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The BJ Fairy slowed the bobbing of her head and squeezed her lips up over the clean-cut cock of my husband.  “What did you have in mind?” she asked.

Just then my husband stirred.  I looked to him as his eyes opened and then I waited patiently for him to come to the same realization that I did.

He looked first at the clock, then he looked down his body and then he looked across at me.  He pushed his hands into the mattress and sat up in bed, moving away from our sultry home-invader.

“Wh—what?  It’s ... her!”

The BJ Fairy blew a kiss up the bed.  My husband was aghast, but only because he knew that was the correct response.

“Feel good, honey?” I asked.

“No,” he protested.  “No, I—it—”

I started to laugh.  “I won’t be offended.  It was kind of hot seeing you enjoy her.”

“I wasn’t enjoying her!”

“Looks like you were to me,” I said, and I stared down at his rock-hard cock.

He attempted to pull the duvet back over himself but I snatched it away.

“Don’t be shy now, Tom” I said.  “This is the moment we’ve been waiting for.”

“You have, huh?” The BJ Fairy said.

“Do you do repeat visits?” I asked wryly.

“They can be arranged.”

She rose up on her knees at the foot of the bed, sliding her hands up over her smooth latex body and bunching her tits together.

A silver zipper ran up the front of her cat-suit.  It started just above her navel and it was then that I noticed that the crotch of her bodice was removed completely.  Her pink-flesh juxtaposed the tight, black suit.  Her folds looked wet already, as though the mere act of my husband’s cock being in her mouth was enough to get her soaked.

“Look at that, honey,” I said.

With her mask on The BJ Fairy wasn’t shy.  I imagine a costume such as that affords a certain privilege.  Who knows what I’d be capable of if I could maintain anonymity?

Her hands ran back down over her curves and she slid them inside her thighs, framing her pussy even more-so.  She had a tuft of blonde hair above her clit, sculpted perfectly into a triangle.

“Lie back down, Tom,” she said.

As though he was under a spell my husband laid his head back against the pillow, shuffling down the bed and putting his feet between the open knees of our temptress.

“Good boy,” I said beside him.
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“Another one!” my husband said, studying the paper from his chair at the kitchen-table.

“Close-by?” I asked.

“A couple of miles away.  Same victim profile: white, mid-thirties, married male.”

“You might get lucky yet,” I said wryly.

The locals had started calling her ‘The BJ Fairy.’  The newspapers’ descriptor of ‘Jewel Thief’ didn’t exactly get the point across, especially since she never actually stole anything.

It began with sightings and break-ins but slowly the cases mounted.  With a spate of forced-entries and nothing reported missing the police were understandably confused.  Even the term ‘forced-entry’ didn’t quite fit the bill.  In all of the cases she’d slipped in through an open door or window.

It wasn’t until one brave soul opened-up and described his ... ordeal that the whole thing came to light.  He’d been awoken in the night to an amazing sensation, realizing quickly that he was in the midst of a fantastic blowjob.  The only problem was that his wife was still asleep beside him.

It transpired that for the past month a latex-clad cat-burglar had been breaking into couple’s homes and pleasing the husbands.  When the newspapers got hold of it they really went to town.  It got so bad there was hysteria around it.  You couldn’t go a day without talking about it, or overhearing it being discussed in the line for groceries.

There were varying schools of thought.  Men pretended to be appalled in public, but talked privately about their desire to be visited by The BJ Fairy.  Some women were appalled whilst others found the notion empowering.  Is there really any harm in spreading a bit of joy like that?

It was obvious immediately why the initial victims had been so coy.  Not many guys out there would want to admit to being awoken by the greatest blow-jobs of their lives while their wives or girlfriends slept soundly beside them.  Guys can be dumb, but they’re smart enough to know they should at least act mortified.

As, one-by-one, they started to confess, the true nature of the break-ins became more and more apparent.  Housewives would arise from a night of slumber to find their back-doors ajar, or their windows open.  They’d walk to the bedroom to confront their husbands, only to be met by their embarrassed, shame-filled faces.  Nothing even needed to be said.  The BJ Fairy had been.

“Are you still crossing your fingers?” I asked.

“Hey!” Tom protested.  “You seemed to want this more than me, last I checked.”

I shrugged.  “I just think it’d be exciting, wouldn’t it?”

“For you?”

“I don’t know.”  I looked off to the corner of the room and tried to imagine it.  “To know she’s there, spoiling you like that.  It’s almost charitable, really.”

“You think she’s a cause for good?”

“It’s hardly evil, is it?”

“There are a few relationships on the rocks thanks to the ‘Jewel-Thief.’

“BJ Fairy, honey,” I corrected.  “And if those relationships are rocky now, then they couldn’t have been built on solid foundations to begin with.”

“I think you’ve misjudged other people’s relationships,” he said.  “Not everyone is as care-free as you.”

“It’s not that I’m care-free about it”—I rounded the table and put my hands around his shoulders—“it’s just that I would love to see her at work.”

“On me?”

“On anyone!  Shit, I want her to share some tips.”

Tom laughed loud.  “You’re gonna get sexual advice from a criminal?”

“From a superhero,” I countered.  “She could start a movement.”

“From the newspaper reports she’s already started several movements.”

“You know what I mean.  Don’t you find it exciting?  It’s like waiting for Santa-Claus.”

“What makes you think she’d come here?”

“We’re in the area, I guess.”

“In one of the safest neighborhoods in town,” Tom countered.

“Wouldn’t that make it more of a challenge?”

“Who wants a challenge?  She’s breaking into the houses that are the easiest to get inside anyway.”

I hummed thoughtfully in response.  If I were a BJ-Fairy, where would I go...?

There was a chance me and my husband were both right.  Maybe she’d arrive in our neighborhood for the challenge and then decide to break-in to the house that was most susceptible.

For the next week I made sure our windows were wide-open when we slept.  In a time where almost every woman in the area was ensuring their houses were locked-up tight I was actively courting an overnight visit from The BJ Fairy.

Each morning I’d wake and be disappointed that we hadn’t been visited.  I was like a child sprinting down-stairs on a wintery morning to be met by an empty floor beneath the Christmas-tree.  Nevertheless I persevered.

It got to the point where opening the window at night had become part of the habit now.  I was doing it without even remembering the reason why.  Sightings continued to be reported, but my husband and I remained unsatisfied.

And then, around two months in, we received our fateful visit.  It was everything I’d hoped.

I awoke to groans.  My eyelids fluttered open to be met by the blackness of the room.  It was the dead of night.  I looked to the clock, forgetting briefly about the noise that had roused me.  It was four in the morning.

“Oh, Caroline,” Tom moaned.

I looked across at him and saw the pleasure on his sleepy face.  His eyes were closed from what I could make out.  I reached across for the bedside light and took several quick blinks to adjust after I’d turned it on.

“That’s good,” he hushed again.

It was then that I looked down his body, spotting the black-clad figure on the bed.  I knew instantly that it was The BJ Fairy.  I had to pinch myself.

“It’s ... it’s ...”

She pulled her head back and unsheathed my husband’s hard length from her mouth.  She shook out her blonde hair and blinked through the mask that covered her eyes as she licked her lips.

“It’s my pleasure,” she breezed.

I sat up and the duvet fell down me, revealing the loose, white, silk night-dress that I wore to bed.  The BJ Fairy raised her eyebrows and bit her lip, giving me a sultry wink before slipping my husband’s cock back inside her mouth.

I’ve no idea how she’d made it this far without rousing either of us.  Somehow she’d crept through the house, crawled onto the foot of our bed, pulled the sheets down and released my husband from his boxer-shorts, all without us realizing.

I bit my lip and watched her and my husband in turn.  She’d suck her way along his length and twist her hand in her wake and I’d watch my husband groan in euphoria.  He was stuck in the ether between sleep and consciousness.  Her soft licks and gentle lips seemed to keep him in that thin avenue of slumber.

“Good girl, Caroline,” he said, his eyes still closed.

“You’re good at that,” I whispered to her.

She raised an eyebrow but didn’t stop.  She worked over him with greater purpose, taking his entire length in her mouth like she was some kind of magician.

I squeezed at my tits as I watched her.  I could feel my pulse rising.  My blood pumped the lust around my body.  My nipples turned stiff and my curiosities piqued.

I ran my eyes over her body and drank in the rest of her physique.  The cat-suit she wore looked like leather or latex.  It hugged tight to her body, which looked agile and well-toned.  You don’t make a name for yourself as a thief without being light on your feet.

She started to move faster over his cock and my husband’s groans became louder and more impassioned.  Suddenly I found myself worrying.  Worrying that this might all be over soon and I didn’t get a chance to enjoy it to the fullest.

“You’re not gonna make him come now, are you?” I asked.

The BJ Fairy slowed the bobbing of her head and squeezed her lips up over the clean-cut cock of my husband.  “What did you have in mind?” she asked.

Just then my husband stirred.  I looked to him as his eyes opened and then I waited patiently for him to come to the same realization that I did.

He looked first at the clock, then he looked down his body and then he looked across at me.  He pushed his hands into the mattress and sat up in bed, moving away from our sultry home-invader.

“Wh—what?  It’s ... her!”

The BJ Fairy blew a kiss up the bed.  My husband was aghast, but only because he knew that was the correct response.

“Feel good, honey?” I asked.

“No,” he protested.  “No, I—it—”

I started to laugh.  “I won’t be offended.  It was kind of hot seeing you enjoy her.”

“I wasn’t enjoying her!”

“Looks like you were to me,” I said, and I stared down at his rock-hard cock.

He attempted to pull the duvet back over himself but I snatched it away.

“Don’t be shy now, Tom” I said.  “This is the moment we’ve been waiting for.”

“You have, huh?” The BJ Fairy said.

“Do you do repeat visits?” I asked wryly.

“They can be arranged.”

She rose up on her knees at the foot of the bed, sliding her hands up over her smooth latex body and bunching her tits together.

A silver zipper ran up the front of her cat-suit.  It started just above her navel and it was then that I noticed that the crotch of her bodice was removed completely.  Her pink-flesh juxtaposed the tight, black suit.  Her folds looked wet already, as though the mere act of my husband’s cock being in her mouth was enough to get her soaked.

“Look at that, honey,” I said.

With her mask on The BJ Fairy wasn’t shy.  I imagine a costume such as that affords a certain privilege.  Who knows what I’d be capable of if I could maintain anonymity?

Her hands ran back down over her curves and she slid them inside her thighs, framing her pussy even more-so.  She had a tuft of blonde hair above her clit, sculpted perfectly into a triangle.

“Lie back down, Tom,” she said.

As though he was under a spell my husband laid his head back against the pillow, shuffling down the bed and putting his feet between the open knees of our temptress.

“Good boy,” I said beside him.

I sat with my legs underneath myself, leaning my elbow against the head-board so I could get a good view of everything.

I took several deep breaths and watched her focus on my husband.  She locked eyes on him and then started to walk her knees slowly up his body, straddling him until that pretty pussy of hers hovered over his spit-drenched cock.  But she didn’t stop there.

She continued to crawl up his body and my husband and I both felt a palpable excitement when we realized her destination.

“Taste it,” she ordered.

My husband’s pupils fattened as he stared at her soaked slit, mere inches from his face.  I watched his maw disappear beneath her and then I heard the smacking sound of his lips accompanied by the groan of our one-time mistress.

“That’s it, Tom,” I said, studying her body as she writhed on him.

Her hands pushed through his brown hair and she dragged her pussy back and forth.  Tom feasted from below, gripping her ass and squeezing against the smooth, black material that bound it tight.

The BJ Fairy looked to me now, staring deep into my eyes as she rode my husband’s face.  It was as though she was daring me to react—and react I did.

I moved my hand down my silken night-dress and lifted the skirt.  My fingers pressed against my pussy as she watched me with a keen eye.  I felt every part the exhibitionist.

I leant my head back and groaned as she studied me, then I felt her hand squeezing at my tits as my fingers continued to toy over my folds.

My face turned back to her and she leaned forwards towards me, keeping her crotch on my husband’s lapping mouth.

I leaned forward to meet her and kissed those perfect lips of hers.  She tasted sweet.  Her delicate tongue excited me in an instant.

“He’s good at that, huh?” I said, my face close to hers.

“You’re a lucky lady.”

We kissed again and I searched out the zipper of her cat-suit.  I slid it down her body slowly, opening the front and revealing the perfect, womanly abs and rounded tits that threatened to slip out of the open front.

She moved the thin straps of the night-dress off my shoulders and it fell down my body, hanging on to my big tits that she continued to fondle.

“Show me,” she said.

“If you show me ...”

My husband lapped hungrily and the smacking of his lips and tongue was the backdrop to our debauchery.  He feasted hungrily.  I knew how good he was at doing that.  Every so often The BJ Fairy had to pause to enjoy him.  Her eyes would close and her lip would curl as she sucked a breath, then she’d start on me again as though she’d been recharged.

I pulled down the front of my dress and bared my big, ripe tits to her.  Her eyes sparkled as she saw them and she pulled open her cat-suit in response.

Her tits sat on her chest, looking as though they’d been sculpted by an artist.  In contrast mine were much fuller, but thankfully that was something that she seemed to enjoy.

“Look at those,” she said, ogling me.

I looked down at my chest and wiggled my shoulders so my tits swayed for her.

“I wish I could enjoy you two every night,” she said.

“We wouldn’t want to be so selfish.”

She moved away and straightened up on my husband, looking down her body and addressing him now.  “You like that pussy?” she said.

“I love it,” he said, his voice muffled by her flesh.

She put her hands on her exposed tits and grinded over his face, bossing him with her pussy.  She had an amazing body and she knew exactly how to use it.

By now my night-dress was more of a belt than anything.  Above it sat my big, exposed tits and below it my thin panties, the crotch of which was fast-becoming sodden.

“Are you gonna fuck him?” I asked.

“I am,” she said.  “Are you gonna take my spot on his face?”

I watched Tom’s eyes dart to me and he bobbed his eyebrows suggestively.

“I am,” I swooned.

The Fairy moved down off his face and Tom took a quick swipe at his spit-drenched mouth.  I leant over and kissed him, tasting her on his lips before I got up on my knees and slipped my panties down.

My dress fell with them and I moved out of them both.  I was completely naked on the bed now, staring across Tom at our mistress who was admiring my body with the same verve that I had admired hers.

“You’re built to fuck,” she said.  “If I had a cock as nice as your husband’s I’d very much like to put it inside you.”

I felt like blushing.  The statement was incredibly forthright—that much was obvious—but I couldn’t deny the flattery in it.  Having a woman tell you she’d love to fuck you was high-praise indeed, especially coming from a woman as commanding as her.

“Sit on him, that’s it,” she said, watching close.

I stared down my body, moving my hands to my petals and parting my pussy as I planted it down onto Tom’s hungry mouth.

I groaned with relish and stared across at The BJ Fairy.  For the moment she was focusing on me more than my husband.  His cock lay back against his stomach, twitching intermittently.  She watched his busy tongue slip over me.

“Put him inside you,” I said.  “I want to see it.”

She bent over and gave him one last suck, then she held his cock upright and brought her pussy to it slowly.

“That’s it,” I said, studying close and waiting for the moment of contact.

I watched his pumped-up cock touch her petals and then I felt the sexy biting of his jaw on the inside of my leg as her pussy sheathed him slowly.

Her mouth opened in a silent moan.  I knew exactly what she was experiencing.  My husband’s cock was big, but once you overcame the initial shock of it you started to experience a euphoric fullness.

“God, that’s good,” she said.

She sank all the way down on him until she’d swallowed every inch.  She started to ride him slowly, rocking backwards and forwards as though she was stirring her insides with his length.

As she moved so too did Tom.  His mouth slipped along my crease and his tongue poked freely.  Sometimes I’d get a little more adventurous and move forward on him.  He’d tease around my ass a little ways.  It was the best kind of tickling that I’d ever experienced.  The sensation was intriguing.

“What’s he doing?” she asked, noting the sudden change in my expression.

My shoulders rocked and I pulled them together.  “He’s licking my ass.”

“Naughty boy,” she said, and she dragged her nails down over Tom’s abs.

He sucked a breath, then darted his tongue up against my ass in response.  I pressed down on the muscle as he made a point of it, then he waggled it inside my ass with gusto.

“That’s so fucking good,” I groaned.

“Isn’t it just,” she said.  “Your husband is ravenous.”

“Aren’t we all?”

I looked across her and leaned forwards again until we formed an Eiffel Tower of sin over my husband.  She sat on his cock and I sat on his face as we kissed.  Each end of him pleased up effortlessly.

Our mistress knew just what to do to get off.  She continued to ride him like a cowgirl and I watched her move through the stages of climax.  At first she closed her eyes to concentrate on his cock probing deep, then she held her breath before taking huge gasps of air whenever she needed to fuel the mounting lust inside her.

“That’s an amazing cock,” she whispered.  “You’re gonna make me come.”

Her jaw shuddered and then the climax gripped her body.  She started to wriggle and writhe, crying louder until the entire room was filled with her impassioned wails.

“Come on his cock,” I urged, snarling in her direction as I shared her carnal urges.

She started to bounce on him now and I watched his cock emerge from her, covered in a film of her white cream.

“Ride him,” I goaded.  “I want to see him shoot in that pretty pussy.”

She let out a wail of pleasure at my words.  My husband tightened up too, as though the muscles of her pussy were gripping around him.

“Ride that fucking cock,” I growled.

I started to contract too, my pussy throbbing on the moaning maw of my husband who continued to feast from below.  I rode my lips across him, my body tightening as the ripples of climax fluttered through me.  It was as though her orgasm was infectious.

“Yes!” I groaned, and the pair of us climaxed on him.

“Good boy, Tom,” she said, dropping down on him again and resting for a moment.

She breathed deep and looked across at me as I shuddered out my release.  I could feel the come ooze from me but Tom was on hand to lap it up.

I kicked a leg off him and dropped my face to his, kissing him lovingly and feeling the silky texture of my cum in his mouth.

“You deserve to come now, honey,” I said, holding his face.  “I want you to come.”

“Come inside me,” The Fairy said.  “Come inside me and we’ll have your wife lick it out of me.”

My jaw dropped open at the notion.  It was an aspect of a threesome that I’d never before considered, but now that I did I found the idea thrilling.  To feast on her pussy and my husband’s seed at the same time felt like the height of sin.

“I want that,” I said.

“You want it, honey?” Tom said, getting himself all worked up.

The BJ Fairy started to bounce on him again, dragging her tight pussy along the length of his delicious cock.  I lay close by, kissing at his moaning face and encouraging him towards climax.

“Give her your cum, honey,” I hushed, my lips close to his ear.  “Pump that cum inside her.”

“I want it, Tom,” she groaned, putting on a show for him.

“Fuck, yes,” he cried.

She bounced faster, jerking his cock between her tight folds until Tom was gasping for air.  I could see the tension in him as every sinew of his body tightened.

“Come in her fucking pussy.  Let me taste it.  I want to suck it out of her cunt.”

The pair of them wailed in delight at my filthy mouth, then I watched as all the tension that Tom was holding was released at once.  His body fell back into the mattress and he let out a long whine.

“Pump that fucking cum,” I urged.

“He’s coming!” The Fairy cried.

He let off inside her, signaling each rope of release with a moan of pleasured delight.  I’d never heard him so excited before in all his life.  It was such a joy to watch.

“Fill her up,” I cried, staring into the eyes of The Fairy who bit her bottom lip as she continued to glide over him.  The sensation of each hot lashing flowing into her must have been incredible.

His moans tapered off and she slung her legs over him, settling at the foot of the bed and parting her knees wide.

I stared into her crease as I moved up off the bed quickly.  Tom angled for a better position as my face went between her legs.  Before I knew it my tongue was meandering up her folds as I tasted the salted-caramel release of my husband.

“Good girl,” she said, holding my head on her.

Tom watched close beside, still breathing hard.  He toyed with his spent cock and moved to kneel beside The BJ Fairy.

She couldn’t resist another taste of him.  Her lips wrapped over his dick and she sucked him clean, licking off the errant cum as I tended to the rest of his seed.

I slid down over her petals and licked lovingly, as though I was a cat grooming one of its friends.  The taste of my husband lessened with each lick and soon I could taste the coppery sweetness of her pussy instead.

She pulled my husband’s cock from her mouth and looked to me.  “You beautiful slut,” she said.

She leaned forward and kissed me again, sampling the menagerie of juices that mingled between us.  It was such a delight.

“I’ll leave you my card,” she said.  She reached behind her and from nowhere she produced a business-card.  She tossed it on the bed.  ‘BJ’ was emblazoned in silver writing across its black face and there was an e-mail address below.

“If you ever require my services,” she said.

“We’ll be in touch,” my husband said.

His eyes followed her as she slinked out of the bedroom and disappeared into the night.  When she was gone her turned to me, his face still in shock.

“Did that just happen?” he said.

“If I’m not dreaming.”  I pinched myself to make sure.

“How did she get in?”

“I don’t know,” I lied.  “Aren’t you glad she did?”

“Are you kidding?  Fuck!”

“It was so hot watching you come inside her.”

“It was hot watching you eat it out,” he said joyously.

The pair of us sat there like giddy fans, reliving the moment despite the fact they’d only just occurred.

“When I saw her at the foot of the bed I was like: Is this real?  Is that her?” I laughed.

“Yeah, it could have been one of the other local blowjob robbers,” he said wryly.

I gave him a playful slap and then followed it with a kiss.  He wrapped his arms tight around me and we fell back into the mattress laughing.

“Let’s send her an e-mail,” he said, looking at the card.

“Now?”

“Why not?” he laughed.

“We’ll do it later for sure,” I said.  “But let’s take a moment to enjoy what just happened.”
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