure how much I believed it, but I loved Trent, and I wanted him to be satisfied in all areas of his life.

It was a minute until two.  Part of me wondered if Trent was just waiting in there, behind the door, ready for our meeting.

Lana tapped the keyboard slower, moving the mouse as if to close something down.  I rubbed nervously at my knees.  I don’t quite know what I had to be nervous about, but it was my first time, sue me.  I’ve got a good lawyer!

The clock hit two and my husband emerged from his office.  He glanced in my direction to confirm that I’d made our scheduled appointment, then he ignored me and walked towards his receptionist.

Lana moved her chair out and turned herself towards Trent.  Trent opened the buckle of his belt and unfastened his pants.  My heartbeat quickened.  I felt the adrenaline rush through me.  My stomach simmered.

“A slot has just opened up, Lana, and I’d very much like to fill it.”

“Of course, Mr. Gardner,” Lana said.  “It’s ready for you whenever.”

My husband’s crotch was close to Lana’s face, but her eyes looked up instead.  Trent stared down, pulling his pants open wide and reaching inside.

He pulled out his thick, hard cock.  I wondered if that’s what he’d been doing after the phone call; making sure he came out of the room as stiff as a board.

I moved over on the seat as Trent’s offered himself up for his receptionist.  She looked so well put together.  Her makeup was immaculate, and her dress-sense was enviable.

She opened her pink, glossed lips and kept her eyes locked on Trent.  He stepped forwards into her and his cock pushed into her mouth.

I breathed deep through flared nostrils.  So, this was what it was like to watch your husband with another woman.  He held Lana’s cheek, moving his cock into her mouth.  She couldn’t keep her eyes locked on his anymore.  She closed them and swallowed him down almost to the hilt.  I watched her throat bulge.  I could never do that.

Trent let out a long, satisfied sigh.  I’m sure it had been a tough day.  His days often were.  I wondered if this was something regular that I was only being allowed to watch now, but I trusted Trent.  It might sound strange to anyone reading, but I was sure he’d never done anything like this before.  We had an honest relationship that was becoming increasingly open, just like Lana’s throat.

Trent pulled back slowly, and I watched him slip out of her.  His cock was soaked in her saliva instantly.  She put a delicate, manicured hand around him and started to jerk him slow, smothering the crown of Trent’s cock in wet kisses.

I swallowed and watched.  I could feel the heat between my legs, but I wasn’t sure if I had permission to explore it.  Instead, I sat there, bound by invisible restraints.

The two of them ignored me and it felt glorious.  I was like a voyeur, only Trent and Lana were aware of me watching.  Trent got off on it.  I couldn’t speak for Lana, but I knew that he felt that joyous rush of adrenaline whenever he imagined me watching him with another woman.  We’d spoken about it often enough.

She jerked him steadily, working along his length.  Connor’s heavy balls got tugged forwards as Lana hissed a breath through her clenched teeth.

“That’s a beautiful cock, Mr. Boss-man,” she hushed, then she put it back in her throat.

She made sure I could see her swallowing that sword from the perfect angle.  When she was all the way to the hilt, she stuck out her tongue and tried to tease at his balls.  She’d got too much on her plate for sure, but she wasn’t about to share.

She unsheathed Trent from her neck and then dropped her face under him.  She tongued at his balls and giggled as his wet cock lay across her face.

“Good girl,” Trent said, stroking her blonde hair away so he could see her on him.  “Much better than my wife.”

She smirked gleefully and I felt the gut-punch as his words struck my ear.  It was that beautiful rush of humiliation that we’d talked about.  It washed over me like a cleansing wave.

Trent started to push her fitted suit-jacket back off her shoulders.  Lana got the message.  She moved away and Trent’s cock fell from her mouth again, hanging there wet and inviting.  I watched it bounce steadily as his lusty blood pumped into it.

Lana took off her jacket.  Beneath she wore a tight, pristine white shirt.  She unbuttoned it to show a lacy red bra beneath.  I would say it ‘supported’ a pair of tits, but Lana hadn’t yet fallen victim to gravity.  Her breasts sat perfectly on her chest, hugged by the bra.  As if to prove how good they were, my husband reached behind and unclasped her.

Lana let the bra fall forwards off her shoulders and then leaned away to present herself.  Trent shook his head in disbelief.  I kept punishing myself, watching as her beautiful, toned body seduced my husband.

Trent jerked himself over her, as though worshipping her supple physique.  Lana ran her hands over herself, pushing her tits together and spitting down on her nipples.

Trent moved towards her, using the tip of his cock to work her saliva around her nipples.  They pricked to attention and Lana giggled.

“You just have that effect on me, Mr. Boss-man.”

It seemed to be her pet-name for him.  I wondered if he had one for her—whether their relationship was deep enough for one to have grown from it.

She put him back in her mouth now and started to suck along him, using her fist to jerk the part of Trent’s cock that she didn’t claim now.

Trent groaned.  His heady moans filled the office.  I wondered if it was soundproofed, or whether this was just something the staff were aware of.  Did it happen in every room, or was it just Trent’s private peccadillos bleeding into his working life?

Trent took off his jacket and then just hung it there on his finger.  He gave the briefest of glances in my direction.  I was on my feet quickly, rushing across the floor towards him.

I grabbed the jacket.  The sound of Lana’s mouth around my husband’s cock was louder now.  She schlocked around him messily.

I set Trent’s jacket down over the back of the brown, leather sofa and then walked back to him as he unbuttoned his shirt.

He tossed it towards me and then bunched Lana’s hair up, holding it with one hand as he started to move his hips into her.  Lana stayed steady and Trent fucked her mouth, using her like a little fuck-doll.  I wished I could have been in her place.

I folded his shirt carefully, keeping my eyes on the two of them.  Lana pulled back and her spit hung from her face as she looked up at Trent, awaiting her next instruction.

“Come take her dress off,” Trent said to me, but he didn’t look back.

I was his secretary now.  I walked over to Lana, my head bowed.  She got up from her chair.  Her tight, pencil skirt was fitted just above her navel.  I unzipped it at the side, and it fell to reveal a flat, enviable stomach and smooth legs.  Her panties were lacy and deep red, just like her bra.

“Take off her panties too,” Trent said.  He was taking off his pants and boxer shorts.  He stood only in his mirror-polished black shoes, looking a specimen.  Trent somehow managed to stay trim and muscled, despite his long hours.

I’d never undressed a woman before.  Lana was calm, as though other women undressed her all the time.  She stood there and watched me move around her like I was fitting a dress.

I got on my knees in front of her and then slid my nails down the inside of her panties.  I looked up at her.  She winked and I felt a tremor in my stomach.

I dragged her panties down to reveal her immaculate pussy.  Of course it was.  She’d sculpted a line of hair above it with an edge so defined that it looked like she’d drawn it on.

“That’s it,” Trent encouraged.

Lana stepped out of her panties.  Her little pussy looked cute, curving under her.

“You know what to do, Lana,” Trent said.  They seemed to have agreed upon something beforehand.

I took a moment to look back at Trent.  Was he going to tell me what was going to happen next? 

The answer was no.  The first I knew about it, Lana had grabbed my head.  She pushed her pussy right onto my face.  I lifted my chin to smother myself with her, trying to adjust to the sudden debauchery quickly.

“That’s it,” Trent snarled, and I could tell from his voice alone that he’d started jerking his cock over the sight.

Lana stared down over those perfect tits of hers that bunched together between her biceps as she held my head.

I tasted her sweet cream against my tongue.  Her juices were slick and smooth, coating my mouth in a slight film.  Trent would get inside her easily enough.

“Eat her pussy, honey,” he said, goading me on from behind.  Taste her.”

I tried to chomp my way free, mouthing over her loose flesh and hoping to satisfy her fast enough that I might be afforded a breath.

Lana pulled back eventually and a string of either her cum or my spit linked us.  It stretched and thinned, falling and separating the join between us.

I looked around for Trent.  Before I saw him, I felt his cock at my mouth.  He pressed into me, and I felt his stiffness.  He was more turned-on than I’d ever known.

I heard Lana moan.  Trent was stuffing two of his fingers inside her and he was less interested in me now.  He pushed me away and started to focus again on Lana.  I retreated a few feet, crawling back on my knees and spectating from a distance.

It was important to all of us that I watched.  I could feel my arousal building as the humiliation and shame swelled.  I was excited to see Trent work, and so was Lana.

She was holding his wrist and moaning hard.  Trent’s arm was shaking like crazy, and something was spilling out of her.

Eventually he built to a crescendo, matching Lana’s rising moans.  She grunted out a release and Trent pulled his fingers from her, shaking off the wetness over me.

It spattered my face, and I closed my eyes, not realizing there was a greater torrent to come.  I opened cautiously to see Lana advancing on me with an expression of anguished pleasure.  She led with her pussy, then a burst of hot fluids shot from her and started to cover me, ruining the suit that Trent had bought for me.

Trent watched with a glint in his eye.  The sodden suit didn’t seem a concern to him.  He seemed far more interested in seeing me degraded.

“Fucking cover her,” he said, watching as Lana let out her release all over me.

I leaned back and showered under it, feeling it hitting my face and hair.  It turned my fancy cornflower suit a darker blue.

Lana moaned it out.  Eventually there was nothing more to give and I was left staring at her dripping pussy.

Trent grabbed me by the hair and pulled me towards it.  I was quickly across the floor.  My hand slipped on the wet boards, but I found my way to Lana’s folds fast.

I latched onto her like she was a feedbag, tonguing up into her pussy and tasting the tangy, sweet release.

Trent moved her off me and then positioned her back against the desk.  She sat up on it and opened her legs.

“Watch,” Trent said simply.

This was the moment I’d been feared and excited by, but so much had already happened that it didn’t feel as big as I’d pictured.

I wiped the fluids from my face and stared as Lana’s tidy slit invited Trent into it.  Trent moved forwards and that beautiful cock of his advanced on its target.

“Fuck me, Mr. Boss-man,” she purred.  “Fuck me in front of your slut wife.”

That hit deep, but I didn’t have chance to digest it.  No sooner had she said it, Trent was pressing his hard cock inside her.

Her lips parted over him, welcoming him through the muscle.  She grew over him and Trent pushed inside.  The pair of them groaned and I was left to watch, my mouth agape and my eyes wide.

His cock sank deep.  I’d never watched that happen before, you won’t be surprised to learn.  Maybe in porn, but you can’t smell the sex in porn.  Here their moans arrived unfiltered, and I could move my eyes wherever I liked.  I was living it.

“Get your face in here,” Trent told me.  “I want you to taste what it’s like when I fuck someone else.”

He pushed Lana’s knee wider, and I was able to sneak in beside him.  Trent’s cock was in her by only an inch or so, affording me access.

I moved towards their sinful union and stared up close.  My tongue searched out and I touched Lana, moving down over her folds until I found Trent and then the point where the two of them met.

“That’s it,” Trent said, watching as I tongued cautiously.

Lana leaned forwards and stared down too.  They both watched their little fuck-slut do their bidding, warming them up for the main event.

Trent pushed me away roughly and I retreated, sitting on my knees like a servile slut and watching as he pushed deeper.

Soon I was forced to watch beneath Trent’s toned ass.  His balls swung against Lana’s ass as he started to fuck her.  I watched as his cock turned white with her cream, listening to them both enjoy each other in the formal office.  Those walls had never seen anything so debauched before and neither had I.

I sat patiently, waiting to be called upon by either of them.  Trent fucked Lana so hard that the desk started moving.  The moans leapt from her as though they were forced out by the strength of Trent’s bucking hips.

Eventually he sprang free.  He turned and his cock flailed on his hips, covered in Lana’s white cum.

I didn’t even wait for him to speak, I just sprang forwards and pounced on his delicious thickness, planting it deep inside me and relishing the taste of their lovemaking.

I ran my mouth down his length and used my hand to jerk upwards.  Lana watched as I sucked him clean of her.

“Such a good, little slut,” she said.

Trent hummed in agreement.  “Think she deserves to lick the cum out of you?” he asked.

“She’s been good,” Lana smiled.

“Come sit on me,” Trent said, and he moved over to the sofa, sitting down and holding his cock upright.

Lana walked to him, her toned ass bouncing beautifully.  I stayed near the desk, awaiting my next instruction.

For the moment, none came.  Instead, Trent ran his hands up Lana’s body and pressed his face into her tits as she started to bounce on him.

I could see that perfect, clean, dot-of-an-asshole, winking at me when her cheeks spread wide as she bounced.

The two moaned as I shuffled closer.  I watched her pussy swallow my husband up over and over and bathed in the shame.

“Where is she?” Trent asked.

Lana looked over her shoulder and spotted me watching them.

“Behind us,” she told him.

Trent held Lana still and spread her ass wide.  “Come lick her, honey,” he said.  “Lick her right here.”

His finger tapped at her hoop.  Lana giggled and then looked back at me, biting her lip.  She seemed so excited.  Fuck, I was too.

I shuffled forwards, my suit still wet from Lana’s gushing pussy-juices.  The two of them waited as I approached.  I moved cautiously.  I’d never done anything like this before.  Lana giggled as she felt my breath on her.

“Lick her ass, honey,” my husband said.  “Get your tongue right in there.  You deserve it.”

I did.  I did deserve it.  If I could be involved in his happiness in any way at all, then I would be satisfied, and if this was my role then I’d grab it with both hands.

I pushed my face into her and felt the soft hug of her smooth buttocks on my cheeks.  My tongue searched forwards and I tickled over her knot, surprised by how tasteless it was.  Lana laughed harder and Trent joined her.

“Is she in there?” he asked.

“Her tongue is in my ass.”

Trent let a slap out across one of her cheeks and she yelped gleefully, bouncing up off my tongue for the moment.

I pushed my face against her and felt my chin at the confluence of her pussy and my husband’s cock.  He started to fuck her again slowly, moving his cock through her while I stayed stuck at her ass, tonguing it dutifully.

Their moans had both changed now.  It wasn’t the wild cries of two people fucking, but the soft moans of two people making love.  I could feel it in the room.  It had transformed somehow as their connection became deeper.  The humiliation struck me like a slap.

I moved more wildly over her ass now, licking down towards my husband’s strong cock and Lana’s open pussy.  I could taste them all over again.

“Lick my balls,” Trent hushed, clearly close to climax.

I moved down and started to tongue and suck them, massaging them through my lips.  He’d shaven them completely clean, and they rolled beautifully through my mouth as the rest of my face pressed against their colliding sex.

Trent’s groans changed again.  His hands pressed harder against Lana’s skin as he held her body.  She rocked on him and goaded him to climax.

“Do it,” she said.  “Come inside me.  Come inside me and let’s have this bitch lick it out.”

“Yes!” I gasped, getting carried away with them.

I moved away and watched my husband’s cock swell and stiffen further.  I could see the arousal in him.  His balls shifted and pulled tighter to his shaft.  He stretched his feet out and his toes curled.

“Oh, fuck!” he wailed, and he paused his thrusts.

His cock throbbed and I could see the cum shoot up its length through the strong muscle on his underside.  Lana moaned and started to rock on him, then I saw the beautiful evidence of his release easing out of her.

The cum flowed down the length of his cock slowly, reclaimed by Lana’s pussy as she continued to drag it over him slowly.  It looked gorgeous.  I stared and let the mixed emotions envelop me.  My husband was at the height of his happiness, and it had little to do with me.

Lana kissed his face as he came out of the other side of his climax.  He was utterly spent, but in a high-stress job like his, I imagine moments like this are a necessity.

She dragged her pussy up slowly and I watched more of my husband’s seed slip out of her.  She dropped into the seat beside him and now the two of them looked at me, expectantly.

I hurried over like a lapdog, putting my face between Lana’s legs and tonguing at her petals.  They gave up their nectar quickly and I could taste the sweet, salty mix of my husband’s cum and Lana’s pussy.

She watched carefully.  I could only imagine that Lana had never done anything like this before.  Her eyes closed and she began to enjoy it.

“That’s it,” she hushed.  “Get it all, you naughty slut.”

I realized from her quickening breaths that this was getting her off all over again.  I started to widen the area of attention, moving my tongue up to her clit for a spell before bringing it back down and circling the gasping O of her pussy.

Trent was happy watching.  He’d had his fill.  He leaned forwards and inspected closer, then he held my hair and started to move me over Lana’s pussy.

“That’s it,” he hushed.  “Lick me out of her.”

Lana breathed hard.  Her breasts seemed to swell with arousal and her ribcage inflated as her back arched.

“Fuck!” she strained.

I felt the flutter of her on me as I continued my sticky licks.  Her pussy quivered on my face as I probed obediently.

She came out of the other side, gasping just like my husband had after his climax.  I gave her a few gentle licks now and each one was joined with a hiss of breath through her mouth.  She must have been so sensitive suddenly.

I moved away and wiped my chin, looking between the two of them to see if my job was finished.

“Good girl,” Trent said to me.

He stood up and his flaccid cock hung in my face.  It was still sticky with cum.  He offered it to me, and I swallowed him up without thinking, sucking along him and feeling him turn hard again as the beats of blood stiffened him up.

When Trent was satisfied that his cock was clean, he pulled it from me.  It stood hard, looking just as menacing as when we’d started, but Trent had a job to do.

“I think we can say that’s the meeting adjourned,” he said, clasping his hands.

He helped me to my feet, kissing me lovingly on the cheek.

“Lana will provide you with some things to clean yourself with,” he said.  “And a long coat to cover up your suit.”

“Thanks, honey,” I smiled.  “Enjoy yourself?”

“I think you can see that I did,” he laughed.

The two of them dressed and I sat on the couch watching them, with a smirking smile stretching across my face.  How quickly they could just become professional again.

Trent gave me another kiss on the cheek and held my hand for a moment or two, as though he was forging the bond between us again quickly.

“I’ll see you at home,” he said, then he retired to his office.  It wasn’t long before I could hear his voice on the phone again.

Lana moved to her desk and produced a set of wet-wipes.  She handed them to me, and I started to cleanse my face.

“That was incredible,” she whispered.

“I hope we can get used to it.”

“You can count me in.”

Lana handed me the long black coat and I donned it, checking myself in the mirror by the door.

“How do I look?” I asked.

“Like a classy bitch,” Lana giggled.

“Good.”

I am.

THE END
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“I’m a performer,” my husband shrugged.  “It’s a part of who I am.”

I knew that, of course.  You don’t meet a guy at karaoke and think that he might be a wallflower.

“I get that, but is this something you have to do?” I asked.  His suggestion wasn’t painful, really, I just wanted to get to the bottom of it.

“We could make good money, Jess.”

“But at what cost?  Our relationship?”

“I’ll always love you, no matter what.”

I looked down briefly.  I had some insecurities, especially now that I’d turned forty.  My husband was still in his early thirties.  I knew deep down he’d never cheat on me, but this felt pretty close.

“It’s just porn,” he shrugged.  “It wouldn’t mean a thing to me, I swear.”

“Can I pick the actress?”

“You can do more than that,” Brad said.  “You can film.”

A smile started somewhere inside me.  I guess that was the first hint that I was into this kind of thing.  The idea of filming my husband fucking another woman was instantly intoxicating.

“If you get more confident, maybe you can join in,” he suggested, knowing that I was on the end of his line now.

“So, I pick the actress and then record the two of you ... fucking.” I said the word softly.  It sounded so naughty.

Brad nodded.  “Exactly that.  Now, we might have to pay the first actress or two, but then they’ll be coming to our channel for a spot—for the exposure, you know?”

I didn’t know, but Brad explained it with an attention-to-detail that made me realize he’d been thinking about this a lot.

We still had sex, but lately things had simmered.  I knew it would never be the same as those opening four years, when I felt alive and wanted.  I knew that wouldn’t last, of course, and I was happy with what we had now.  My only fear was that Brad wasn’t.

I agreed, of course.  I wanted to keep Brad happy and I kind of liked the sound of it.  I’d never seen two people fucking up-close like that, and with the camera in my hand I held a kind of power that I lacked elsewhere in my life.  I could be in control.  I could allow people to see as much or as little as I liked.

The reality was somewhat different.  Brad showed me a selection of the models he could afford for his first foray into porn.  To my surprise, they were attractive.  I felt immediately threatened, but I perused the women, nonetheless.

“Cherry,” I said, looking at the profile picture.

Brad clicked on her.

“She’s eastern European,” Brad said.  “Which means she’ll definitely be into anal.”

“Anal?”

“Maybe we won’t start with that, but it’s definitely something we’ll build to.”

“Anal sex?”

“Yeah,” he said nonchalantly.  “You don’t mind that, do you?”

“I just can’t believe people do that.”

“It’s twenty-twenty-three, Jess.  People are doing way worse, trust me.”

I wondered what that worse might be.

“Cherry sound good?” he asked.

I looked at the rest of the pictures in her bio.  She had a beautifully trim body and an enviably photogenic pussy.  It was smooth, inviting and symmetrical, and the smirk on her face told me she knew how good she looked.

“Cherry,” I decided.  “I don’t even want to see the rest.”

My husband smiled and kissed me.  “I’ll get her booked.”

The week that followed I familiarized myself with the camera.  I wanted to make sure I wasn’t doing any accidental zooms or letting the battery drain unnecessarily.  My husband had stressed that we might only get one shot at this.  By the time Cherry arrived, I was good to go.

My husband let her in.  I stood kind of awkwardly in the hall, and I was surprised immediately by how nice she was.

“I’m Danika, nice to meet you,” she said.  “My God, I love your sneakers!”

My unease passed as Danika quickly stripped me of my trepidation.  I felt silly for thinking that Cherry might be her real name.

“I’m Jess.”

“Lovely to meet you, Jessie” she said, and she kissed me on both cheeks.

I was utterly disarmed.  I don’t know why, but I’d expected Danika to burst through the door with a cock in each hand and a mouth full of cum.  To see that she was just a person made me feel stupid.

“My wife’s been practicing her camerawork all week,” Brad said.  “She’s a pro!  We’re both so excited.”

He put his arm around me.

“Is this something you’re into, Jessie?”

“I don’t know.  I’m hoping to find out today.  Do I call you Cherry or Danika?”

“Either,” she shrugged, smiling.  “I’m happy both ways.”

“I’ve seen,” I said wryly.

Danika burst out laughing and tossed her long hair behind her.  “Been doing your research, huh?”

“We’ve seen a few videos,” Brad said, smiling.

“And I’ve seen yours,” Danika said.  “I can’t wait to get at that cock.”  She turned to me.  “You’re a very lucky woman.”

“I keep telling her,” Brad joked.

“Would you like to see the room?” I asked.

Danika nodded happily.  “Sure.  Let’s get to it.”

I showed her the bedroom.  Brad had been tidying and making sure it all looked good for the camera.  I’ve never known someone take so long to decide on a set of white sheets.

“I hope it’s to your liking,” Brad said.  His nervousness was endearing.

“It needs to be to your liking,” Danika said.  “I’m paid to be here.  I do what I’m told.”

“Is that right?” Brad asked wryly.

Fuck, I liked the idea of that; doing what I’m told.  Maybe if this went well, I could travel the country like Danika and turn the tables on my husband.  Would he be into it so much then?

“Let me go get ready,” Danika said.  “Where is your bathroom?”

I showed Danika down the hall while Brad set things up in the bedroom.

“It’s just me and him?” she asked.  “Or are you joining us too?”

“Just you two.”

“Shame,” she said, and she bit her lip and looked me up and down.  “I think I could make you my slut.”

I was shocked, but my eyes sparkled.  I felt my skin prickle.

“I think you’d like that,” she said at the bathroom door.  “Wouldn’t you?”

“Maybe,” I said softly.

Danika gave me another kiss.  She put her hand against me and rubbed slowly down my body, then she giggled and closed herself inside the bathroom.

I was left outside utterly enamored by her and more than a little intrigued.  I could hear her singing inside as she undressed.

“You haven’t moved, Jessie,” I heard her say.  “Don’t worry.  You’ll see me naked soon!”

I hurried away from the door and back into the bedroom.  I closed it quickly behind me and fell against it, breathing hard.

Brad was busy with the camera, but he spotted how startled I looked and stopped.

“Everything okay?” he asked.

“She’s so naughty.”

“What did she do?” Brad smiled, walking closer.  “She touch you?”

I shook my head.  “She gave me an idea.”

“What?”

“It’ll surprise you.”

Brad didn’t have time to interrogate me.  Danika knocked on the door and I moved away to let her in.

“Hope I’m not interrupting you lovebirds,” she chirped, and she strode into the room in her white bikini.  Her tan was a beautiful soft brown, and her body was enviably athletic.  Fucking was her sport.

“Start rolling,” Brad said.

I moved to the camera and started recording.

“How are we doing this?” Danika asked.  “Shall we just go with it?”

“I think so?” Brad said, but he didn’t sound sure.

Danika took charge.  She took two steps towards him and grabbed his shirt.  She pulled him in and started to kiss him.

I felt a pang in the bottom of my stomach.  This was it.  It had started.  I was watching my husband kiss another woman, and there was worse—or better—yet to come.

Brad’s arousal was apparent when Danika pulled her lips off him.  He stared at her with a serious, lusty look in his eyes.  His hands came to her hips and he pulled her close so that she could feel his erection.

He started to kiss her again and I took the camera for a walk, approaching them with the handheld device and focusing on their intense kiss.

My husband’s hands started to wander so I panned back, showing the viewers how he made fists against her ass before moving his hands up to her perky tits.

The bikini top was barely on for long.  My husband moved the cups aside easily and Danika’s perky tits came into view.

My husband leaned away and stared down.  I knew what he was going to do, but it didn’t stop it from shocking me.  He leapt to her nipples and raced his mouth over them, sucking deep and making Danika moan.

I couldn’t tell if her cries were real, but they certainly felt real.  They hit me like a spank.  My face flushed red with embarrassment.  Danika looked over at me and noticed.

“It’s okay,” she mouthed, out of shot.

I bit my lip and admired her beauty.  Even though my husband was on her tits she was looking straight at me.

“You like that?” she said, and she said it so loud that I didn’t imagine it was directed at me.

“Yes,” my husband snarled, breathing against her flesh.

“Not you,” she said.  “Her.  You like that?  You like when your husband sucks my perky tits?”

I pulled my face away from the camera and looked between them both.  Danika was in a role, that was clear, but neither my husband nor I were there with her.

“Well?” she asked, and her sudden dominance startled me.

“I—uhh?”

“Go with it,” she whispered.  We could handle that in the edit.

“T—teach me a lesson,” I said from nowhere.

“Put the camera back on its stand,” Danika said.  “I want you to sit in the shot and watch.”

Everything had suddenly turned so meta.  I was watching my husband fuck another woman anyway, but now I was doing it with purpose.

“People will love this,” Danika said, excited, then her voice rose, and she issued another command.  “Here.”

She turned the cushioned chair in the corner of the room and made it face the bed.  I walked to it timidly and sat down, facing the action.  I took a glance at the camera to make sure I was in shot.

“Now,” she said.  “Watch me suck your husband’s fat cock.”

I felt humiliated, but gloriously.  It’s tough to articulate.  I felt safe with Danika, and that allowed me to sink into the dynamic.  I was playing the submissive wife that got off on her husband fucking other women, but perhaps I wasn’t playing the role at all.

Brad’s attention was soon turned back on Danika as she sank to her knees and started with his belt.  It opened easily enough.  Brad had forgone underwear, so the second she opened his pants his hard cock sprang up and out.

Danika was startled but looked at the camera with a dazzling smile.  “All for me,” she said, and she looked back at me in disgust before pouncing on my hubby.

I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself.  My stomach was turning, but my pussy was salivating.  The two emotions seemed so at odds with each other.

I watched my husband’s cock go right into her mouth.  She sucked on him with a passionate energy that I’d lost.  Brad responded to it instantly, casting his head back and letting out a deep, long groan.

His pants dropped to the floor.  Danika pushed him back onto the bed and he fell with a laugh.  His cock slapped up against his stomach.

Our little slut dragged his pants off his ankles as Brad removed his t-shirt.  It hardly seemed worth him wearing them at all.

She prowled up onto the bed and went straight back for his cock, pulling it back from his body and planting herself down around it.  She pulled off him and looked back at me.

“Hold my hair,” she said.

Quickly my husband was back in her mouth.  She hummed and kissed around him as I stood up.  Brad didn’t even look at me.  He was too busy focusing on Danika’s magic mouth.

I grabbed her auburn hair and moved it aside so the camera could see.  I could see too.  I didn’t want to look, but I couldn’t stop myself.  I was drawn to it like a moth to the flame, and just like a real flame I felt a searing heat within me.

“Look at that,” Brad said.

The two of us did.  With our eyes on her Danika put on a real show.  She started to drive her head down over my husband’s shaft until all of it had disappeared.  I was so shocked that I had to lean back to assess it, tilting my head like a tricked puppy.

I could see her neck turn fat and swollen and I realized that’s where she was housing Brad for now.  His toes were curling, and he was breathing deep.

“That wasn’t in the bio,” he laughed.

Danika spluttered off him and laughed too.  I daren’t join in.  Instead, I held her hair like submissive little cuck and let the camera capture their enjoyment.

“Get my pussy ready for him,” Danika said now, and this time she didn’t even look at me.

I wasn’t exactly sure what that meant.  I had my suspicions, but I thought it best to make sure.

“You want me to ...” I started, hoping Danika would finish.

“I want you to put your face on my pussy,” she said.  “Get it nice and wet so I can slide your husband in there easily and show him what a real pussy feels like.”

Fuck, she was good.  So good that I started to feel a tear welling in my eye.  I had to remind myself it was all make-believe, but it truly wasn’t.  I was really about to witness my husband fucking another woman.  I was both excited and scared.

I took a hold of her dainty, white panties and slid them down her legs.  I was transfixed immediately by her ass and pussy.  I’d long-thought an asshole to be off-limits, you know?  Kind of like a taboo thing that was just there.  I’d never seen one from this angle, and I’d never seen one as pretty as Danika’s.

“Lick!” she asserted, looking back.

She started to smirk as she turned back to my husband and put his cock back in her mouth.

I pressed my face against her tentatively.  I’d have preferred a different angle, but my wants and needs had fallen by the wayside.

I moved my nose to her asshole and pressed my tongue into her pussy.  She let out a moan immediately and moved her ass back against me.

I was suffocated by her flesh, but I did my best to stick to the brief.  I started to tongue out into her folds, tasting her sweet cream and coaxing more of it free.

She sat up now and took a hold of my head, pressing it into the crease of her ass and laughing with relish.

“Get your fucking tongue in there,” she said forcefully.  “My ass is all you deserve.  Get out of my pussy.  Get out!”

I moved back, looking at her warily.

“My ass,” she said.  “That’s where you belong.”

Shit, this was it.  I hadn’t expected my first forays into cuckquean lesbianism to have been dialed up to eleven so soon.

“Tongue my fucking ass,” she demanded.

I tried not to think about it.  I just went for it.  I pressed my tongue in there and tasted nothing.  I don’t know what I was expecting, but I was happily surprised.  My tongue tickled into the little dimple and I teased around her puckered knot.

Danika responded by giggling and shaking out her hair.  She put my husband back in her throat and I lost myself in that beautiful dot of hers.

I split her ass wide and started to prod and probe, with Danika letting me know just how much she was enjoying it all.

“Go get the camera, Brad, honey,” Danika asked.  She motioned back at me.  “Show them this.”

Brad shuffled off the bed and grabbed it, moving it over towards me and filming from behind.

“Eat her fucking ass,” he said.

“That’s all you deserve,” Danika said, smiling for the camera but scowling at me.

She pushed my head on her and I tongued into her ass, spreading the muscle.  I could feel her wet pussy against my chin as I fought to work my way further inside her.

I slurped my breaths, finding them difficult to take now that I was wedged between that beautiful, soft ass of hers.

My husband’s hard cock sat close, but it felt forbidden, as though it wasn’t mine to touch.  It belonged to Danika now.  I belonged to Danika.

“There’s a good slut,” she said.  “Keep being good and maybe I’ll let you eat his cum out of me later.”

A whimper of joy leapt from me at the idea of that.  It surprised me.  I wanted so desperately to rub at my pussy, but I wasn’t dressed for it.  I wore a pair of jeans and a flannel shirt.  I wasn’t expecting to be on camera.

“Spit on it,” Danika ordered.

I moved away and Brad zoomed in.  I spat, then I tickled my spit against her knot, circling it with my tongue like a shark circled its prey.

I pushed my tongue all the way out of mouth so that the camera could see the point of contact.  Danika giggled.

“Now put him in my pussy,” she said, rolling over.  “In fact, lick that first.”

She lay on her back and stared down as I got between her legs cautiously.

“Put her face on me, Brad,” she said.

My husband gripped my hair roughly.  I felt the pain in my follicles, and I wriggled quickly into position.  I was their toy now, and it felt good.

I opened my mouth wide and French-kissed her folds.  She used her hands again to hold me against her, then she started to grind against my face.  Brad captured it all.  When she finally released me, I had to wipe her creaminess off my face.

“Put him in,” she said, and she pushed me away.

Brad took my spot, aiming the camera down.  I grabbed his cock, jerking it once or twice.  He felt so stiff.  I’d never known him so hard.

I smudged the tip of his cock against her, rubbing at her pussy and then her clit.  Danika wailed in joy like it was the best thing in the world.

I moved Brad down and he pressed forwards.  I watched her pretty pussy envelop him, and the shame enveloped me too.

The humiliation was glorious, and it was compounded by the camera capturing it all.  I didn’t know this was something I was into, but Danika seemed to have a sixth sense for these things.  I wondered how long she’d been in the industry.

“That’s it,” she cooed, and she narrowed her eyes and breathed steadily for the camera.

I watched all his inches sink into her, at first from above and then from behind, through my husband’s legs.

I watched his toned, shaven ass bounce into her.  He’d trimmed and waxed especially for the occasion, so much so that even his asshole looked inviting.

His cock sprang through her, hitting deep and sending yelps of pleasure out of her.  Brad handed me the camera as he started to fuck her.

I watched through it, trying to distance myself from the act, but it was no good.  I could hear them and smell the sex right in front of me.

Brad’s cock turned creamy as Danika’s cum covered it.  She truly was enjoying herself.  The moans weren’t just for show.  You couldn’t fake that kind of cum.

Her abs flexed as she leaned up from the mattress and moaned, grabbing her hair and voguing for the camera.

“You like that?” she asked, and I realized again that she wasn’t talking to the audience.  “You like when I fuck your husband’s cock, huh?  He’s never known tightness like this, have you honey?”

“Never,” Brad said.  That cut deep.

“Fuck me,” she urged.  “Fuck me hard.”

Brad started to pound her.  The bed shook and I had to put a foot down on the floor to steady myself.  I kept the camera looking on the action.

“Give,” Danika said, and she reached out for the device.

My husband slowed his thrusts.  Danika took the camera and pointed it down over her perky tits.

“Suck my cum off him,” she said.

Brad pulled himself out and held his cock still.  The light above bounced off it beautifully.  He was clearly covered.  I moved my hair behind my ear and approached delicately.

I tongued out cautiously and tasted her tangy sweetness.  Danika giggled.  Now she spoke to the audience.

“Look at that slut,” she whispered.  “Look how she sucks my cum off her husband’s cock.”

She grinned, and for the first time it felt like it was for me.  I had to fight so as not to smirk back.  She bit her lip and then re-entered her femdom character.

“Every fucking drop,” she cried, and she grabbed my hair and started to work my head over him.

My husband took the camera now.  He held it out at the side and aimed it inwards at his cock.

Danika pushed my head down and I felt Brad at the top of my throat.  I didn’t possess her powers.  I gagged and she pulled Brad off me.  I’d covered him in thick spit that looked almost like cum.

“Good,” she said.  “Good girl.  Now put that back inside me!”

I grabbed him and Brad filmed me putting his drenched cock back to Danika’s lips.  She enveloped him again and swallowed him in her tightness, then Brad held her hips and started to nail her hard.

He banged against her clit.  Danika licked her fingers and started to spin them on the sensitive node.  She groaned long and loud.  I thought it might be an act for the camera, but it was convincing.

Her whole body trembled.  Her chest turned red.  She looked up at my husband like she adored him, then she yelled: “I’m coming!”

She writhed, losing herself.  I don’t think Brad knew quite what to do.  He filmed her wriggling beneath him.

“She’s coming,” he hushed.

He must have been able to feel her pinching around his cock.  Her thighs squeezed together, and she pinched Brad out of her.

She opened her legs and Brad moved the camera between them.  It focused on her pulsing pussy as she came.  A drop of white cream hung on the gasping O.

“Lick it!” she demanded.

I knew the instruction was for me.  I fell towards her and pressed my tongue to her pussy, feeling the contractions against me.

It was beautiful to witness, but jarring to think it was my husband that had delivered it.  He hadn’t made me come in so long, but Danika seemed able to derive the greatest joy from the smallest of acts.

I licked her cum out of her and she used my face as her rag.  She smothered me with her flexing folds until she’d calmed down, then she leaned back in the duvet and sighed happily.

“Jerk his cock,” she said.  “I’ll let you.”

Danika started to finger at her folds again.  I took Brad’s cock in my fist and jerked him over her.  My hand ran over him, using Danika’s cum as lube.

I jerked him fast and hard, just how I knew he liked it.  I didn’t make the connection, but I was readying his cock to come inside her.

“Good,” Danika said, spinning her finger on her pussy.  “Get him there.”

Brad groaned as he drifted off.  I felt him swell and his balls drew close to his shaft.

“Put him in me,” Danika demanded.

I married his cock up to her again and Brad sank inside.  He gave me the camera.  Quickly he started thrusting, and soon his cries had transformed into ones I knew all too well.

“Let it all out,” Danika said.  “Let out that cum in this tight pussy.  Give me what you never give your wife.”

Brad pumped with purpose.  He slammed home and then stared down at the source of all his joy.  I knew what was going to happen next, but it still shook me to the core.

I watched his cock throb.  There was no evidence of his release yet, but his heady moans and Danika’s longing calls told me everything I needed to know.  He was filling her with his heat.

It started to flow back eventually, and I moved the camera around to see it rolling out of her pussy as Brad’s cock sat just inside her.

“Now eat it all up, you naughty bitch,” she told me.

Brad pulled back and took the camera.  His job was done.  Now it was my turn.

I moved in on her, spying her glistening, messy slit.  It was red and puffy.  Brad had hammered it hard, and Danika was clearly still turned on.

“Eat it,” she ordered.

I put my face to her pussy and took my reward.  Brad tasted salty and bitter, but it had mingled with Danika’s sweetness to create a sinful cocktail that few people had ever sampled.

I tongued gently at first, letting the camera see the cum web between her pussy and my lips.  I started to kiss, feeling the warm silkiness against my face.

“Oh, honey,” Brad said lovingly.  It had taken me to lower myself all the way down here to feel his affection, but any affection felt good.

Danika stroked my hair now as I feasted tenderly from her.  I pressed my tongue into her O and felt her push my husband out.  A sudden flood sputtered free, and I scooped it into my mouth, swallowing it down with my shame.

“That’s it,” she said. “Now give it here.”

Danika beckoned me upwards with a finger.  I held my husband’s seed in my mouth and moved my lips to hers.

“In here,” she said, and she opened her mouth and tapped her tongue.

I spat.  I’d never really done it before, and I wasn’t sure if I was doing it properly, but my husband’s cry of, “Yes!” told me I was doing something right.

It fell slowly out of my mouth in a long, thick string.  Danika ate it up, then she pressed her lips to mine and kissed me.

Her tongue moved passionately against mine, and my husband’s seed swirled between us.  It felt so tender and loving that I almost forgot myself.

Danika pulled off and sent me crashing back to earth when she spat my husband’s cum back all over me and gripped my hair.

Brad moved the camera in to capture my face.  My jaw was tight with a bubbling, humiliated anger.  My mascara had run a little, and my husband’s cum was steadily sliding down over my cheek.

Danika giggled.  “Did you have a good time?”

“Yes,” Brad said.

“Did you enjoy having a tight, young pussy for once?”

“Yes.”

“And you?” Danika said, addressing me now.  “Did you enjoy being our little slut?”

“Yes.”

“Good.  You can have your husband back now.”

Brad zoomed in on the cum that slid down my face and then turned the camera off.  Afterwards Danika giggled.

“That was fun!”

Instantly she was that same bubbly woman that had entered my life.  I felt my emotions start to lift, realizing slowly that it had all been an act.

“You were really in the role,” she said.

“I was kind of really watching my husband get fucked by another woman,” I teased.

“You like it?”

I had to think, but not for long.  “Yeah.  I think I did.”

“There’s a whole niche of that out there,” Danika said.

“Really?” Brad asked.  “Think we’ll find an audience?”

“With porn like that, I know you will.  You’d be surprised.”

I was surprised, but not by Danika’s porn trivia.  I was surprised that I’d not only agreed to this naughty idea in the first place, but that I’d found a strange kind of release in it.  The emotions were like a drug, and it wasn’t long before I wanted another pure hit of humiliation.  Brad was more than happy to give it to me.

THE END
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My husband had been seeing Justice for a couple of weeks now.  He’d met her via work, and the two of them had struck up quite the relationship.

He’d told me everything about her.  She was in her early twenties, and she was looking to get a leg-up in the industry in whatever way she could.  My husband had explained his situation—that he was married—but Justice had barely even blinked.  She said she wasn’t looking for anything too serious, and to Clark, that was perfect.

Clark had told her too that he couldn’t influence her career trajectory as much as Justice might have liked, but she didn’t seem to mind that either.  Through talking with Clark, we determined that Justice was merely sweet on him, and being in her early twenties she could remain emotionally detached from anything.

Clark showed me pictures, of course.  We’d both sat on the couch, and I’d snuggled up close to him while he scrolled through the profile-pictures of his new, black beauty.  Her skin was incredible, and her teeth were a brilliant, dazzling white.  She looked so fun and bubbly.  I could see instantly why Clark had taken a shine to her.

Our sex-life had started to suffer a couple of years back, and this had been a hail-Mary of options.  I’d told Clark he could be with other women if he wanted to, as long as things didn’t get too serious, but that I wanted to vet them to make sure they were a good fit.

I’d found the process more interesting than I thought I would, to the point that the idea of Clark with another woman became a turn-on.  I started by asking him what he’d got up to with the various women he bedded, and each time I’d ask for more and more detail until Clark was basically painting a vivid picture of how he fucked other women.

That was the hottest of all for me, just picturing him in the throes of passion with a woman whose beauty I could no longer match.  It got to the point where descriptions weren’t enough, and soon I was wanting to witness the sordid act.

Clark had made sure it was what I’d wanted.  I’d insisted.  The more I thought about playing voyeur like that the more excited I became.  I’d played with myself at the very idea, and then told Clark all about it.

When Justice came along, Clark was quick to let me know.  I told him that I thought she might be the one to help me explore my fantasies even further.  Clark didn’t need much convincing, but then what guy would if his partner gave him permission to sleep with other women?

He’d asked her round for dinner and explained the situation as best he could.  I think you could describe it a million times and it wouldn’t prepare someone for it.  Justice had tried to take it all in her stride.

It was the night of their meal, and my husband was still getting ready when the doorbell rang.  I took the pan off the stove and hurried to the door.  I couldn’t keep myself from smiling.

“Justice?” I asked, looking at the leggy, young black woman who stood on the doorstep wearing a short, pink dress.

“That’s me,” she said, presenting herself.  “You must be Gemma?”

“Yes!” I beamed.  It took me by surprise to think that she and Clark had been talking about me.  “Please, come in.”

Justice entered and started to look around the hall at the pictures of my husband and I that were on display.

“You guys go back, huh?” she asked.

“Ten years,” I smiled proudly, looking at the wedding photo.

“You do this often?”

“First time,” I smiled.

Justice pulled her lips into her mouth.  “I’m the first?”

I nodded.  “Excited?”

“Clark’s certainly piqued my interests,” Justice said.  “Where is he?”

“He’s just getting ready.”

“I’ll be two minutes, honey,” he shouted down.  I think he was talking to Justice.

“Come on through,” I told her, beckoning her into the lounge.

Her high heels clicked along the wooden floor.  I felt decidedly under-dressed as I watched the elegant Justice tuck her skirt beneath her and take a seat on our white, leather couch.  Even I had to stop myself from peering at her smooth, black thighs.

“So, this was your idea or ...?” Justice started.

“Both of ours really,” I said.  “Should be fun, shouldn’t it?”

Justice smiled, looking slightly awkward.

“Don’t worry,” I told her, trying to put her at ease.  “Treat me dirty, it’s how I like it.”

She raised her eyebrows and clasped her bare knees.  “Wow.”

I started to laugh.  “It’s surreal, I know.”

“No, I get it,” she said.  “It’s just a lot for me, you know?”

“Of course.”

“I’ve never done anything like this before.”

“Then we can help each other,” I said.  “Honestly, just enjoy yourself.  If you enjoy yourself, I guarantee I will.”

“You like to watch?”

“Oh yes, if Clark lets me.”

“Lets you?”

I heard Clark coming down the stairs.  “Sorry, I’ve gotta go check on the dinner.”

I left Justice with my husband.  As I resumed cooking, I heard her and Clark talking in the other room.  Her laughter was infectious.  It came through loud and bubbly, rising over the noise from the extractor fan.  The two of them clearly liked each other.

“If you’d like to head through to the dining-room,” I said, interrupting Clark who seemed to be in the middle of a very funny story.

The two of them got to their feet and walked through to the table I’d laid.  Justice put a hand on her chest.

“Clark, you shouldn’t have,” she said.  I didn’t mind him taking the plaudits.

“Only the best for an absolute doll,” Clark said, pulling out her chair.  I don’t remember him ever being such a gentleman to me.

“Dinner will be served shortly,” I said.  Neither of them replied.  Justice was busy looking at Clark as he poured her glass of the champagne that I’d set on ice.

I retired to the kitchen to prepare the first course, feeling that first delicious bite of humiliation.  It struck me like a drug, and I began to imagine how the two of them might share each other later.

For the rest of the meal Clark kept Justice entertained, regaling her with stories from their industry and the late-night romps he’d enjoyed at college.

I could barely keep my eyes off him every time I returned to the room to deliver another course or remove their dirty dishes.  He was dressed immaculately in a simple, open white shirt and blue suit-pants.  He smelled incredible.  I think it must have been something Justice bought him, because I didn’t recognize it.

The two of them managed to ignore me all the way to dessert, after which Clark finally sang my praises briefly.

“She doesn’t do bad, does she?” he offered.

Justice finally gave me a smile.  “We should treat her,” she said.

“You think she deserves it?” asked Clark.

I stood there, knowing better than to speak.

“I think she’s earned at least a peek,” Justice teased.

“Oooh,” Clark said, sitting forward.  “A peek at what?”

“Take me upstairs and I’ll show you.”

Clark didn’t need a second’s thought.  He got up quickly from his seat and threw down his napkin in dramatic fashion.  Justice let out that booming, brilliant laugh of hers.

Clark put out a hand and Justice took it.  He guided her from the room and out towards the stairs.  Then he looked back at me.

“Get started on the dishes and then come up and see us,” he said.

My eyes dazzled as I watched him leave with her.  I rushed to the kitchen and started to rinse down the crockery, ready for the dishwasher.

I tried to keep quiet, listening out for them above me.  I could hear the floorboards moving and every now and then Justice would laugh.

When I was sure the kitchen looked suitable, I took off my apron and walked to the stairs.  I put my hand on the rail and paused.  This was it.  This was the beginning of my awakening.

There was little chatter to be heard as I arrived on the landing.  As I walked softly along the carpeted corridor, I could overhear the sound of heavy petting.  Outside I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.

Carefully I opened the door, keen not to interrupt.  It was then that I realized the noises from the hall hadn’t been kissing at all.

Justice let out a moan and glanced down the bed as I entered.  My husband was on his knees at the foot of the mattress, with his face planted firmly between those smooth ebony thighs of hers.  She still wore her dress, but it had been pushed up.

“Take a seat and watch,” Justice said.

My husband didn’t even leave his meal.  He just sat on his knees and kept his mouth locked over Justice’s smooth sex.  She’d sculpted the black hair above it into a tiny, inviting triangle that now played as a moustache on Clark’s top lip.  His eyes were closed as he enjoyed the taste of her.

I sat carefully in the chair beside the bed, watching the action.  My stomach was twisting with jealous excitement, but the sheer joy on both of their faces was a delight to see.  My husband hadn’t treated me to that in years.

Justice started to writhe as Clark continued to feast, slicking up her petals until her pussy was puffy with arousal.  I leaned forward and watched her brow furrow with anguished pleasure.

“Clark,” she hushed, and he wrapped his arms under her thighs and pulled her onto him.

Justice pulled down the front of her dress, revealing her tits beneath.  With a perky set like hers, a bra felt like an insult.  They looked so fucking perfect, and I think she knew it.  She started to squeeze and pinch them as I watched her enjoy my husband.

Clark still hadn’t even looked my way, but his focus was starting to pay dividends.  Justice was moaning and groaning, her chest heaving with deep breaths that fueled her mounting desire.

“Oh, Clark, you’re gonna make me come,” she whined.

In my head I was screaming ‘Yes!’ but in that room I stayed quiet.  I tried to keep myself a ghost, not wanting to disturb, but Justice was about to change all of that.

“Come suck my tits, Gemma,” Justice gasped.

I was shocked at first, but Justice waved me closer with urgency, flashing those perfect, long nails at me.

I arrived beside her, and she put her hand to the back of my head, pulling me in.  I opened my mouth right over her perky, brown nipples and set my tongue to work.

Her immediate moan made me think I was doing something right, but the bulk of the groundwork had been laid by Clark.

He groaned against Justice’s pussy, delivering a volley of vibrations that Justice felt all-too-well.  She lifted her head off the pillow and strained at the ceiling.

“Fuck!” came her cry, filling the room, and then, “You’re making me come!”

Clark doubled his efforts and then Justice let out a series of whimpers as the contractions squeezed at her groin.

I continued to bite and suck on her, keeping her nipple stiff and adding a cherry to the top of her indulgent climax.

Clark’s eyes opened and caught mine.  He pulled back and wiped at his maw with a smile.  Justice was looking dreamily at him through nearly closed eyes.

“Take out his cock,” she ordered.

Clark came up onto the bed and knelt on the mattress.  He bounced there briefly as the bed caught his weight, then he looked down at the bulge in his pants.

“That’s for you,” he said, making a point to look at Justice.

She bit her lip.

“Pull it out,” she insisted again, and this time she pushed me in his direction.

I moved forward carefully, playing servant to their escapades.  I unfasted Clark’s suit-pants, knowing that the prize inside would not be for me.

“Hurry,” she snapped.

I moved quicker, unzipping him and yanking his pants open wide.  I pulled them down as best I could and then tackled his underwear.

Clark thankfully helped and soon I was pulling that thick, delicious cock of his out over the top of his pants.  It was the first time I’d touched it in so long.

“Jerk it for me,” Justice said.  “Keep him ready.”

I did as instructed, passing my hand over Clark’s cock and feeling his arousal.  He was so hard for her, and I felt him twitch bigger as Justice started to slide those tiny panties of hers down her legs.

I looked at her soaked pussy.  Even to me, it looked delicious.  The contrast of her dark skin and the bright pink of her vulva was amazing to stare at.  She was creamed up from my husband’s efforts too, and her pussy looked so tight and inviting.

“Take off his shirt,” Justice said.

I moved off his cock and started to slide open the buttons, revealing his muscled chest that I was beginning to think I didn’t deserve.

Justice knew what she deserved though, and right then and there it was my husband’s thick cock, sliding through her core.  Fuck, I could see it in her eyes.

“That’s it,” she said, and she started to play with her pussy as I took back his shirt.

I sat between them both, feeling the energy pass through me as they stared at each other.  She was looking between his face and his hard cock, while my husband was meeting Justice’s chocolate gaze and then staring right at her tight, beautiful pussy.

“Suck his cock,” Justice said.

That startled me.  I hadn’t expected to be involved, but it turns out Justice was more generous than I thought.

“Put him in your mouth, you dirty bitch.  Get him ready for a pussy that he deserves.”

God, that felt delicious.  I pounced immediately, putting my husband in my mouth and slicking up his length with my saliva.

I twisted my fist up him and tried to give him a blowjob that might sway his affections in my direction, but it was hopeless.  He was never going to prefer me to the splayed-out beauty in front of him.

“Good,” said Justice.  “Now come and taste my pussy.”

I dragged my lips off Clark’s cock and left him glistening.  I turned to Justice and noticed how wet she was already.

“Here,” she said, tapping her pussy with her manicured finger.

I’d never licked a pussy before, but then there were a whole bunch of things I’d be doing today that I’d never done before.  Besides, I was under orders, and Justice wasn’t about to wait.

“Face.  Here.  Now.”

My husband laughed, which gave the moment and added pang of humiliation.

I moved forwards steadily, curling my hair behind my ear.  I could smell the sweet musk of Justice’s pussy as I approached.

She helped me to bridge those last few inches by grabbing my head and pushing it against her mound.

I opened my mouth and flexed my tongue against her folds, tasting the cream that my husband had helped coax to the fore.

“Yes!” she groaned, immediately enjoying my efforts.

My husband spanked my ass through my jeans, and I felt the sting of it.  After only a few moments Justice pushed me away.

“Put him inside me,” she said.

Clark fell over her and his hard cock pointed down towards its target.  Justice kept her legs open wide, inviting Clark in.  The tip of his cock touched her.  I grabbed the hilt and started to smudge him against her skin before eventually guiding him to her wet, open core.

They both moaned as they felt the connection.  My heart was racing too.  My husband’s cock pressed into Justice’s beautiful folds and then he started to sink into her.

“Yes!” she hissed.

Her hands were immediately around Clark, and I watched as she pulled him in closer to her.  His big cock sank into her, burying itself deep in the warm, tight embrace.  I felt like I could never give Clark that again, but to witness him experience it one more time felt like a blessing.

“How is she?” I asked.

Justice clicked her fingers and put her finger to her lips.  “No,” she said.

I moved from the bed and took my place in the chair.  I’d gone too far.

Clark pressed himself all the way deep, and their bodies became one.  Gradually my husband started to increase his pace, moving his thickness through her and slicking up his cock with her cum.

“That’s so fucking big,” she said over and over, and my husband was keen to remind her and I of how tight Justice’s pussy was.

“Fuck, what a grip!” he chuckled.

“Better than your wife?” asked Justice, knowing the answer.

“Definitely,” said Clark, and it was suddenly as though I wasn’t sitting right beside them.

He started to bear down on her, folding back her legs and giving her the full length of himself.  From where I was sat, I could see his thickness bridge the divide between them.  He pulled himself all the way back and I saw how wet and creamy she’d made his cock, then he plunged himself all the way deep so quickly that his pubic bone struck Justice’s clit.  She seemed to like that.

“There!” she urged.  “Like that!”

It was so refreshing to see a woman demand what she wanted like that.  It was a sexual confidence that I could never hope to replicate, but it worked wonders on Clark.

He followed her instructions perfectly, hitting her clit in fantastic fashion, a millisecond after he’d given her pussy the rush of his burgeoning thickness.

Justice closed her eyes and strained.  It was clear that she was searching for an orgasm, and in that moment Clark did what every guy worth his salt does: absolutely nothing different.

He kept that same powerful, deliberate rhythm, fucking Justice with a pace slow enough to allow her to feel it.  She started to depend on him.

I sat awestruck by the bed, wondering what it might be like to be fucked like that.  My pussy was dampening, but I daren’t touch it.  I felt as though I didn’t deserve to.  I’d earned nothing.

Again and again, Clark bore down on her until eventually his prowess was too much to ignore.  Justice groaned and I watched Clark’s pace falter as he pressed along her tightening core.

“Good girl,” he told her, stroking her face.

He dropped his lips onto hers and they kissed, right as she was coming.  I could see how much it meant to her.  She kissed him like a lover, dining out on her second climax.  Clark was doing everything right.

She came slowly out of the other side and Clark lay on her, moving gently and kissing at her neck and face.  She was glowing with eroticism.

“I’ve not been fucked like this in so long,” she said, and I thought briefly that she and I might have something in common, but I’d not been fucked any way for a long time.

My husband pushed his suit pants off his ankles, and I moved quickly to help him remove his socks.  I didn’t want him pulling out of Justice.

As I moved to the foot of the bed, I looked up between his legs to see the sinful contact between the both of them as ebony met ivory.

When he was free of his socks Clark pushed Justice’s legs back and started to fuck her with long strokes all over again.

I looked under, noting her tidy dot-of-an-asshole and the white cream that had ran down towards it.  Her pussy squeezed close to Clark’s cock, and he started to moan in that unmistakable way of his.  He was getting there.

“I want you to watch from there,” said Justice.  “I want you to watch him fill me.”

“Oh, Justice,” moaned Clark.

I stood at the foot of the bed and stared as Justice gave Clark something I never could again.  Her tight wetness sent Clark off to dreamland and soon his groans were being given an added flavor.

“That’s it,” encouraged Justice.  “That’s it.  Come inside me.  Come inside me and this bitch can lick it out.”

Fuck.  I didn’t know that was one of my duties, but I wasn’t about to deny an order.

I swallowed as I came to terms with the notion, but there was something bigger than that happening before me.  My husband was about to give his seed to another woman, and there was nothing I could do about it.

I stood helpless, somewhere between arousal, shame and embarrassment.  I could feel the wetness of my pussy soaking into my panties, but I felt as though I didn’t deserve to touch myself.

Instead, I focused on the moment—their moment.  I watched my husband’s big cock flare up and stiffen further, then I heard the unmistakable groan.

He stopped fucking her, but his cock didn’t stop moving.  It pulsed now, throbbing from the base with my husband’s groans conducting his release.

“Yes!  Oh!  Oh, fuck!” he strained over and over, and I knew that each comment was a fresh volley of hot spunk, deep into Justice’s pussy.

She encouraged him all the way, stroking and tickling his back with whispers of approval in his ear.

“All of it, that’s it,” she said.  “Every fucking drop.  Then this bitch can lick it out.”

I could see Clark’s seed start to bleed out of Justice now.  It flooded from the union as Clark pushed deeper, displacing his cum before it had chance to settle deep.

When he’d filled her completely, he moved aside.  He walked up the bed and Justice dutifully sucked the cum from his cock as Clark looked down at me.

“Eat it,” he said, and he nodded to Justice’s leaking folds.

I crawled back into my spot, looking at my husband’s pearly love dribble out from Justice’s tightness.  Without thinking too much I mouthed right over it, enveloping her O.  I felt the silky seed fall into my mouth, and I goaded more of it free with a pointed tongue that scooped inside.

Justice hummed contently, twisting her fist off Clark’s cock before popping him from her mouth completely.

“That’s it, you naughty bitch,” she said, looking down.

Our eyes met but I closed mine quickly.  I couldn’t bare for her to stare into my soul as I committed that act.

I tongued out my husband’s love and swallowed it down with aplomb, tasting the sinful cocktail of his adultery.  I felt so used and abused, but I felt something deeper and harder to articulate.  I felt a love for him blossom that had started to fade.  I felt like I was a part of him again and he was a part of me.

“Good girl,” said Clark now, and he stroked my hair.

That simple, two-word sentence meant everything to me, and now I wore a smile as I scooped out the last of his cum from Justice’s creamy sex.

When I was done, I pulled back and smacked my lips, looking up at them both.  They wore a look of admiration, as though they were proud of me in some strange way.  I was kind of proud of myself, to be honest!

“Nice work,” said Justice now.

I sat back on my knees and beamed a smile.  “Just doing what I can.”

That wouldn’t be the last time that I saw Justice, and it wouldn’t be the last woman my husband fucked in front of me.  Something had started, and there was no easy way to stop it now.

THE END
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Holy shit, life was starting to grind.  My husband Lance and I are well into our forties and our children have both left home.  He’s still pulling his sixty-hour workweeks and I’m still playing housewife, keeping everything else in his life ticking over.

I’d thought about a part-time job just to break up the monotony, but Lance wouldn’t hear of it.  He said he wanted to look after me, and that was sweet to hear, but I just wanted a change, and I didn’t care too much what it was.

I’d been out for a morning run and when I got back, I noticed the strangest kind of catalog sat on the doormat.  I fingered through it and my eyebrows damn-near shot off the top of my face.

It was pages upon pages of women.  All of them were dressed, thank-God, but all of them could be hired.  There was a number and everything.

I turned the pages at first in disgust but then in amazement at the sheer number of women, and good-looking ones at that, that adorned each page.

Almost every one of them was fitter and younger than me, and they offered a ‘real girlfriend’ experience for whoever chose to order them.

My first thought was that the magazine had arrived at the wrong address.  I knew for a fact that Andy, our next-door neighbor, was a divorcee who lived alone, so my first thoughts turned to him.

I set the magazine down on the basin and took my morning shower, but I couldn’t stop thinking about it.  The whole time I showered I imagined just how the whole thing might work.  What the hell was a ‘real girlfriend’ experience anyway?

I started to feel inadequate as I compared myself to the beauties on the page.  Was I so far past-it that even some mail-order girlfriends were more attractive than me?

A delicious ripple of jealousy coursed through me.  My shoulders bounced as I shivered with the strangest kind of delight.  I started to imagine my husband coming home to his new girlfriend, and how she’d bounce playfully towards the door and wrap her arms around him.

The humiliation struck deep.  It ignited something inside me that had been long dormant, or long ignored.  I couldn’t decide which.

For the longest of times, I’d felt as though I was no longer good enough for Lance.  We’d both grown older, but to me he’d barely changed.  He’d kept his physique and had only become more handsome as the years passed.  I wanted to please him the way I used to, but those days were long gone.

An unfamiliar arousal washed over me as my hands caressed my wet, naked body.  I started to touch myself to the thought of my husband with another woman.  The idea was so intoxicating that, to my shame, I started to come.

I groaned alone in the bathroom, filling the room with moans of pleasured excitement as my fingers flurried over my wet, stiff clit.  The whole time I thought of Lance and the toned, athletic woman from the catalog that pleased him.

The silence afterwards only served to deepen my shame.  I tried to compose myself as I stepped out from the shower cubicle, but through the steam I spied the magazine again, taunting me from the basin.

I dried myself, trying to get past my emotions, but it was all in vain.  Against my better judgment I grabbed the magazine again, and with my towel wrapped around me I walked to the living room and sat on the couch.

Before I knew it, I was dialing the company’s number on my cell.  It started to ring and suddenly everything came into focus for me.  I hung up, breathing sharply afterwards.  What the hell was I doing?

Instead, I sent a message to my husband.  ‘Thinking of you,’ it read, and I guess it wasn’t a lie.  Perhaps, ‘Thinking of you with other women,’ would have been more accurate.

A moment or so later a love heart emoji was returned from him.  I chewed at my fingertip and found myself flicking through the magazine again.

One woman had caught my eye a couple of times now.  Her name, so the catalog said, was Katie, and she looked like a pure slice of Americana.  She was blonde, big-breasted and beautiful, with that real ‘girl-next-door’ kind of look.

“You’ll like her,” I said to myself, thinking of Lance.

I dialed the number again and this time I waited for someone to pick up.  My nerves were through the roof, but thankfully it’s not easy to see someone’s red face and pounding heart via telephone.

“Hello, Dial-A-Date, Nathan speaking, how can I help?” came the chipper answer.

“I—I’d like to place an order.”

“Certainly, can I take a name please.”

“It’s Michelle,” I said, and then I pursed my lips.  I didn’t know if I should be giving my real name or not.

“Okay, Michelle, what is it you’re looking for today?”

“I’m afraid I don’t quite know how this works ...”

“Okay,” said Nathan, as though he’d explained this before, “all that happens is you place your order and one of our girls will be with you at the desired time.  After that, she gives you the authentic girlfriend experience, and then leaves you satisfied.  Will this be for you or ...?”

“Oh, no, not for me.  Do women ring you for that?”

Nathan laughed.  “Not often, but I’ve known it happen.  So, you’re seeking a straight woman, is that right.”

“Yes.  I think so.”

I hadn’t given it a thought to be honest, and I had no idea it was an option.  I guess it didn’t matter, but as I fingered through the magazine again, I noticed that the sexual preferences were listed by each woman.  Katie’s was bisexual, though I’m not sure why that mattered.

“And do any of the women stand-out for you, or would you like a surprise?”

“I was looking at—umm—Katie?” I held the phone to my ear and closed my eyes tight.  This all felt so sordid and wrong, but I was too far in now to pull out.

“Katie!  Yes!  A perfect choice,” said Nathan.  “And what sort of time were you looking at?”

“When is she available?”

“Not until the fourteenth,” Nathan answered.  That was ten days away.  “Or we’ve got a slot open tonight between seven and nine.”

“Perfect!” I said quickly, before my brain had a chance to intervene.

“And if I could just take a credit-card.”

‘Don’t think about it too much, Michelle.  Just do it,’ I told myself, and I fished my card out of my purse and started reading the numbers to Nathan.

“You’ll be billed the four-hundred dollars afterwards, and Katie will be with you later today, Michelle.  Can I help you with anything else.”

I froze.  Four-hundred dollars.  I was too embarrassed to say anything, so with a quiver in my voice I told Nathan, “No, that’s everything, thank-you,” and hung up the phone.

Afterwards I sat on the sofa and stared off into the middle-distance.  It was happening, but I couldn’t bring myself to be excited.  It felt as though I’d been running on autopilot for the last ten minutes as I performed something way outside my comfort zone.

Not only that, but I had the rest of the day to stew in my own juices as I awaited Katie’s very expensive arrival.  Four-hundred dollars seemed like an awfully large amount of money to make my husband feel good for a few minutes.  Turns out, I’d grossly misunderstood the nature of the magazine.

I gave the house a quick spruce and then met my friend for coffee.  She’d asked on more than one occasion whether I was feeling alright.  I guess the looming thought of playing host to my husband’s one-time girlfriend was taking its toll, but nevertheless, I refused to divulge to Tammy what was going on.  I just told her I might be coming down with something and that seemed to keep her at bay.

It was a nice distraction either way.  Tammy took my mind off everything for a few hours, but on my walk back to my car it all came tumbling back into my brain.  I thumbed at my phone, bringing up the number that I’d called earlier.  It wasn’t too late to cancel.

I kept convincing myself Lance would love it, but I think part of me wanted it for myself too.  I wanted to punish myself and prove how worthless I was to him.  I wanted him to have the things I couldn’t give him anymore.  I wanted him to have the surprise of a young woman jumping into his arms when he returned home from work.  I got so much more.

Lance was late home again.  He earned a good wage, but sometimes I’d have preferred to see more of him and have less of the nice things.

It was around six fifty-five when the doorbell went.  It couldn’t be anyone else.  I’d readied myself for a meeting with Katie, trying to affect my sexiest housewife attire.  I didn’t want to go crazy, of course, but I figured a little bit of cleavage couldn’t go amiss.  I felt somehow in competition with her, but I realized quickly that I’d lost.

“Hello,” I smiled nervously, opening the door to the blonde beauty from the catalog.  Katie was dressed in a long coat that covered all of her apart from her young pretty face.  “You must be Katie!  Come in!”

She smiled warmly and I was put at ease immediately.  I led her through to the lounge.

“You’ve got a lovely home Mrs. ...”

“Peterson,” I told her.  “But you can call me Michelle.”

“You’ve got a lovely home, Michelle.”

Katie set her bag down.  “The agency wasn’t too clear on who I was meeting.”

“It’s my husband Lance,” I smiled.  “He should be home soon.”

“Oh, that’s sweet of you.  I had one other client do that a couple of years back.  Her husband was very appreciative.”

She laughed and I laughed with her by way of politeness.

Just then I heard the low rumble of my husband’s car as it pulled into the driveway.

“That’ll be him,” I said.  “What did you have in mind?”

“I was thinking I wait for him to get inside, take off his jacket for him, put a hand on his chest, give him a kiss on the cheek.”

I smiled and nodded.

“And then get on my knees and suck his cock,” Katie added.  “At least that’s where I’ll start.”

My mouth hung open and then inexplicably managed to open more when Katie took off her long coat to reveal the lingerie that barely covered her modesty beneath.

It was black and sheer in places, hugging her deliciously tanned curves.  I could immediately see where that four-hundred dollars was going now, and I realized I may have made a mistake.

“Is he hot?” Katie said, shaking out her hands and readying herself.

I couldn’t answer.  The key was turning in the lock.  It was all too late.  What had I done?

“Honey,” Lance began, opening the lounge door now.  “I’m ho-oh!”

He caught sight of Katie and then looked at me.

“He is hot,” Katie swooned.

“What the hell is going on here?” he asked cautiously, looking between us.

“It’s not an affair,” Katie said, and I hadn’t even considered that to be one of his fears.  “Your wife here has treated you.  To me.”

Katie moved close and took my husband’s briefcase from him.  She set it down on the floor and then pushed his jacket back off his shoulders and took that too.

“Treated me?” Lance asked, looking at me for an explanation.

I just stood there in my tight jeans and white t-shirt, my body tense.  Katie was carefully folding his coat over the arm of the chair.  She put a hand on his chest and then reached up and kissed him delicately on the cheek.

Lance’s face was a picture.  Shit, I bet we made quite the polaroid, the two of us standing there dumbstruck as a sexy blonde wrapped him up in her arms like a snake.

I thought again of Katie’s checklist of ideas from our conversation earlier.  Take off his jacket?  Check.  Hand on his chest?  Check.  Kiss on his cheek?  Check.  Suck on his cock?!

She got to her knees in front of him and started to tackle his belt.  Lance’s expression was one of bewildered terror.

“I got you a surprise,” I told him.

“Consider me surprised,” Lance said, looking down as Katie opened his pants.

She stripped him open and then yanked down his pants until they were around his ankles.  My husband’s white boxer shorts hugged him close, and it was clear that the bulge in them was growing.

I think if it was any other woman Lance might not have been so open to the idea, but having a sexy, young blonde kneeling at his feet like that sure made it hard to say no to whatever was happening.

“You’re okay with this?” Lance asked.

I nodded, even though I wasn’t sure.

Katie wasn’t waiting.  I looked at her long, blonde hair that flowed down her slender back and the tight grip of the lingerie and how it made her ass-cheeks beautiful, toned circles.

Lance was staring down at her as she downed his boxer shorts too.  I watched his stiffening cock burst out, already at half-mast.

Katie startled backwards and then beamed up at him with a smile.  “That’s something.”

My eyes were dazzling as I watched her.  This was what I had been looking for, I just didn’t know it.  I watched as the beautiful, younger babe took my husband up in her fist and jerked him to life.

His cock stiffened, pushing out and swelling in size.  Katie took a deep breath, studying the way his flesh moved in her hand.

Lance watched, losing himself.  I saw his shoulders rise dramatically as he inhaled deeply.  His eyes closed.  He let out a soft moan.  Katie put him in her mouth.

I was floored.  I fell backwards and thankfully there was a chair there to catch me.  Neither Katie nor Lance looked in my direction.  They were far too interested in each other.

I watched how she took his cock inside her.  Her face wore a smile, even with her mouth open and stuffed.  Lance was looking down, the disbelief long-since replaced with pure arousal.

He shook his head and then looked in my direction.  My pupils were fat with lust, and I was biting at my bottom lip.  I nodded at him.

Katie pulled her lips away from him and then beat his cock harder, her jaw tense.

“That’s what I fucking want,” she said, talking to Lance’s dick.

She started to rub at her pussy as she jerked him, and the sight was jarring.  I’d never known a woman so turned on by someone’s cock before.  It was as though the simple act of sucking it was enough to bring her to orgasm the way she was beginning to moan.

She stuffed him back into her mouth and made a show of pushing all the way down on him.  I watched her throat thicken.  Her hand pushed against her clit.  Lance’s mouth opened just as wide as hers.

“Fuck!” he cried.  “I’m in her throat.”

“I can see,” I told him, and I watched the act as though it was some kind of wonder of nature.

I’ve seen the northern lights.  I’ve seen a pod of dolphins.  I’ve never seen someone swallow a cock whole like that.

Katie withdrew with a proud smile, unsheathing Lance from her neck like she was getting ready for a duel.

His cock was glossy with her spit.  Katie sucked a breath through her clench teeth and jerked Lance again, then she stood up and planted a kiss on his lips as she continued to tug his cock.

Lance kissed her back.  That was probably the hardest part to endure so far, watching them kiss like that.  It seemed so personal and romantic.  Sucking his cock was a crass act but kissing him like that seemed more akin to love and lust.  It stung my insides, but I couldn’t deny that it was hot.

I could feel how warm my crotch had become.  I felt shame at finding the act so intoxicating, but a part of it felt necessary now.  It felt like self-flagellation and that I somehow deserved to witness this.

“You want to suck my titties?” Katie asked Lance, and it made me think that it was really Katie that wanted her tits sucked.

Lance nodded of course, and Katie quickly slipped her lingerie inwards to be held in her cleavage, revealing a pair of tits that were just as perfect as the rest of her.  Her nipples were the perfect ratio, sitting on her full, firm tits.  I was envious of all of her.  Lance didn’t feel any such emotion.  He just pounced and filled his mouth with her tits, acting on instinct.

My nostrils flared as I watched him please her.  It was something neither of us had done to each other in a while.

Lance was keen.  Way keener than I’d known him be with me recently.  It had started to feel like acts such as that were a chore for him, but he didn’t show any of that with Katie.  His cock not-only remained bolt-stiff, but he was jerking it as he sucked on her, buoyed on by her moans.

“Yes, Lance,” she purred.  “That’s it, honey.”

Katie threw her head back.  She seemed to garner the maximum amount of pleasure from the tiniest of acts.

I watched her enjoy him, feeling the envy and humiliation course through my veins like a drug.  I wasn’t good enough for him, but Katie was.

She looked down and fed her breasts to Lance’s mouth, giving him each of her nipples in turn that he dutifully sucked stiff.

Katie put her hand on top of his head and pushed him down further.  She smiled and then looked back at me.

“We’ve gotta get what we want too, haven’t we Michelle?”

I swallowed, unable to reply.  Fuck, that was a lot.  Hearing her talk to me while she pushed my husband’s head down towards her pussy was like a gut-punch, even though Katie didn’t mean it like that.  She just assumed I did things like this all the time.

“You gonna be a good boy and eat my pussy?” Katie asked.

Lance, of course, nodded.

Katie reached down and slipped the crotch of her lingerie aside.  I could make out the tiny triangle of fur that had been sculpted perfectly.  It sat at the top of her folds, and beneath it was the most beautiful pair of pussy-lips that I’d ever seen.  They were perfect, and Lance seemed to like the look of them too.

He pushed his face against her without a second’s thought, opening his mouth and flexing his tongue out of sight.

Katie let out a groan.  “Eat it,” she cried.  “Yes!  That’s it, Lance.”

Her hands pushed through his soft, brown hair and she started to grind her crotch on him.

Lance was on his knees, sitting back on his pants that stretched between each ankle.

“Come and take his shirt off,” Katie said.  I guess I got all the boring jobs.

I moved carefully around them, trying to keep quiet as though it was some kind of act of nature that I didn’t want to disturb.

I could hear my husband’s licks smacking against her sensitive flesh.  Katie would moan and I’d hear Lance gasp a breath before submerging in her pussy juices and giving her another round of tongue-lashings.

I crouched at her feet too, and I carefully unbuttoned Lance’s shirt and then took it back off his shoulders.

“Take off your pants, Lance,” Katie said.

When he moved away, she started to play with her pussy, spreading it and teasing at her pearly clit.  She noticed that I was captivated by it.

She didn’t say anything, she just curled a finger and I submissively crawled into the spot that Lance had been at.

He didn’t say anything.  Shit, I guess he couldn’t.  I just opened my mouth over Katie and had my first dose of lesbianism.

I could taste the coppery sweetness of her instantly.  Lance had coaxed her juices free, and they were sweet and slippery.  She felt good against my tongue, and the moans that she let out made me think I was giving an amazing pussy-eating debut.

By now Lance had stripped completely naked.  Katie wasn’t paying any attention to me now.  She pushed me off her and I fell away, wiping my mouth.  I felt dejected.  Neither of them cared.

I wiped my mouth and watched as Katie led Lance towards the sofa.  She pushed him against it, and he fell back.  His hard cock slapped against his stomach.  Katie mounted him, straddling his legs.  Her ass looked amazing from every angle.

From the floor I had the perfect view.  I watched her jerk my husband with one or two strokes before lining him up underneath her.  I was shocked that she didn’t put him in a condom, but it all added to how naughty it was.  It made me feel as though Lance was hers and not mine.  Shit, he wore condoms with me.

“That’s what I want,” Katie said, and she rubbed the tip of Lance’s hard cock back and forth through her folds.

I could see her sticky juices connecting with him.  The veins of his cock were almost bursting.

Katie rose on her knees and then held Lance firm beneath her.  She dropped her pussy onto him, and I watched her swallow him up.  The two of them became one, and I felt like I lost a part of myself forever.

It stung beautifully.  The pair of them moaned, and it felt like a celebration.  It was as though they were moaning purely to spite me, and not because of how good they felt together.

I watched her pussy sheath him like her throat had, and she sat all the way down on Lance and took every one of his beautiful inches.

She tugged her lingerie aside so that it her ass-cheek held it away from the cleavage of her butt.  I could see her perfect, cleanly waxed dot, sitting above their sinful union.

She squeezed her thighs and started to move slowly over Lance, controlling the tempo.  He sucked on her tits to occupy himself.  I was sure that it wouldn’t take him long to bolt, being inside someone as fit and young as Katie.  She couldn’t have been much older than twenty-two.

I couldn’t get over how demure and beautiful her face was, and yet here she was, committing acts like this with my husband.  It hurt, but I couldn’t turn away.  I was their doormat, and I wanted them both to wipe their feet on me.  Katie seemed more attuned to that than I could have ever imagined.  Her next instruction let me know that much.

“You,” she said, looking back as though she’d forgotten my name.  “Make yourself useful and put your tongue in my ass.”

She turned back to Lance, leaving the instruction with me.  It took a while for all the words to register.  I’d never even heard of that being done to anyone before.

“You want me to put my tongue in your ass?” I asked.

“Did I stutter?” asked Katie.

“You better do it, honey,” said Lance.  He wasn’t on my side anymore.

I crawled forwards shamefully.  Neither of them knew that I was approaching.  They just continued fucking, and as I got closer, I could see the white cream that Katie’s pussy had spread all over my husband.

As I approached, she paused, leaning forwards and then pulling her ass open with one of her hands.

“You do it, Lance,” she said.  “Hold my ass open for your wife.”

Lance’s hands gripped her buttocks and pulled them wide.  I had all the access I needed now.

Katie put her hands on the back of the couch for support, and Lance took the opportunity to suck her tits into his mouth again.  He moved his cock slowly, but Katie stayed in place.  I could hear the little clicking noises that her pussy juices made as Lance’s big cock moved through her.

“Eat my ass,” she commanded.

I curled my hair behind my ear and put my tongue out, leading with it coyly.  I felt it connect with the knot of muscle and then I pushed my face between her ass-cheeks.

I licked and probed, listening to my mistress’s joy in front of me.  She moaned against the wall, and the echoes of it bounced back and filled the room with her filthy joy.

I felt spurred on by her glee.  I pressed my teeth against her ass so that I could move my tongue deeper into her.

“Good girl,” she moaned.  “There’s a good girl.  She’s tongue-fucking me, Lance.  Your wife’s tongue is in my ass.”

“Good girl,” Lance said to me, and it was as though I wasn’t part of the couple anymore.

“Lick his cock too,” Katie commanded.  “Taste me on him.”

I pulled Lance out of her and bent his cock towards my mouth.  I moved my lips over the tip of his rock-hard cock and tasted Katie on him.  She was covering him.  A little ring of her cum had formed around the hilt of him, but his entire length was soaked in her.

I started to tongue along his shaft, hoping to clean all of her off him.  Before I could finish the task, Katie had ordered him back inside her.

“Are you close, Lance?” she asked.

“I’ve been close since you took your clothes off,” he chuckled.

“There’s a good boy.  I’ve got an idea.”

Katie moved up off him.  I sat back on my heels, kneeling on the carpet and awaiting my next instruction.

Katie sat on the couch now, opening her legs wide and being unashamed.  Shit, if I had a pussy like hers, I’d be quite content to show it off like that.

She bit her finger and then looked at me.  “I want you,” she said, enjoying how I was hanging on her every word, “to put your husband’s cock inside me.  Then, I want you to jerk him until he fills me with cum.”

Lance looked at me.  He seemed shocked, but I could tell he was into it.  He was just hoping I was too.

“That sounds like everything he deserves,” I said.

“It’s everything you deserve,” Katie said.  “I’ve seen women like you before.”

I swallowed nervously and felt the burning embarrassment in my cheeks.  It felt like Katie was really seeing me, you know?  Like she knew who I was deep down.  She knew me better than I knew myself.

“Lead him by the cock,” Katie said, nodding at Lance.

Lance was standing proud.  His erection showed no sign of flagging, and with a beautiful, naked, willing beauty beneath him, it had no right to go soft.

I gripped his cock, feeling the strength of his arousal that I’d had no part in creating.  I pulled him in the direction of Katie’s pussy, and he walked with me willingly.

“That’s it,” Katie said.  “Good girl.”

I felt humiliated by how she’d switched our roles.  I felt like the younger, inferior woman to her more confident persona.

“Put him in my tight pussy,” Katie said.

I moved Lance into her until the tip of him was just inside those beautiful lips of hers.  She cooed as he opened her up again.  Katie looked me right in the eye as she spoke the next sentence.

“Now jerk his cum into me.”

I took a breath, then I started working my hand along the exposed shaft of my husband’s stiffness.  My movements were barreling his cock all around her insides, and Katie seemed to love that too.  She started to finger her clit and pinch her nipples, looking down her body the whole time.

I caught her eyes as she watched me.  I was determined to outlast her gaze, but it was me who turned away first.  I looked to my husband’s cock and the juicy veins that breathed life into it.  I looked up at his face, seeing his eyes closed and his expression one of euphoria.  He was surfing the wave of pleasure and from the nuanced twitches in his brow and his mounting moans, that wave was about to break.

“Give it me,” Katie said, injecting an urgency into proceedings.  “Give me that hot cum!”

She spoke such naughty, depraved words, but each one hit my ear like a drug.  It made me excited, so I could only imagine how Lance was feeling.

“I want that fucking cum,” she snarled.  “I deserve it.  Way more than her.  Way more than your wife.”

I jerked him faster, spurred on by her words.  I was determined to give his seed to her.  She was right, she deserved it more than I did.

“Oh, honey,” Lance cried, but I didn’t know for sure who he was referring to.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned again, and his eyes looked down now to the source of his pleasure.

I looked up at him and nodded, keeping my rhythm as his cock swelled in size.

“Yes!” Katie said excitedly, looking down over her tits.

I jerked him all the way to completion, and I felt the throbs ripple through his cock as he delivered his seed into Katie.

“That’s it,” she purred.  “That’s it.”

I moved slower now, rifling off his cock and sending volley after volley of his cum into her.  There was so much of it that it started to dribble out onto the sofa.  Lance wasn’t deep enough to send it all the way inside her.

Katie rubbed her pussy with a sense of joyous satisfaction, she groaned and let her head fall back into the cushion, taking my husband’s cum like she did this every week.

“Oh, good boy, Lance,” she said.  “Good boy.  Now push it in.”

I let go of him and watched as Lance buried his cummy cock inside her without hesitation, giving her the last throbs.  It went all the way deep, raising the stakes.  He hadn’t come inside me in so long.

“Good boy,” Katie said again softly.

Lance moved back and Katie kept her legs open as he departed.  Her beautiful pussy drooled out his cum.  It looked like icing-sugar the way it fell out of her.

“You know what to do,” Katie said, looking at me with a smirk.

The maddest thing was, I did know what to do.  I knew my place perfectly now.  I got on all fours and crawled into position, locking my mouth over her cum-smashed pussy and tonguing out my husband’s love.

“Clean up,” she said.  “There’s a good cuck.”

My husband curled up next to Katie and the two of them watched as I cleaned her of him.  My tongue raced around, tasting the bitterness of him.  I felt their eyes on me, but I couldn’t bring myself to open mine.  I kept them closed, moving around her pussy and feeling it out with my tongue.  When I could no longer taste his cum on her, I pulled back and wiped my mouth.

I opened my eyes finally and looked at the two of them on our couch.  They looked like a perfect couple.

“Thank you for using Dial-A-Date,” Katie beamed, with Lance’s arm around her.  “It’s been a pleasure.”

THE END
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Hubby’s Bimbo-Bot Is Replacing Me! : Female Cuckolds 6
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I thought I was doing the nicest thing for my husband Stephen when I bought him a bespoke sex-doll from Japan, but the thing is so lifelike that I’m now playing second-fiddle to it!

My hubby couldn’t wait to try it out when I first presented it to him.  I played the doting wife, of course, and left him to it for a couple of hours.  He emerged a different man.

I don’t know if you’ve done any research yourself, but sex dolls have come a long way in my time.  When I was younger, they used to be a comically inflatable affair, with gasping open-mouthed expressions and slapped on make-up.

Now though, you wouldn’t believe it!  I was able to tailor my doll perfectly to match my husband’s needs.  I knew his type, and it wasn’t exactly me anymore now that I was in my late forties.

When I made the application, I’d selected a blonde-haired, big-breasted, western woman, and the company, Bimbo-Bot, had absolutely delivered.

Opening the box for the first time was a startling affair.  I thought they’d shipped me a real-life human and it had taken me some time to grow accustomed to just how real the doll looked.  She was naked too, and her curves made me envious.

My husband had named her Donna.  He’d said the name just perfectly matched her features.  Donna had even been impressed with the name too.

Shit, that was something I haven’t told you!  These things talk!  And it’s so darn realistic.  According to Bimbo-Bot they’re imbued with a responsive and reactive artificial intelligence system, to the point where it feels just like a conversation with a human.

So, as you can imagine, my husband went to town on this thing.  He’d get home from work every day and barely even say hello before he was ripping his tie off and heading upstairs to switch Donna on.

I’d hear the most raucous noises coming from above, with Donna and Stephen tearing the house down with screams of intense passion.  I’d never heard him make noises like it.

The whole time I’d sit downstairs, getting wetter and wetter by the second at the thought of Stephen enjoying Donna.  I didn’t have the courage to ask if I could watch.

As the weeks passed Stephen spent more time with Donna.  After they had sex, I’d hear voices of conversation coming from upstairs, and it quickly felt like things had gone too far.  I had to suggest something.

Stephen came home again that day, saying hello and kicking his shoes off quickly.  Before he’d had chance to escape upstairs, I stopped him in the hall.

“We need to talk,” I told him.

“We do,” he added, and he was smiling.  “I have a proposition for you.”

I was immediately intrigued by it and the thought of confronting him took a back seat.  Stephen led me through into the lounge and sat me on the couch.

“What is it?” I asked, matching his smirk.

“Donna and I have been talking,” he began.

The smile wavered on my lips, but I tried to hold it there.  He used to talk to me.

“She thinks it would be a good idea for you to join us upstairs.”

“Join you?”

“Yes,” Stephen said.  “She thinks you’d like to watch.”

“How does she know?”

Stephen’s smile broadened.  “So, it’s true?”

“I ...”

Stephen leaned forwards and rubbed my thigh.  “It’s okay.  It’s perfectly natural.  Donna said that some women like that kind of thing, and from what she’s processed from your behavior, you might be one of them.”

“How would she know?”

“She’s smarter than anything!” Stephen said.  “It’s not just sex, she’s helped me with my taxes too!”

“Will she be cooking soon?”

Stephen laughed.  “She’ll never replace you, Jen.  I love you; I don’t love Donna.  She’s a toy.”

I found myself melting at his words.  The idea of joining the two of them had quickly become a fantasy of mine.

“Are you coming?” Stephen asked, and he put a hand out.

I took it.  “Show me how you use her.”

Stephen led me upstairs to the bedroom.  On the way he stopped in the hallway closet and opened it.

Donna stood inside, dressed in naughty lingerie that kept her perfect tits exposed on her chest.  Her huge breasts were milky, and her nipples were a beautiful shade of soft pink.  I was trying to decide whether being attracted to a female Bimbo-Bot made me a lesbian or something else.
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