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

“Taste me,” Chelsea said.

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

“She likes that,” Mark said to Chelsea.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Tell me again,” urged Felicia.

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

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

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

“Get him ready for my pussy,” said Chelsea, looking up with a grin at Mark.
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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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Watching My Husband With The Girl Next Door
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The new next-door neighbor is a little cutie.  My husband and I have lived here for years and during that time we’ve had several couples, singles and families live next-door, but never once have we had a nineteen-year old fox.  She was a petite brunette with curves in all the right places and you could just tell she had a naughty side.

My husband Jon noticed immediately, of course, but wasn’t too fond of letting me know it.  He’d try to hide it, which just made it more obvious, but honestly it didn’t bother me too much.  I mean, she was attractive, there was no denying it.  It seemed only natural that Jon should like her.

We’ve been together for about a decade now and neither of us has ever strayed.  It doesn’t mean we don’t sometimes fantasize about it, but the act of actually doing it had always been unthinkable.  Until now.

I can’t quite explain where the notion came from, but as I looked down from the upstairs window and watched her flirt with Jon, I started to get the strangest of feelings.

I could tell from his body language that he was trying to keep his distance, standing somewhere in the middle of the garden as Alexis leant against the fence.  She’d introduced herself only a couple of days ago and even then I could see from her dilating pupils that Jon was having an effect on her.  She must like the older man and I can’t blame her.  Jon was a catch alright.

She squeezed her shoulders together in that way we sometimes do when we want to show off our assets.  It just served to make Jon less attentive.  He turned away and looked off down the lawn as he spoke, trying in vain not to give in to temptation.

I bit my lip as I watched through the glass.  There was something quite naughty about being a voyeur to it all.  I was sure nothing would happen, but I found myself almost yearning for something juicy to occur that I could sink my teeth into.

The thought crept up on me at first, but it very quickly started to blossom.  I began to imagine her hopping the fence and jumping up on him.  Her legs would wrap around him and she’d kiss his lips, beginning to grind up and down on that impressive cock of his.

I closed my eyes to make the fantasy more vivid and before I knew it I was touching myself at the thought of Jon—at the thought of her—at the idea of both of them together, enjoying each other.  It was so hot and powerful that I couldn’t keep it to myself.  I just had to tell him.

“You got off on the idea of me and ...”

“Alexis.”

“You got off on the idea of me and Alexis fucking?” Jon asked later that day as we sat on the couch.

“I couldn’t help it,” I shrugged, laughing.

“You know I’d never do it, don’t you?” he said, hoping to comfort me.

“I know,” I said, pursing my lips.  “But part of me wanted it.”

Jon stayed silent, looking almost confused.

“I know,” I said, “it sounds ridiculous.”

“Kind of,” he laughed.  “You want me to cheat on you?”

“Not that, no.” I couldn’t put the notion into words.  “I want you to enjoy yourself.”

Jon put an arm around me.  “I enjoy myself with you.”

“You’d enjoy her too,” I said and Jon looked offended.  “What?  I’m not accusing you of anything, but come on.  She’s gorgeous.”

Jon dropped his defenses.  “She’s pretty, there’s no denying that.”

“And she likes you.”

“She does not,” he scoffed.

I became more animated, sitting up on the couch and looking in his eyes.  “She does!  We can tell these things, honey, trust me.”

Jon thought for a moment.  “She does not,” he mumbled quietly, trying not to relish the idea.

“You could fuck her,” I pressed.  “I wouldn’t be mad.”

“How do you know?”

“I’ve been thinking about it,” I said, giving him a kiss on the lips.  “I think I’d like it.”

Jon was frozen as I put myself on him and grabbed his cock.

“I think she’d like this.”

He started to laugh.  “A free pass?”

“A free pass,” I said, straddling his lap.

He laughed again but soon realized I was serious.

“I can’t do that,” he said.

“Why not?”

“It’s not that easy.”

“Oh, I think it will be.  She wants it.  She just has to know that we want it too.”

“You’re more than enough for me,” he said, trying to plant another kiss on my lips.

I moved my lips around to his ear.  “You mean you don’t like the thought of her young, smooth thighs sitting on top of you.”

He swallowed.

“You don’t like the idea of that tight, wet, pussy hugging your big cock.”

I could feel his heart beating faster in his chest as my hushed words brushed his ear.  I felt him start to grow in his pants.

“See,” I smirked.

“Hey, that doesn’t prove anything.”

I gripped it and rubbed along his length, pinching his jeans around him.

“Fuck her,” I said.  “Go and ask her round.”

Jon needed a few more words of encouragement but after half-an-hour of my relentless teasing he bit the bullet.

“You know there’s no going back from this,” he warned on his way out the door.  “If she says no then it’s gonna be the most uncomfortable—”

“She won’t say no!” I said confidently.

“Okay, but—”

“Just go,” I said laughing and pushing him out of the door.

He walked around the fence to the front door and I peered from the hall, watching as he squirmed his way through the offer.

I could see him explaining everything and I watched as he started to relax on the doorstep, no doubt succumbing to her charms as he broke down her thin barrier.

Soon he was smiling and laughing and then he held out his hand to her.  I watched as she took it and before she could see me I slipped back inside, running to the sofa and feeling the adrenaline start to course through my veins.  Fuck.  It was really happening.

Their voices got louder as they approached the door and I began to hear Jon talking her through it.

“My wife Sarah should be just inside—ahh yes,” he said smiling as we shared the private joke.  I knew she wanted to fuck him.

“Hey,” Alexis said, bubbling as though she did this every day.

“Has Jon told you?” I asked confused.  She looked way too relax.

“Yeah,” she nodded, smiling.

“Everything?”

“Uh-huh.”

“About him fucking you ... while I watch?”

“Yep.”

I couldn’t help but laugh.  I looked to Jon and he raised his eyebrows and shrugged.

“Go on then,” I pushed, and I sat back on the couch.

Alexis grabbed his arm and giggled as she brought him over next to me.  I didn’t know they’d be doing it quite so close but now that they were I found the idea even more exciting.

“I’m gonna show your husband a good time,” she smirked, moving that cute little ass of hers over towards us.

She made Jon sit down next to me and he was rapt by her, looking up as though he was getting his own private dance off of her.

She pulled up her tank-top and I watched as her beautiful, full tits dropped out from underneath, held in a cute little bra.  Her stomach was flat and she had this athletic frame that made me think about hitting the gym a little more.

She straddled Jon quickly and I watched his posture shift.  I’d seen the look before and knew it exactly.  He was desperately trying to adjust himself so that the fast-growing erection in his pants felt comfortable.

“You like to watch, huh?” she asked, looking at me and slowly grinding her ass back and forth.

I nodded nervously.

“You wanna watch your husband’s thick cock disappear inside my pussy?”

Jon looked over at me, worried of my reaction.  Hearing the words ignited something inside me though.  I nodded again.

“I’ll show him a good time,” she said, and I watched as her face dropped to his and she started to kiss his lips.

His eyes were open to begin with, but soon he closed them and started to kiss her back.  I watched her hands run over his chest and then down to that big dick of his.  I’d never be able to satisfy him like that.

Her palm rubbed along him and then she pressed her pussy down on him, running the crotch of her tight yoga pants over the bulge.

“He’s nice and ready for me,” she said.  “I’ll show you.”

I sat merely feet away from the pair of them as she got to her knees and hastily began to unfasten Jon’s pants.

The belt unshackled and she pulled it through the loops quickly, flailing it out and tossing it to the floor.  Without missing a beat she went straight for the button of his pants and I felt my stomach twist as the lust-filled adrenaline pumped through me.

I took a deep breath and looked on as she tugged his jeans open, then without ceremony she delved into his boxer-shorts and tugged his big, hard cock above the waist.

“Oh, wow,” she swooned, squeezing the hilt and marveling at his swollen flesh before looking at me.  “You don’t deserve this.”

Jon stared down his body, dismissing her criticism of me.  Instead his eyes were locked on her lips and he was impatiently awaiting her mouth.

She gave him one slow pump and then opened her mouth wide.  I did the same, imagining being in her position.  Her lips clasped around his flesh and Jon let out a deep breath, clearly satisfied.

She drove him into her mouth and wet up his cock like a professional.  Despite my years of experience I looked for all the world like she gave an amazing blowjob.  Her hand worked over him and her mouth was so wet and full of spit.  In no time at all Jon’s cock was awash with her saliva.  She held it in a firm grip and the veins that stretched up it swelled.

“Fuck,” Jon whispered, looking down at Alexis.

He brushed her hair aside so he could get a better look and I inched over too, looking down over his shoulder as she drove his dick to the back of throat again.

She pushed down and somehow managed to take all of his inches.  I guessed a good portion of him was buried in her throat, but that was something I could never do.  Alexis was a master of her art alright.

“He’s nice and ready,” she said now, popping her lips off the tip of his dick.

She helped him to his feet and his pants fell to his ankles as she started to work his t-shirt up over his head

“Big, strong man,” she said, stroking over his hairy chest as I watched on.

Jon stepped out of his pants and soon he was totally naked.  I desperately wanted to reach out and touch that firm ass of his, but I kept my hands where they belonged.  I knew my place in all of this.

Alexis unfastened her bra and Jon took a grip of his cock as the cups fell forwards.  Her tits were a perfect shape and from the brisk movements of my husband’s hand I could tell he enjoyed the sight of them.

She tossed her bra over to me and it fell on the arm of the couch.  I placed it carefully at the side of me as she started to slide her yoga pants down over her ass.

She turned away from the both of us, peeling it carefully down over her toned curves and showing me that perfect butt of hers.

I watched Jon’s hand reach out and touch it and I saw the delight on her face as he took a handful of her ass.

“I want you to take my panties down,” she said, staying bent at the waist and looking over her shoulder at Jon and I.  “Show your wife what a tight, young pussy looks like.”

I shifted in my seat and opened my legs, yearning to touch myself as she berated me.  Jon squared up behind her, his big cock swinging on his waist as his fingers curled over her panties.

He tugged them down slowly and I watched the fabric roll over her skin, leaving her ass until I could see her pink asshole and amazing, tight pussy.

“That’s it,” she purred, and I watched a finger curl underneath and toy with her flesh.  She parted her lips to show Jon and I how wet she was.  “Like what you see?”

Jon was mesmerized by it.  “It looks amazing.”

“Get a closer look,” she said, and Jon dropped to his knees quickly.

His hand came to her ass and he split it wide, staring into her and licking her lips.  She didn’t even need to prompt him this time as he pushed his face forwards and took a taste of her young freshness.

His tongue raced up her groove and her eyes closed with satisfaction.  “That’s it,” she growled.  “Suck my pussy while she watches.”

I put a hand on my crotch and felt the heat from my pussy, knowing that I was wetter than ever beneath the surface.

Jon gripped her ass and pulled her onto his face, smothering himself with her young, supple flesh.  His nose poked at her ass and he pressed his tongue into her with aplomb.

Alexis’s hand scrunched his hair as she let him lick her.

“Get it nice and wet, Jon,” she said.  “Get it nice and wet for your cock.”

I took in a quick breath as he stood to his feet.

“Make sure she can see,” she said, and Jon turned back to look at me for the first time in several minutes.

He smirked like I was a dirty, undeserving voyeur and made a show of gripping his cock and pointing it towards her sticky honey-pot.

I watched as the tip of his dick approached her glossed slit, then I looked to her pretty face as she bit her lip and waited.

“Put that cock inside me,” she hushed.  “This is how a pussy should feel.”

The tip of Jon’s cock touched her wet flesh and I leant forwards to get a closer look, letting my mouth drop open as he started to feed his inches into her.

His eyes closed as he felt the warm embrace of her love and soon the bulbous crown of his cock had disappeared inside her, followed gradually by his remaining inches.

She took him like a pro, pushing back onto him until he was buried to the hilt, then she wriggled and gave a satisfied giggle.

“He’s so big,” she swooned.  “He fits me perfectly.”

“Like a glove,” Jon laughed, squeezing her ass again as she gripped him.

“Now give it me,” she said, turning serious.  “Fuck me, Jon.”

He grabbed her hips and pushed her off him, quickly racing his cock back through her pussy-lips until I could hear his flesh slapping against hers.

I watched on with keen interesting, moving to the carpet so I could get a better view.

“That’s it,” Alexis said.  “Get on your knees and watch.  Watch your husband’s cheating cock fuck my naughty pussy.”

I looked up through his legs and marveled at the sight before me.  I’d only ever seen this angle before in porn and to see it in the flesh was thrilling.  To make matters even more sinful, the cock belonged to my husband and I was a helpless by-stander.

“It looks amazing,” I whispered.

“Keep watching,” Alexis said.  “Don’t stop watching until he comes inside me.”

I gasped at the thought.  My husband’s cum in another woman’s pussy.  That felt like the peak of my fantasy, but as it turned out Alexis had a notion that could make it even naughtier.

“Let’s go on the sofa,” she said, and I watched her pussy suck its way off Jon’s big cock.

His dick was strewn with her cream, looking delicious as it swung at his waist.  He watched as his beauty made her way to the couch, sitting on it and opening her legs wide.

“Come and fuck me, handsome,” she said, curling a finger in Jon’s direction.

I stayed on my knees and watched as Jon walked over to her, neglecting me completely.  He wasted no time in planting himself back inside her and I listened to his satisfied groan as her pussy stretched over his dick all over again.

I trotted towards them on all fours and got comfortable as Jon upped his pace, slipping his cock in and out of her so fast that I started to hear her pussy sloshing with juice.  She was so wet for him and I could feel my own wetness making my panties sodden from the picture before me.

“Fuck me, Jon,” Alexis gasped, daring him to go faster.  “I want that hot come in my pussy.  I deserve it.”

She was right.  She was more than worthy of his warm seed.  It got so that I was content with being a by-stander, happy to watch her satisfy my husband in a way I never could.

Jon hunched his back now and he started to suck on her big tits, pausing his thrusts so he could get a good mouthful.

I moved around them like a dirty pervert, getting a good view as his teeth bit on her stiff, young nipples.  He sucked and nibbled on her tits with aplomb and I was glad to afford him the gift of another woman—especially one so beautiful.

“Give it her, Jon,” I said, stroking his back.

He looked at me and then looked down his body, meaning for me to follow his gaze.  I looked down over his heaving chest and down his flat stomach to his cock and watched as he rocked it in and out of her, pulling almost all of his inches out before thrusting them back in to the sound of her contented mewling.

“Oh, that’s perfect,” Alexis said, and I watched her body start to surrender to his touch.

She winced her eyes closed in pained pleasure as he continued his lengthy thrusts, letting her feel each curve and vein of his engorged length as it cruised inside her.

“Fuck,” she gasped, and I watched her start to tremble and writhe beneath him.

“Come for me,” he said, squeezing her tits.

My eyes spread wide as I watched the arousal consume her.  Her chest started to blush red as her breathing rose and her legs clamped tighter around him.

“Oh, fuck!” she hushed, stammering out her breaths quickly and then slowly as the climax came to the fore.

Jon pushed himself inside her one last time with a knowing look on his face.  The second he’d put himself all the way inside she shrieked and pushed up off him, squeezing at her tits and gushing out lusty breaths.

“I’m coming,” she gasped, rocking on the tip of his dick.

“It’s even tighter,” Jon marveled, clearly impressed.

Her body contorted with each contraction, squeezing at my husband’s thickness.  I don’t think he’d ever made me come like that.

“Now it’s your turn,” she said after a moment’s composure.  “I want you to come inside me.”

Jon looked more than happy to oblige.

“Come inside my pussy while she watches,” she said, looking to me as though I was unworthy of his cum.

Jon immediately upped his pace and Alexis quickly lost herself, gasping and thrashing as she derived as much pleasure as she could.

The look in my husband’s face changed now as though there was a sudden purpose to the encounter.  He knew his goal now and he was quickly racing towards it.

“Get a good look,” Alexis said.  “I want you to see his balls pull tight as he empties himself inside me.”

Jon clapped his hips against her faster and faster until it sounded like a rapture of applause.  I moved just like I’d been told, looking up from my hands and knees as his dick disappeared again and again.

Alexis’s pussy turned creamier and creamier as he drove himself through her slit, smashing her wetness around her tight hole until it was awash with her cum.

“Give it me,” she said, sensing he was close.

I moved an inch of so closer and marveled as his balls sucked up close to the base of his cock.

“Oh, fuck,” he gasped, throwing his head back to the ceiling.

“Come for me,” she begged.

I was so excited by the impending release that I damn near put my face right under there.  Instead I watched as he stopped his thrusts and his cock twitched inside her.

“Yes!” she gasped.  “Give it me.”

I watched him throb and then he let out a long, satisfied groan as he emptied himself.

“That’s it,” she swooned.  “Every last drop.”

Jon looked down and started to rock his cock and I watched it pulse, sending rope after rope of his seed into her.

“Mmmm, that’s it,” she said, sounding more than satisfied.

Slowly Jon squeezed himself out of her and I was left with the sight of her ravaged pussy, strewn in his and her juices.

A bead of his cum came to the fore and soon there was a slow flow of cum that oozed out of her as she moaned softly on the couch.

“Now clean up,” she said, looking down her body at me.  I was surprised at first by her orders and I looked to Jon as though I hadn’t heard her right.

“Clean up,” she asserted again, moving her eyes down to her pussy.

Jon was more interested than ever as I made my way over to her on my hands and knees, making slow steps towards the ultimate depravity.

I grew closer and looked headlong into that sinful mess of sex, putting my face closer and smelling my husband’s cum against the sweetness of her pussy.

My mouth opened and I clasped it over her, sliding my tongue into the groove and tasting his bitterness in my mouth.

“That’s it,” she said, and her hand came to the back of my head to hold me in place.  “Clean it all up.”

Jon pumped his cock slowly, watching from the side as my tongue darted into her core.  She curled a finger in his direction and he mounted the couch, putting his cum-glossed, drooping cock close to her face.

I looked up her body and over those perky tits of her as my husband’s dick slipped through her lips again.  She started to suck on him lovingly, cleansing him of his seed.

“Don’t stop,” she warned, looking down at me.

I got back to work, busily sucking his love from her lips until she looked clean and fresh.  Each mouthful felt like a gut-punch, but in some strange way I loved every second of it.  I had no idea I could be so utterly sinful.

I pulled back finally and wiped at my mouth, studying my work.  Alexis moved a hand to her pussy to check if I’d done a good job, gently fingering around her groove and then checking her hand for any visible residue.

“Good girl,” she said, slowly standing to her feet.

She rubbed my head as I sat on the floor, then moved over to Jon and gave him a loving, sensual kiss.

I watched from the carpet the whole time as she dressed, putting on her clothes as though it had just been a normal afternoon for her.  Her body was damn-near perfect.

When she was dressed she turned to me and blew a kiss, then draped herself over Jon once more and stuck her tongue into his mouth.

He hugged her and gave her ass one last squeeze, following her with a smile as she walked from the house.

When she was gone Jon finally turned to me, dropping to the carpet to sit beside me.  I bit my lip and smiled, almost embarrassed to have enjoyed it so much.

“Are you okay?” he asked worriedly.

“It was perfect,” I gushed.  “I never knew I’d love it so much.”

My own happiness seemed to make Jon pleased to the point of relief.  “I didn’t know if you liked it.”

“I can tell you enjoyed yourself,” I joked, smirking at him.

He smiled to cover his embarrassment.

“It’s okay,” I said, rubbing at his arm.  “I love that you loved it.  It was so hot when you came.”

Jon kissed me and I held him close, feeling our love strengthen against the odds.  I don’t think it would be the last time that we did something like that.

THE END
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Elevator Threesome With The Girl Next-Door
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“I don’t know, I just think we could spice things up some more,” I said, looking back to my husband John as he held the door of our apartment building open.

“How?” he asked.  “More spontaneity?”

“Yes, that,” I said, swinging my handbag and turning to him as I walked backwards across the foyer.  “But also I think we should try something new.  Something exciting.”

“I’m all ears.”

“Something like ...”

Just then we heard the clicks of heavy heels across the marble as our new neighbor Molly entered the complex.

“Can you hold the door,” she called over casually as she fidgeted in her handbag.

“Something like that,” I said, slapping John’s ass.

He batted my arm away as I grinned.  I knew for a fact he had the hots for her.  I’d have been more concerned if he didn’t.  This cutesy, twenty-year-old fuck-machine would have gotten any man weak at the knees.

“Thanks,” she smiled, stepping inside.

She stood in front of and I elbowed John playfully, nodding again at the temptress before him.  He was embarrassed by me but I reveled in it.  The idea of John with another woman was always something I’d have been willing to try, as long as it meant coming back to me.

I knew that now we were both in our late thirties that it was natural for him to fantasize about other younger, prettier women.  Molly was just that.  She had a bob of light blonde hair and a slender neck that led down to her square shoulders.  Beneath that a pair of modest, tasty tits that sat all perky on her chest as though they demanded attention.

Today she wore a short, flowery summer dress and a pair of boots that almost looked at odds against the rest of her outfit.  She had a confidence and figure that could pull it off though.  John was in jeans and plaid shirt, and I wore a pair of yoga pants and a light sweater.

“So what do you say?” I said, continuing the conversation vaguely behind Molly.  “Would you be interested in something like that?”

“I’d have to think about,” John said, keen to change the subject.

“Make sure you do.  I want to hear every last, naughty thought about it.”  I nudged him as I spoke and giggled.

Molly cleared her throat and stared forwards, looking up at the floors as they pinged by on the display.

“What’s your opinion, Molly?” I said, and John looked instantly mortified.

She turned around, surprised.

“Sorry, forgive me.  I saw your name on your mail.  I’m Gail and this is John.”

“Nice to meet you,” John nodded, already blushing.

“A pleasure,” Molly said, regaining her composure.  “My thoughts on what?”

“It’s noth—” John began.

“My husband and I were looking to spice things up, you know, in the bedroom.  Have any ideas?”

Molly shrugged, unfazed by the topic.  “Threesome,” she said simply, and right after the words left her mouth the elevator stalled to a halt.

“Shit,” I cursed.

“What is it?” Molly asked.

“Threesome?” John repeated.

“Broken down,” I said.  “This happened last year to a guy.  Poor bastard was on his own for two hours before they got him out.”

“Two hours?” Molly said, pulling out her phone to check the time.

“Two hours,” I repeated.

“Like, a guy and two girls?  Or two guys and a girl?” John continued.

“I’ve got a hair appointment at five,” Molly said.

“You like fine,” I said.  “You got signal?”

Molly peered at her phone and sighed.  “Nope.”

John and I both looked at our cells and confirmed the worse.

“Must be the metal,” John said, looking around our new home.

“There must be something—” Molly began, becoming flustered.

I hit the emergency button.  “Relax,” I said.

In a few seconds time a voice filled the elevator, coming through all tinny on the small speakers.

“Is there a problem?” it asked, with way too much sass.

“Our elevator’s broken down,” I cried, putting my face close to the sound.

“Building?” the voice said.

“Park Street apartments.  On the corner of twenty-fifth and George.”

“Someone will be with you in a few hours.”

“A few hours!” I cried.

“Yes,” it said back simply.  “Hold tight.”

“Excuse me, Ma’am,” Molly asked, all sweet into the receiver.

No reply came.

“Ma’am?”

Nothing.

“Well I guess that’s that,” John said, throwing his hands up and then sliding his back down the wall.  He sat on the floor and pulled out his cell.

I looked down at him and then at Molly.  The three of us were trapped together for a while.  ‘Maybe this could be an opportunity,’ I thought.

Molly put her bag down and leaned back against the wall.

“I can’t even get the internet,” John said, cursing his cell.  He threw it into the corner and then looked ahead, straight at Molly’s long, smooth legs.

She was busy studying the room, looking up at the ceiling and peering at the hatch. 

“Hey, we could—” she began.

“Too dangerous,” I asserted.  “It’s safer to just wait it out.”

Molly took a deep breath.  “I guess then we just ... wait.”

Several minutes of silence ticked by in which the three of us adjusted to our temporary fate, entombed in the small elevator and with hours to kill.

Before long we were all sat on the floor, our legs stretched towards the middle of the room and with a wall behind us each.

“This is cozy,” I said, trying to lighten the mood.

Molly smiled.

“Tell me, Molly: do you have a boyfriend?”  I asked, looking to John and then her.

“Not currently,” she answered.  “I’m in between relationships, you could say.”

“Good place to look,” John said.  “In the city, I mean.  Plenty of folks.”

“All the good ones are already taken,” Molly said, looking to me.

I looked over at her and bit my lip curiously.  It was clear she found John attractive.  Women can just kind of sense these things.

“So,” I began, clearing my throat.  “A threesome, you said?”

“Huh?” Molly asked, and John shuffled his feet and kicked mine.

“To spice up our sex life?”

Molly brought her knees up and smoothed her skirt over them.  John sat opposite and peered underneath.  I don’t think she realized that the both of us could see her panties.

“If you both wanted to, of course,” she said.  “I didn’t want to intrude or presume but—you know—you asked.”  She shrugged.

“Hey, we’re all ears, aren’t we, John?”

The both of us looked at him and he raised his eyes upwards.  Molly seemed clueless as to where his gaze had been, but I knew how naughty he was.

“We are,” he said.

Molly bit the inside of her lip.

“Have you ever ...” I hinted, looking to her.

“I’d like to,” she answered quickly.  “Umm, but I never have.”

“That’s interesting,” I said slowly, leading the charge.  “Here we are: a couple who’d very much like to try a threesome and here you are: a single woman who’d very much like to be in one.”

There was a silence as I allowed the both of them to fill in the blanks.  Molly pulled her ankles in an opened her knees slightly and I watched John’s gaze flutter quickly down to her crotch.  I could see it too.  Beneath her red, lacy panties you could see a slight groove at the centre of the mound of flesh.

“That is interesting,” she said, biting her lip.

I looked to John.  His and Molly’s eyes were locked now and I could feel the growing tension between them.  I felt almost like a by-stander, but I didn’t mind in the slightest.  I wanted John to enjoy other women and I was already excited as I watched their feelings blossom right there and then.

“Well, would you look at that?” I said, and suddenly both their eyes were on me.

I was staring at the growing lump announcing itself beneath John’s jeans and soon all three of us were looking at it.

John moved his leg to hide it.  “Sorry,” he said.

“Oh, no, honey,” I said, pushing off the wall and moving over to him on my knees.  “He doesn’t have to apologize, does he Molly?”

I gently moved John’s leg back down and watched as Molly’s eyes found the bulge again.

“He doesn’t,” she said, mesmerized by the sight of him growing.

“We’re grateful for it, aren’t we Molly?” I said, unfastening the buckle of his belt now.

John was quiet.  He was right to leave things to me.

“I am,” she said, swallowing and taking a breath as I revealed John’s underwear to her.

“Shall we see what he’s got for us?” I asked, reaching inside before she answered and finding his stiff cock.

“Show me,” Molly said, excited now.

She sat forward cross-legged as I moved his underwear down and brought his cock through the gap in his fly.

“Damn,” she cooed, letting out a whistle.

I laughed and jerked back and forth along him.  John let out a short chuckle too.

“That’s big,” she said.

“Would you like a taste?”

She looked at me as I held him and I bounced my eyebrows and tried to look as friendly as possible.  I wanted her to understand that this wasn’t a trick.  I wanted her to take my husband, and I wanted to watch.

“You don’t mind?” she said, rightly timid.

“I want you to suck him,” I said clearly.

Molly stared forwards and I could see the trepidation in her.  She watched my hand stroke slowly over his thick cock and she seemed to decide something.

“Hold him steady,” she said finally.

I could feel my heart quicken as Molly started to move off the wall and crawl across to John.  John too took an excited breath, preparing himself for a situation that most men can only dream of.

She curled her hair behind her ear and dropped quickly to it, wasting no time in putting those soft, pink lips over the crown of his cock.

John let out a groan and I watched on as the tip of his cock disappeared in her mouth.  I held her hair aside so John could watch too.  She closed her eyes and plunged over him, as though she was giving a real porn-star’s performance.  Molly seemed to enjoy the both of us watching.

Finally her eyes opened and she caught our mesmerized gaze.  She started to giggle and I shook my head in disbelief.

“Enjoying yourself, John?” I asked.

“We need to get stuck in the elevator more often.”

Molly laughed.  It was a cutesy titter that endeared the both of us to her even more.

“I’ll leave you here,” I said, kissing John’s face.  “I’m going exploring.”

He watched as I stood up and moved behind Molly whose ass was pointing towards the elevator door.  She continued to suck on my husband but took a glance back when I threw her dress up over her ass.

“You don’t mind, do you?” I asked, kneeling behind her.

“I don’t mind at all,” she said coolly.

John looked over her shoulder with wide, lust-filled eyes, letting out a moan as Molly returned to his hard cock and I peeled her panties down over her ass.

She was totally unabashed as the panties slipped from between her legs, falling flimsily to her knees and resting across her calf.

I looked forward into that perfect dot of an asshole, sat above her waxed rose petals that glistened with due.

“Well, look at that,” I swooned, opening her ass cheek wider with my hand.

Molly looked back again.  “Like what you see?”

I didn’t answer.  Instead I inched my head forwards and kept my gaze on her until I could hold it no longer.

When my mouth kissed her soft mound and my nose pressed against her ass she let out deep moan, then I heard the sound of her lips smacking again over the tip of my husband’s cock.

She sucked on him with greater vigor, as though my busy lips were fuelling her pace.  I pointed my tongue and guided it around the outside of her puss, tickling the edge before plunging deep and getting a real taste of her.

“Oh, Gail,” she cried, and hearing her say my name really got to me.

I ran my tongue up out of her pussy and circled it around that perfect asshole of her, listening to her moans become deeper as she enjoyed the forbidden pleasure.

“Tell him what I’m doing,” I said, peering over her ass and into my husband’s eyes.

“Your wife is licking my asshole,” Molly said, and the sentence bounced off the metal walls.

John swallowed and looked over her shoulder at me.  I gave him a wink and then plunged my tongue forwards against the tight knot of hers, waggling myself inside just enough to tease her.

“You like that, huh?” John said, looking down into Molly’s reddening face.

She nodded.  “I do.”

She jerked John and leaned forward to kiss him now.  I watched the two of them embrace and felt a chill of excitement shimmer through me.  I stabbed again at Molly’s asshole, sliding around it and then rolling back down over her flesh and around her pussy again.

I curled two fingers into her honey pot, driving them deep and listening to the breath leave her as I started to work into her.

“That feels so good, Gail,” she groaned, taking a break from my husband’s mouth.

I worked back and forth and then placed my tongue back on her ass, feeling it pulse as she became impossibly excited.

She shuffled her knees wider and I pulled her ass open with my free hand, watching it move as I plowed my fingers in and out of her warm core.

I could feel my own desires rising now and was desperate to be satisfied myself, so before I brought her off I stood up and began to undress.

The both of them turned to watch and I felt suddenly on show, transforming the moment into something a little sultrier.

I pulled my sweater up slowly, exciting myself as the fabric slid over my stiffened nipples.  I wasn’t wearing a bra and I felt the air hit my chest when that fact was finally revealed to them.

“Looking good, Gail,” Molly swooned, lying back against my husband who was idly squeezing her tits.

I tossed the sweater to the corner and then turned my back to them, sliding my yoga pants slowly over my mature ass and inching it down until it was at my ankles.

I kicked off my sneakers and dragged the legs of my pants off until I stood in front of them in only my thong.  I curled a finger at John and beckoned him over.

“Where do you want me?” he asked.

“On your knees.”  I pointed to my crotch.  “Face: here.”

John was excited as he stood up and Molly moved aside to give him some room.  He started to remove his pants and Molly helped him, stepping out of her own panties and letting her dress fall back down to hide her sodden pussy.

She started to unbutton his plaid shirt too.  I leaned back against the cool, metal door to watch, rubbing gently at my pussy and teasing myself for John’s arrival.

Molly pushed his shirt back off his shoulders and ran her fingers through the hair of his chest.  She gave his nipples a kiss and a lick and then gave him another French-kiss before surrendering him to me.

John took a couple of steps towards me, his big cock swaying on his crotch like he was dowsing for water.

He crouched before me and I looked down, sliding the crotch of my panties over to reveal myself to him.

“There’s a good boy,” I said wryly.

John stared forward and went for it.  I felt his warm breath first of all, then the soft stubble of his chin and then his rough tongue as it tickled over my clit.

I let out a wail of delight that had been waiting to be released.  Molly watched from the corner, putting a hand beneath her dress and spinning her fingers over her clit, seemingly unable to let the moment pass without celebrating it.

I watched her as John ate from me.  She moved the straps of her dress off her shoulders and down her arms.  It fell in an instant to reveal her naked, perfect body, all unblemished and pure.

I bit my lip and watched her squeeze her tits as she stared at me, then I followed her hand down as it nestled between her legs and she fingered at her soaked lips.

Molly walked over and John finally saw her naked.  He put an arm around her ass and pulled her beside me, so that both of us were naked against the door of the elevator.

She pushed her feet into her boots and leaned back, turning her head to mine and looking down her nose at my lips.  I bridged the gap and started to kiss her, holding John’s head onto me and grinding against his lashing tongue.

When I looked down at him I could see him working his cock as he ate on my pussy, no doubt turned-on by the sight of his wife and our neighbor getting a little more familiar.

“Don’t forget our new friend,” I said to him.

Molly looked down as John shifted positions, pushing her boots astride and then clamping his maw onto her hot pussy.

She moaned in delight and John stared up at her, looking between the two of us as his busy tongue worked out of sight.

He’d pull back and toy her flesh with his finger and then clamp himself back onto her, sucking lovingly on her folds and tickling his tongue around her stiffening clit.

“You should feel him inside you,” I whispered, close to the ear of Molly.

“Is he good?” she groaned.

“The best.”  I looked down at him.  “John.  On your back, honey.”

He reclined eagerly, falling back and letting his dick slap up against his toned stomach.

“Have a seat,” I said, kissing her again and offering him to her.

Molly stepped forward demurely, curling her hair back over her ear and stomping a boot at either side of John’s torso.

He watched her descend and I dropped to the floor to hold his cock upright and guide him into her.  It was hot to see her tight pussy spread over my husband’s cock and the ensuing, satisfied moans from the pair of them made me flood with juices all over again.

She swallowed the whole thing inside her to the hilt, putting her hands on John’s stomach and bouncing carefully in a kind of leap-frog pose.

“She really knows how to work it,” I swooned, watching her bounce on him like a porn-star.  That perfect ass of hers curved around and under her legs and I started to play with my pussy as I watched her treat John to something I wasn’t capable of.

He looked down his body in disbelief at the source of his pleasure, his hands by his side as he allowed Molly to treat him.

“You look like you need something to do, honey,” I said, walking to his upper-half and facing Molly.

I slid down my thong and Molly looked up at me as I squatted over John’s face, kneeling above him and planting my pussy right onto him.

She leaned forward and knelt too, sitting on John and rocking her hips back and forth to stir his slick length inside her.  He ate messily beneath me, holding Molly’s hips as she rode him and chomping against my sensitive groove that I rubbed on his face.

I was like a woman possessed as I grinded over him, feeling the climax approach and blossom further as Molly leaned her head forward to kiss me.  We were like a triangle of sinful lust, each pleasuring the other in a cyclical bout of ecstasy.

I moaned and Molly kissed and licked at my lips as they opened, watching me close as the euphoria spread over my face.

“I’m coming,” I cried, and the sound bounced off the elevator walls.

John continued in earnest, tonguing and stabbing at anything and everything that I put above him.  On several occasions I’d slip lower so that he could tongue my asshole and it seemed to provide the perfect tonic to push me over the edge.

I closed my eyes and squeezed my tits, letting out a breath of hot, gushing excitement and rolling my eyes back as I faced Molly.

She rocked quicker on John as a result, as though my climax had inspired her.  Her chest flushed red and her cheeks blushed too.  She didn’t announce it but I could tell from her heated movements and gasping breaths that she was coming too.

“Good boy, honey,” I encouraged; proud of John that he’d managed to make the both of us come together.

Molly rode out her climax, putting her hands together on John’s stomach so that her cutesy tits bunched together between her arms.

I fondled the nipple and then leant in to suck it, garnishing her climax with my gentle tongue as it circled her areola like it was my prey.

“Oh, fuck!” she said finally, and the words left her with a grunt.  It must have been bubbling inside her.

She gasped her eyes open and looked across at me, shaking her head in disbelief as though she was jealous that John was mine.

“Enjoy that?” I asked.

She continued to shake her head, blowing a jet of air up her face and then wincing slightly as she pulled up off John and her stomach tightened.  His cock slapped back against his stomach, all slick and wet with Molly’s cream.

“Let me taste,” I said, kicking a leg off John.

He blinked at the light above as he came back to us, wiping the spit and come from his face and then looking down his body at his cock, all coated in Molly’s love.

“No,” Molly said.  “Don’t.  I think we can use it.”

“Use it for what?” I asked, intrigued.

Molly turned against the wall and pushed her ass out.  She pulled her cheek aside with one hand and then tickled the tip of a finger at that perfect asshole of hers.

“Use it for this,” she said.

John was on his feet in no time.  I’d never been able to take him in my ass, but I was sure a young, adventurous woman like Molly would have no problem at all.

“You want him in there, huh?”

“If you don’t object?”

“Molly, I’d love to see you take his cock in your ass.”

Molly reached her arms up the wall and kept her ass in place as John got himself ready.  I put my fingers to my mouth and spat on the tips, moving to Molly before John arrived and curling my fingers against her asshole.

She moaned as I rubbed the saliva around her knot, sliding the tips of both fingers inside her just a little and feeling her tight muscle grip me.

John walked forwards, looking down at his cock as it moved into position.  I decided I couldn’t possibly let the moment pass without witnessing it as best I could, so moved under and between John’s legs, looking up as he approached to dock.

I watched him push against her knot and Molly looked down at the floor, her brow furrowing in pleasured pain as John started to split her open.

The line of her pussy tightened as John pushed himself in and her flesh pulled back.  Her ass relented and opened over his crown, sucking several quick inches of him inside as she let out a satisfied wail.

Her muscle gripped him close and her cum from before slid down his cock as he drove it all the way inside her.  Soon his balls were tucked against her pussy.  I watched his hands come around her, hugging her close to him and squeezing at her tits.

She began to moan and John did too as he pulled back.  I watched his length reappear, looking stiff and powerful as it punched into her ass again and then again, building his pace steadily.

I stared up in wonderment as she took his girth like a professional, easily accommodating him inside her and not even blinking when John started to really give it to her.

He slapped his hips forward against her ass and her tits shook each time he struck her.  I started to finger my pussy as I watched but from the look of it John wouldn’t be inside her for long.

He set off at a terrific pace and I could hear his moans overshadowing Molly’s as his balls pulled up tight to the base of his cock.

“He’s close,” I warned her.

“You’re gonna get it,” John said, looking down at me.

“Oh, I want it, honey,” I said.  It wouldn’t be the first time.

He leaned closer to Molly and talked into her ear as he fucked her ass.  “You wanna pull it out all over her face?  Huh?”

“Ohhh, yes!” Molly confessed, her cheek pressed against the wall of the elevator.

“Do it,” I urged.  “Jerk him off on my face, Molly.”

In a flash the moment was upon us.  John built to a crescendo and then pulled himself out fast, but thankfully all of us knew our places.

Molly spun around and dropped to her knees and I sat up, pointing my face to John’s cock that Molly quickly grabbed and began to jerk hard.

“Ohh, fuck,” John cried, and I could see the pleasure in his expression as the cum arrived in his balls.

Molly beat him quick and then John moaned again, just as the first hot lashing leapt from his cock.  I flinched as it fell over my face, licking my tongue around my lips and mewling at its warmth as it draped over me.

“That’s it,” Molly said, beating him hard and looking joyous as all of our efforts culminated at this point.

The cum spat from his cock messily, spiraling upwards and cascading over me in ropes and drops that covered my face all over.

“That’s it,” I said softly, feeling his slick love slide inside my mouth and web across my lips.

I started to rub my hand over my face as though I was washing myself in it, reveling in the fruits of our love and putting on a show for the both of them.

Molly reached her lips over to mine and started to kiss me as the last few jets burst from John, hitting my face and hers now as we crouched beneath him.

He stepped back and watched as the pair of us shared his cum between us, kissing it from each other’s lips and passing it back and forth on our tongues.

“Fuck,” he sighed, staring in disbelief.

The both of us giggled up at him.  We may have been separated by age but the three of us were certainly aligned in depravity.

Suddenly the elevator jolted and jerked, and then the numbers started to move on the overhead display.

“Shit!” John said, and his urgency made us realize we should hurry too.

The three of us had no time to dine out on the act, instead scrambling to determine which clothes belonged to who and then attempting to put them on as quickly as possible.

There was a ping and the elevator opened.  On the other side of the door stood the woman who lived down the hall from us.  She smiled but then a strange expression came over her as we traded places and she walked past us into the elevator.

The elevator door closed to leave the three of us alone in our hallway, and it was then that I realized mine and Molly’s faces were still covered in cum.

“Oops,” I said, and John and Molly laughed.

I pushed his cum into my mouth greedily while Molly got a tissue from her handbag.  She handed me one and then took her keys out and stood at her door, dabbing at her cheek with a tissue.

“Well that was fun,” she said, turning the key in the lock.

“Thanks for suggestion,” I said, and John blew her a playful kiss.

I took his arm and we walked down to our room, looking back at Molly as she disappeared inside her apartment.

“What a naughty slut,” I said, and I meant it as a compliment.

“You can talk,” John joked, thumbing some of his errant cum into my mouth.

“Mmm,” I cooed, sucking the salty seed off him.  “Now what’s for dessert?”

THE END
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Her Mistress Is My New Lover
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Anthony Bennett stepped out from his friend’s ride and waved him off.  He zipped up his coat and put his hands in his pockets, staring at his old home.  He hadn’t seen it in months, but lit up in the cold darkness of winter, it felt warm and inviting.

His term at college had been kind of crazy, and he was looking forward to relaxing with the comforts of his Mrs. Baker’s cooking.  In fact, he’d hoped to surprise her.  A sickness amongst the faculty had seen the term finish earlier than it was supposed to, and Anthony hadn’t told Amanda of his imminent arrival.  It was something he’d live to regret.

He walked up the drive with an excited smile as he imagined the look on her face.  She’d be pleased to see him.  She always was.  He imagined the warmth of her woolen sweater as she hugged him tight, and the sweet smell of her perfume.  She’d always been good to him since taking him under her wing.

He turned his key in the lock and stalked inside quietly.  Though the lights were on, the house felt empty.  Anthony was reluctant to call out for Mrs. Baker and ruin the surprise, so he checked each room stealthily instead.

He peered around the doors until he came across the dining-table, set up for an evening meal that had appeared to have been finished some time ago.  There were three plates and three wine glasses to go with it, so Anthony could instantly conclude that his single landlady hadn’t found a new man yet.

With the kitchen empty and the garden dark, Anthony turned his attention upstairs.  He was sure that he’d find Mrs. Baker there, and his smile grew as he crept up the steps of his old home.

It was only now that he started to hear voices.  They sounded raised and frantic.  Anthony quickened his pace, worried now.

“Mrs. Baker?” he called out, and now the surprise of returning home had taken second place to his landlady’s safety.

The door to her room was open, and the sounds from within poured out much clearer now.  Mrs. Baker wasn’t in trouble.  Or at least, she wasn’t in the kind of trouble that Anthony had imagined.

“Smother her face with your pussy, Dawn!” said a man’s voice.

Adrenaline burst through Anthony’s veins.  His stomach twisted, and the hair on his arm bristled.

“Your asshole looks so good around my cock,” the same voice said again.

Anthony was beyond confused.  He thought Mrs. Baker might be watching something she shouldn’t have been, but the sound of the voices was far too clean and crisp.  It was as though they were in the room, but that felt like it didn’t make sense to Anthony either.  Mrs. Baker was not that kind of woman.

He stalked closer and heard the soft mewling of a woman from within the room.

“Fuck her ass, honey.  Make a mess of her tight little hole,” said a new voice.

Anthony’s brow furrowed.  It wasn’t Mrs. Baker’s, but still its gentle tones sounded so familiar to him.

Curiosity overcame all of Anthony’s urges to flee and he arrived at the door.  He opened it slowly and put his head inside.  The scene that met him would live forever in his memory.

The first thing Anthony saw was a smooth, male ass.  It bucked back and forth, the cheeks clenching together.  The man to which it belonged held the outstretched legs of the woman who lay beneath him.

She was naked and her big breasts were wobbling on her chest, but her face was obscured by the stocking-clad thighs of another woman.

Anthony’s cock twitched as he saw her lacy garter belt.  Its suspenders held up a pair of black stockings that covered her thin legs.  She wore high heels but wasn’t wearing any panties, and Anthony could see the curve of her mature ass as it hovered over the subject beneath her.

Anthony didn’t entertain the idea that the woman on the bed might be Mrs. Baker.  He outright refused to address the possibility.  What was bothering him more, was that the person who was straddling the faceless woman on the bed seemed recognizable.

She was facing him, but her green eyes were staring down on the woman beneath her.  More accurately, they were staring at the cock that plowed in and out of the woman on the bed.

She tossed her long red hair back and cupped her tits for the man in from of her.  They were big, and their size was accentuated by how slight her underbust corset made her frame appear.  It was then that she spotted Anthony and became startled.

Anthony’s gaze met hers, and he realized instantly where he knew her from.  Dawn Crossfield was a friend of his grandmother’s, but Anthony had never seen her like this before.

He had always found a quiet allure in the way Dawn dressed, always opting for small skirts that showed off her dainty, mature figure, but Anthony had never lusted after her.

“Don’t stop riding Amanda’s face now,” the man instructed, and Anthony now realized that it was Dawn’s husband Robert.

But this realization was small.  The gargantuan tidal-wave of discovery that followed it damn-near knocked Anthony off his feet.

“Amanda,” he said to himself.  It was Mrs. Baker’s name.

Dawn shared the pain in Anthony’s face, but she wasn’t about to disobey her husband.  Anthony leaned against the frame of the door as Dawn started to writhe her mature pussy across Amanda beneath her.

“Don’t give that bitch a breath,” said Robert, and the insults struck deep inside Anthony just as they did Mrs. Baker.

Dawn closed her eyes to rid herself of the sight of Anthony.  She pushed her breasts together, hoping she could at least give him something nice in return while she snatched his innocence away from him.

“Her asshole is so fucking tight,” Robert said, and Anthony winced deeper.

He turned slowly back to the scene.  Dawn was serenely smothering Mrs. Baker with her soaking, mature pussy.  She looked an absolute picture; Anthony could grant that at least.  The tight corset hugged her like a bodice, making her waist tiny and her tits look beautiful.  It was tough to believe she was fifty-three.

Anthony didn’t usually go for women that old, but then they weren’t always dressed up so sluttily in front of him like this. 

The way she tossed her red hair make it look like a flame, and Anthony was the moth that was flying straight towards it.

“Oh, fuck, honey, look at that,” said Robert, and his ass bucked slower now.

Anthony couldn’t see, and Dawn seemed acutely aware of that fact.  She kicked her legs off the woman that was her seat and revealed Mrs. Baker finally.  There was no doubt now that it was her.  She wiped her maw.  Her face held a pained, pleasured expression, and for good reason.

Dawn stood beside her husband, rubbing his back.  Anthony could see her beautiful, peachy ass now.  The way it was all framed and wrapped up in stockings and suspenders, it was like it was gift just for Anthony.  If only.

Dawn’s skin was milky white.  It was the Irish in her.  Anthony couldn’t turn away.  He felt his cock twitch in his pants as he spied the mature beauty of Mrs. Baker’s mistress.

“Look at that, Robert,” Dawn said.  “Look how her tight asshole pinches your cock.”

Dawn looked back over her shoulder to make sure Anthony was still there as she described the scene.  Anthony was used to Dawn’s quiet, reserved demeanor.  He never had her pegged as a mistress, or as any kind of dominant force.  Nor did he Robert.  It was clear to Anthony that Robert was leading the show now.

“She takes it so well, doesn’t she?” he said.  “I sometimes wonder if her asshole is the best part of this worthless bitch.”

Anthony felt a bursting race of anger.  His fists clenched and he opened his mouth to say something.  As he breathed in, he saw Dawn’s hand race behind her, open fingered, in a stop motion.

She held it there.  Anthony paused.  He breathed.  Dawn looked back, and he could see in her expression that she was pleading for him to remain calm.

Anthony’s nostrils flared and he took several deep breaths.  As he did so, Dawn used her hand to bounce her ass for him, and it started to calm his adolescent rage.

Anthony was mesmerized by her butt and how beautifully the suspenders framed it.  Dawn’s high heels made her legs long, and her ass tight and toned.

Dawn comforted Anthony like she was his matriarch now.  With all of Amanda’s warmth stripped from her, Anthony was left to stare at Dawn, who appeared to be in some control over the situation.

The blonde-haired forty-year-old Mrs. Baker, on the other hand, was nothing but a prop.  Robert told her as much.

“Jerk my cock in your asshole, you useless slut,” Robert spat.

Anthony was beginning to realize that it was all part of their roleplay, but that barely made things easier.  He was still watching Mrs. Baker be defiled before his very eyes, and yet he couldn’t turn away.

Anthony squeezed his cock and banged the back of his head against the doorframe.  Dawn turned to see the frustrated angst in him.  She saw the swelling in his pants and figured that to be some consolation at least.

Dawn bent forwards on the bed and put her face close to Amanda’s vacant pussy.  She could smell the sex as Robert bucked, shooting jets up air upwards like bellows.

The voyeuristic Anthony was looking at what Dawn was showing him as she bent over.  He saw the beautiful dot of her mature asshole, and the delicate folds of her pussy beneath.  The way the top of her stockings cut into her thigh was beautiful.  Anthony started to think he was deserving of some fun himself.

“I’m gonna come,” Robert whispered.

“Do it,” Dawn encouraged.  “Come in this slut’s ass, Robert.  Fucking do it!”

Anthony heard Mrs. Baker whimper.

“I’m gonna come,” Robert said louder.

“Finish in her ass, Robert,” Dawn said.

Anthony hit ‘record’ on that one.  He’d never forget the sinful words, and how delicately Dawn had said them.  It was like playing Metallica on an antique violin.

He stayed in the doorway as Robert raced to his release, with Dawn encouraging his every thrust.

“Fill her with your cum, honey,” Dawn said, rubbing his back.  “Shoot it.”

Dawn kept herself close to the act.  She took a glance back at Anthony as Robert threw back his head and grunted.

“I’m gonna fill her ass,” he groaned.

Anthony heard his climax in his moans.  He watched his butt clench as he started to thrust himself into the cum-filled butt of his older landlady.  Anthony could hear the click and clack of the cum as Robert’s cock moved through her.

“Good boy,” Dawn said, but she was looking at Anthony.

“Good boy,” she said again as he stared at her.  It was as though she was complimenting Anthony on not getting involved.

He moved out of the doorway just as Robert was moving out of Amanda.  Anthony slinked downstairs and grabbed his coat.  He went out into the night and tried to walk it off, but he’d have to walk for decades to erase that memory.

He walked back through the door two hours later at around eleven o’clock.  This time he slammed it shut.

“Hello?” came Mrs. Baker’s voice from upstairs.

As much as Anthony didn’t want to reply, he didn’t want to scare her either.

“It’s me,” he shouted.

“Anthony?” came Mrs. Baker’s excited voice.

She hurried down the stairs in her nightgown and Anthony looked at her face.  The smile she wore was like butter wouldn’t melt, but Anthony knew different.  He knew her ass probably still held Robert’s cum.

“You’re home early!” she whooped, and she wrapped her arms around his body and hugged him.

Anthony smelt that same sweet perfume, but it hit differently now.  Mrs. Baker had put it on fresh, after the act.

His hug didn’t feel the same to Amanda, and she pulled back to look Anthony in the eyes.  Anthony tried a smile.

“Can I get you something to eat?” asked Amanda.

Anthony nodded and she led him to the kitchen.  He could sense the guilt in her.  She couldn’t know what he’d seen, but he felt her anxiousness as she prepared his food.

“I’m thinking of seeing Dawn tomorrow,” Anthony said from nowhere.

Amanda started to blush.  She faced away from Anthony, stirring a saucepan of stew from the meal earlier.

“Oh?” she said.

“Is there anything I should know?”

Amanda set down her spoon and turned to face him.  She took a breath.  Tears welled in her eyes.

“No,” she said.

Anthony didn’t reply.

***
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Anthony rapped his knuckles on the Crossfield’s door at eleven-thirty the next morning.  He could hear voices inside as the lock turned.

“I’ll tell them,” said Dawn, looking back into the house.  She turned to see Anthony, and the emotion dropped from her face.  “Anthony!”

“Anthony?” came a woman’s voice from inside.

Anthony’s sixty-five-year-old grandmother appeared in the doorway wrapped in a long, puffy coat.  Anthony smiled automatically.  He couldn’t do anything else in front of Mee-maw Thompson.  She was such a sweet woman.

“I was just leaving, but if I knew you were coming over, I’d have stayed,” she said, and Anthony walked up the steps to hug her.

Dawn stood awkwardly by.  It would have been sweet to witness, under any other circumstances.

“You’re back early?” Mee-maw said.  “No-one tells me anything, these days.”

“I only got back last night,” Anthony said.  Dawn swallowed.

“We’ll have to catch up,” said Mee-maw.  “I’d stay but I promised I’d meet my knitting-circle for lunch.”

“That’s okay, Mee-maw,” said Anthony.  “I’m back for a few weeks.  We’ll see each other plenty.”

“I hope so,” said Mee-maw Thompson, kissing his cheek and squeezing his arm.  “It feels like you grow bigger every time I see you.  He’s such a strapping young man now, isn’t he Dawn?”

“He is,” Dawn said, trying to hide the tension in her voice.

Anthony helped his grandmother down the steps and into her car, all while Dawn stood anxiously in the doorway.  She wore tights and a short black skirt, like always.  Somehow the fifty-three-year-old was able to pull it off where many other women would have failed.  Her white, chunky-knit, loose-fitting cardigan was a far cry from the corset that Anthony had seen her in last night.

He knew full well what lay beneath her clothes now, and the blushing cheeks of Dawn seemed to display that fact.  She twisted her ginger hair nervously as Mee-maw carefully reversed off the drive.

The pair waved her off, watching her car turn at the end of the street.  Only after she was gone did Anthony look at Dawn again.

“Is Mr. Crossfield home?” he asked.

Dawn shook her head, folding her arms across herself.

“Can I come in?”

“I think you’d better, honey,” she said.

The two of them were quiet as Dawn made coffee.  She set it down for Anthony who sat at the breakfast bar.

“About last night,” Dawn began.

“What the hell is going on?” asked Anthony.  “I go away to college and come back to that!  What were you doing?”

“I’m so sorry, sweetie, you didn’t need to see that.  Really, I’m sorry.  You should never have seen Amanda doing that.”

“And what exactly were you doing?”

“It was Robert’s idea,” Dawn said, sipping her coffee.  “I just went along with it.”

“You mean, Mrs. Baker didn’t want to be there either?!”

“No,” Dawn said quickly.  “It’s complicated.  She ... she likes it.  She likes being spoken to like that—treated like that.”

“Do you like it?”

Dawn shrugged.  “I guess.”

Anthony was quiet.

“Did you like it?” Dawn asked, and there was a sly grin.

Anthony spotted the twinkle in her green eyes.  He tried to stay serious, but a nervous laugh came out of him.

“Why would I like seeing Mrs. Baker getting fucked in the ass?”

Dawn closed her eyes at how crassly he’d put it.  Anthony had never heard her curse before last night.  Never.

“Those were characters last night, Anthony, you’ve got to believe that.”

“Characters?”

“It wasn’t Amanda.  That wasn’t Robert, and that sure as hell wasn’t me.”

“It sure looked like you,” Anthony said.

“It wasn’t.  We were playing characters.”

“So, that wasn’t your ass I was looking at?” Anthony asked, and he looked up under his brows at Dawn, as though he wanted an answer.

“It was a version of my ass,” Dawn tried.

Anthony looked at her hips now and mused.  “I liked that version.”

“Anthony,” Dawn said, sternly.  “You weren’t supposed to see that.”

“But I did,” he said.  “I’m a man now, Mrs. Crossfield.”

She tightened her lips.  “Have you spoken to Amanda?”

“What am I supposed to say?!  Why was Mrs. Crossfield sat on your face last night?”

Dawn looked down shamefully.

“Well?” Anthony asked.  “And your husband!  I should have hit him.”

“No, Anthony!” Dawn said.  “That was roleplay, okay.  He didn’t mean it.”

“Is that why you were teasing me?”

Dawn tried to play innocent.  “What do you mean?”

“The things you were showing me ... just me.  I saw you.”

“I didn’t want you to be angry,” Dawn said.  “I wanted you to take something enjoyable from it.  Was it enjoyable?”

Dawn was nervous to hear Anthony’s answer.  At fifty-three she wondered if she could still excite someone Anthony’s age.  It was clearly a long time since she’d interacted with a nineteen-year-old guy.  They’d get turned-on by a curvy table-leg.

Anthony shrugged and tried to downplay it.  “I guess.”

“That’s not what your cock was saying,” Dawn smiled.

Anthony visibly shook as he heard Mrs. Crossfield say ‘cock.’

“You couldn’t see that,” Anthony said.

“I could,” Dawn told him.  “You did a bad job at hiding it.”

It was Anthony’s turn to blush.

Dawn pulled her lips into her mouth and studied Anthony’s handsome face.  It was only now that she was entertaining the idea of anything sexual happening between them.  Showing Anthony her ass had been a way to placate him, but if he had enjoyed the view as much as she suspected, maybe she could get more.

“So, you do like it?” Anthony asked.

“Like what?”

“What you did last night.”  Anthony closed his eyes and breathed.  “Sitting on Mrs. Baker’s face.”

Dawn was pained to admit it.  “I do,” she confessed.

“What do you like about it?  I thought she was your friend?”

“She is!” Dawn said quickly.  “And ... I think ... that’s what I like about it.  It’s so naughty.”

“I didn’t have you down as naughty, Mrs. Crossfield.”

“People come in all different shapes and sizes, dear.  I’m sure you’re realizing that at college.”

“It looked like she was being ... degraded.”

“I know it looked like that honey, but ...” Dawn paused.  “She was.  Amanda enjoys that, don’t ask me why.”

“And you enjoy doing it?”

“No.” Dawn huffed.  “Yes.  It excites me, I can admit that, can’t I?  Amanda is good at it too, Anthony.”

“At what?”

“Must I spell it out for you?  She’s good at eating my sex.”

That familiar twitch arrived in Anthony’s pants.  He started to stiffen.  Dawn felt as though she could feel his erection arrive in the room as Anthony shifted his weight on the barstool.

“Did any part of you get excited by it?” Dawn asked.  “Not just your erection, but truly excited?”

Anthony bowed his head.  “Yes.”

“That’s nothing to be ashamed of, honey,” Dawn said, and she approached Anthony and placed a hand on his thigh.  “It’s normal, I promise.”

Anthony looked at Dawn’s hand as it rubbed up his pants.  He could see the end of his hard cock bulging against the fabric, only inches from her touch.

“It’s okay to enjoy certain things,” Dawn said.  “Like older women.”

Anthony’s fist clenched.  He was inexperienced, and the idea of a loving, mature woman being his sexual guide was like a fantasy to him.  He didn’t know how to move things forward, but thankfully Dawn did.

“Give me your hand,” she said.

“Mrs. Crossfield ...”

“By all means, tell me to stop,” she said, and she took his hand and put it up under her sweater.

Antyhony felt her bare skin beneath.  His heart raced as Mrs. Crossfield moved his hand up and placed it on the cup of her bra.

“There,” she said.  “You got a good eyeful last night.  Here’s a handful.”

She studied Anthony’s expression.  His pupils were fat with youthful lust.  He squeezed at her breast and looked up at her to gauge her reaction.

“Good boy,” she said.

Anthony damn-near came in his pants at that.  He took a deep breath and tried to compose himself.

“Your body was to die for, Mrs. Crossfield,” Anthony said.

Dawn’s heart swelled.  Hearing that from him meant more than anything.  It made her feel good about herself, and that was an emotion she’d been sorely lacking recently.

“What was your favorite part?” she asked.

Anthony lowered his voice to a whisper, as though it was all a secret.  “I loved your stockings.”

“You did, did you?” Dawn asked, and she put her high-heeled shoe up on the footrest of Anthony’s barstool, revealing more of her pantyhose beneath her short skirt.

She took Anthony’s hand from beneath her sweater and placed it on her thigh, leaving it there.

“I’m wearing pantyhose today,” Mrs. Crossfield said.

Anthony stroked his hand up her smooth thigh, stopping at the hemming of Mrs. Crossfield’s skirt.

“Will you and Mrs. Baker do that again?” Anthony asked.

“I think Robert would like to.”

“You wouldn’t?”

Dawn moved Anthony’s hand further up under her skirt until he was at her crotch.

“I enjoy it, I won’t lie.  Dominating Amanda excites me, just like this excites me.  I think Robert likes her more than he lets on.”

“Mr. Crossfield and Mrs. Baker?”

Dawn nodded.  “You feel how hot I am?” she asked.

Anthony did.

“I can’t have you come over here and leave unhappy,” said Dawn.

She started to unfasten Anthony’s pants, leaving his hand beneath her skirt.  Anthony leaned back and looked down at Mrs. Crossfield’s mature, delicate hands.  They opened his fly expertly, as though they’d done it a thousand times before.

“Mrs. Crossfield ...” Anthony began, warning her.

“I’ve seen them before, honey,” she said, and she reached into his pants without ceremony and stood him up out from his boxer-shorts.  “But never quite so beautiful.”

Anthony was rigid.  He was looking at his own stiff cock as though it wasn’t part of himself.  In fact, the whole time he’d been home from college it felt as though nothing had been real.

“May I?” Dawn asked him, and it was as though she was innocently asking if a seat was taken.

Anthony nodded quickly and reached out to steady himself on the counter as Mrs. Crossfield wasted no time in dropping her mouth over him.

He felt the warmth of her embrace as she swallowed him up and sucked him gently.  It was strange, but even her blowjob had a class.

Mrs. Crossfield sucked carefully along his thickness, massaging his full balls and pulling his cock to her mouth as though she couldn’t get enough of him.

Anthony’s heart was pounding for release against his ribcage.

“Don’t be shy about coming,” Mrs. Crossfield said, looking up at him.  She kind of relished the panic on his face.  “I like it in my mouth.”

Anthony couldn’t believe his luck.  He watched the flame-haired beauty drop over him.  She rubbed his thighs as though she was massaging the climax out of him.

Anthony’s hand hovered over her head.  He’d seen guy’s get their cocks sucked in porn, but he had never fantasized about where he’d put his hand.

He moved his mature lover’s hair aside and Mrs. Crossfield looked up at him as she pressed his cock into her cheek.

Anthony’s cock popped out of her mouth, and she gnawed at his length, licking up towards his full, shining crown.

“I want you to come for me,” she said softly, kissing his cock and jerking him.

Her smooth palm squeezed up his length as she tongued at the tip.  Anthony watched a bead of precum be pinched out of the eyelet at the top of his cock, and he watched Mrs. Crossfield eat it up like it was nothing.

“Come,” she said, and there was an instruction in her voice that Anthony enjoyed.

He breathed deep and felt his climax approaching quickly.

Mrs. Crossfield beat his cock and her loose-fitting sweater swung on her arm.  She thrust her lips over Anthony and moved her head on him.

Anthony’s eyes were wide in surprise.  He fought against the climax.  Something about coming into Mrs. Crossfield’s mouth felt so forbidden to him, like wetting the bed.  As much as she told him she wanted it, Anthony couldn’t get over how wrong it felt.

“I can feel it,” she said, and he heard the excitement in her voice as he felt the swell.

She started to breathe with him, letting out racing breaths that matched Anthony’s.  It told him that it was all okay, and that it was truly something that Mrs. Crossfield enjoyed.  Anthony didn’t know that women her age were capable of such sexuality, and he didn’t realize that he was only just scratching the surface of possibilities.

“Come!” demanded Mrs. Crossfield, and she jerked Anthony again in a flurry that turned her fist into a blur.

Anthony’s back straightened and the cum rushed up his cock.  Mrs. Crossfield felt it and quickly mouthed over him, slowing her pace.

She hummed as she felt him pulse and then the salty, bitter cum burst in her mouth.  It was a feeling she’d never tire of.

Anthony had never came inside anything before.  He was so used to seeing the evidence of his orgasm.  It felt alien to have it immediately go inside someone else, but Anthony could get used to it.  He felt Mrs. Crossfield’s delicate lips grip around him with a different texture as the cum filled her mouth.

Anthony flooded into her in bountiful arcs.  He stared down in frightened curiosity and saw Mrs. Crossfield swallow down his seed and take more of it.  He had expected her to spit him out or be repulsed by him, but he was overjoyed by her reaction.  It made the act seem less filthy.  It made it all seem right.

Mrs. Crossfield hummed agreeably.  She didn’t stop pumping Anthony until every drop had been yanked from him.  Only then did she let him out of her mouth, but not before sucking and pinching him to ensure that no more of his cum was hiding.

Anthony stared down, marveling as Mrs. Crossfield smacked her lips off him like she’d just guzzled down a drink after hours of thirst.

“Good boy,” she said, and she tucked Anthony back into his pants.  “I want something in return next time.”

Anthony couldn’t hide his grin.  Not only had he just came in Mrs. Crossfield’s mouth, but she was already talking of a ‘next time.’

“Anything,” Anthony said.

“You might regret saying that ...”

Anthony didn’t know the half of it.

“Amanda,” Mrs. Crossfield said.  “Does she know that you know?”

Anthony nodded.  “I think so.”

“I’ll speak to her.”

“About this?”

Mrs. Crossfield laughed.  “No, honey.  Although you’re a grown man now, you can make your own decisions.”

Anthony looked as though that thought had only just occurred to him.  Mrs. Crossfield fastened his pants and patted his thigh.  She set her feet back on the ground and turned back into prim-and-proper Mrs. Crossfield.

“You come and see me again whenever you like,” she said.  “My husband is often busy.”

“I will,” Anthony said with a smile.  He’d never been so serious in all his life.

THE END
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Hubby’s Bimbo-Bot Is Replacing Me!
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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.
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