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Beth started to grunt and moan, finding a delight in the act that she didn’t know she would.  She hadn’t realized she’d find performing like this so intoxicating, or that finally seeing Sean’s cock would be such a release.

“She likes it, Sean,” Cathy said.  “I want you to put your cock in her mouth when she moans, okay.  Wait.  Wait until she comes.”

Cathy had noticed it arrive in Beth quickly.  The climax had snuck up on her.  She’d been so charged by the anticipation of it all that her release had been bubbling close to the surface all day.  Suddenly she started to come, and Sean spotted his moment.

“Fuck!” strained Beth, closing her legs and pushing her hand down her sex.

She moaned and then felt Sean’s cock tapping her lips and pressing inside.  Beth startled and then opened her mouth around him, driving him deep and issuing a groan from Sean’s throat.

“That’s it,” hushed Cathy, rubbing fast.  “That’s it.”

Cathy bunched her tits up and played with her nipples as she watched, and all the while the camera behind her recorded.

She started to come to the sight of her husband being pleased by her best friend.  It was decades of wishful thinking coming true right before her eyes, and she couldn’t stand it.

“That’s it,” Cathy gushed, and her shoulders bunched and bounced.

She felt the squeezing muscle inside herself and let the orgasm take her.  When she opened her eyes again Beth was jerking her husband and staring down the barrel of his cock.  She spat over it and worked her saliva along it.  Cathy didn’t know she had it in her.

“That’s it,” Cathy encouraged.  “Suck his cock.  That’s it.”

Sean looked down as the beautiful Beth licked along his length.  She stooped under and sucked at his balls, blinking up at him and smiling with her eyes.

“Gosh, you’re beautiful,” Sean said.

It stung good when Cathy heard it.  She knew Beth was prettier than her and wanted Sean to just admit it.  There was no shame in it.  Cathy’s orgasm shuddered to an end.

“Tell me when you’re ready to fuck her, Sean,” Cathy said.

“I’m ready,” Sean said, almost immediately.

He took Beth’s hand and helped her to her feet.

“Put her here,” Cathy said.  “Show the camera.”

Beth turned on the bed until her ass faced the lens.  She looked back over her shoulder at Cathy and checked.

“Is this okay?” she said.

Cathy nodded.  “Perfect.  Now slide it over.”

Beth reached back and moved the fabric aside, showing her perfect, puckered asshole and the designer vagina below it.  Beth hadn’t had any work done on either, she was just the lucky recipient of two beautiful holes.  It wasn’t lost on Cathy.

“That’s so beautiful.  I’ve waited so long to see that.  Wait,” Cathy said as Sean moved behind her and got his cock ready to penetrate.  “Give her your mouth first.  Taste her.”

Sean and Beth’s eyes met.  She nodded.

“You can tongue my ass if you like,” she suggested.  She knew from Cathy that Sean had sometimes done that to her, and Beth’s prudish ex had never ventured there with his mouth.

Sean looked back at his wife, still keen to seek permission despite the dynamic that had been established.
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Sally Filmore was in distress.  She’d noticed her husband Warren had stopped giving her the physical attention that he used to dole out freely, and she felt their relationship was struggling.

They’d been together nearly a decade, but those years had seen Sally put on weight and lose much of her confidence whilst Warren flourished.  He was a successful businessman with a salary that far out-stripped Sally’s and new hobbies and interests that were out of her comfort zone.  She felt as though she was losing him.

Warren often commented on the women he’d see on the television or in movies, pointing out their flawless figure to Sally who would sit uncomfortably next to him, wondering how the hell she could ever achieve such a physique.

Exercise wasn’t something Sally enjoyed, and food was something she found great comfort in.  It was a vicious cycle that was only ever going to end one way.  Even though Sally knew that Warren’s overt suggestions were encouragement, she knew too that they were a problem.  Soon Warren would grow tired of endlessly trying to get Sally to do more, and he’d leave her for a superior model.

Rather than going down the practical route, Sally sought a solution in something much more arcane.  In her youth she’d fancied herself a wicca, and often experimented with spells, potions, and tinctures, but she was about to venture further than she ever thought possible.

Sally had unearthed a mysterious tome in the cellar of the city library.  The weighty, dog-eared book was bound in wood, with sinister carvings on its cover that depicted flayed corpses and smirking demons.

In it she found mysterious passages, some in old English and others in Latin and French.  The book warned of the consequences of experimenting, but what else was Sally to do?  She had to try something.

Late one night, whilst her husband was out with his work friends, Sally sat on the tiled kitchen floor with the book open next to her.

She looked at the pattern she’d made in front of her.  It was a pentagram etched in sea salt, with a lit wax candle at each point, housed in a silver candlestick-holder.  The book was very specific about these details, and it had taken Sally some time to source and pay for the items.

She was fully invested in the procedure, but never really believed it would work.  She figured she had nothing to lose and, lighting a match and staring into its center, she began chanting the Latin phrase that the book had said would summon Her.

“Factus sum sicut homo sine adjutorio, inter succubus liber.”

The candles burned brighter around her.

“Factus sum sicut homo sine adjutorio, inter succubus liber.”

The sea salt caught fire and Sally flinched, backing away from the heat.

“Factus sum sicut homo sine adjutorio, inter succubus liber.”

The flames soared and Sally stood up, her eyes wild as she stared down.

“Factus sum sicut homo sine adjutorio, inter succubus liber.”

The fire roared in front of her, flickering wildly at a height that was as tall as she.

“Factus sum sicut homo sine adjutorio, inter succubus liber.”

A burning figure emerged, black and moaning amongst the flames.  Embers burned in the cracks upon its charred skin.

“Factus sum sicut homo sine adjutorio, inter succubus liber.”

The fire receded and the figure began to heal, turning an angelic white.  Her long, blonde hair covered her breasts, but not fully.

“Factus sum sicut homo sine adjutorio, inter succubus liber.”

Sally said again, her face strewn in terror.

“Oh, stop that,” said the woman, putting her hands to her side.  “You sound ridiculous.”

Sally receded, cowering back away from the beauty before her.  The woman looked to be in her early twenties, with a body that Sally would have died for.  She stood naked; her pubic hair styled perfectly in a little slit that guided the eye.  Sally’s gaze flickered there.

“Naughty one, aren’t you?” the woman said.

“Are you ...”

“The Devil?  One of them.”

“One of them?”

“I am not the Devil, just one of them.  He’s far too busy for you.  Why have I been summoned”—the woman looked around the kitchen and then down at the charred tiles by her feet—“here?”

“It’s my—”

“Wait.  Let me guess.  I like guessing.  It’s your husband, isn’t it?”

Sally’s eyes widened.  She nodded.

“He’s cheating on you, isn’t he?”

“I don’t think so,” Sally said, but suddenly her mind whirred as she imagined he might be.

“Oh.”  The demon looked Sally up and down.  “Why not?”

“He’s loyal.  I think.”

The demon laughed.  “All men are until they get an offer they can’t refuse.”

“That’s what I was hoping from you, in fact.”

“What?  An offer?”

“I want his love forever,” Sally said.  “And I want you to help me.”

The devil cackled, jumping up onto the breakfast bar and unashamedly opening her legs as she leaned back.

“Love forever.  That’s a very long time you know?”

Sally tried her best not to peer at the perfectly symmetrical pussy lips that sat on display in front of her.  She thought the demon might be trying to tempt her.

“For as long as we live then?” Sally said.

“You haven’t thought this through, have you?”

“I have!  I’ve done nothing but think about it.  I didn’t come to you lightly, you know.”

“Looks like you came to me quite heavily,” the demon said, smirking and looking at Sally’s stomach.

“We can’t all be like you,” Sally said, looking down.

“Quite.  I’ll grant you your wish, but you should know that it comes with a price.”

“Of course,” Sally said, smiling as she raised her head excitedly.  “What is it?”

“For your husband to love you, he needs to be satisfied, and you can’t do that.”

“I can!”

“You can’t, Sally.  I know you can’t.  But I can.  If we can keep your husband satisfied, then he’ll have boundless love for you that you can enjoy for the rest of your days.”

“And how do you plan to satisfy him?”

The demon ran her delicate fingers down over her perfect breasts and then slid them into her pussy.

“With this,” she said, removing the digits and licking the wetness that sat on them.

Sally’s nostrils flared.  “You’re a sex demon, aren’t you?”

“I’m exactly as you summoned,” the demon said.  “Take me or leave me.”

Sally hummed.  “Okay.  If you promise it’ll work.”

“I’m a demon,” the sexy slut said, “why would I lie?”

Sally didn’t have much choice but to trust her, and when the demon extended her hand, Sally shook it.

“I’ll be seeing you,” the demon said, and in a puff of smoke she vanished.

Sally spluttered, coughing into her fist, and waving away the smoke.  When it cleared, she realized there was to be no more talk, and she looked around at the mess she’d made in the kitchen.

“I should clean,” she said, and she got to work before her husband returned.

***
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Sally hadn’t imagined that the demon would get to work instantly, but around five minutes after her husband returned home, there was a knock at the door.

He was still in his tuxedo, with his unfastened bowtie around his neck.  He looked back at Sally and raised an eyebrow.

“A visitor at this hour?” he slurred, slightly tipsy from the liquor.

Sally listened in as her husband opened the door, his broad back filling the frame.

“Where the hell did you come from?” he asked.

“I think you mean where in hell,” came a giggly voice back.

“Who is it, Warren?” Sally asked, and she walked up behind him to get closer.

“I think she’s lost.  Are you lost?” Warren asked.

“Not if a Warren and a Sally live here,” the woman answered.

“And who are you?” asked Warren, confused.

“I’m Lilith,” the blonde beauty said.

Warren shook her hand and stared into her beautiful blue eyes.

“And what are you doing here?” he asked.

“I’m here at the request of your wife.”

Warren turned back and looked at Sally who stood close by.

“And why have you requested this lady late at night?” Warren said, looking at his wife.

“I thought ...”

“She thought she could please you,” Lilith said, putting her hand on Warren’s chest and stepping over the threshold.  “With me.”

“What the hell is going on?” Warren asked, laughing nervously, and looking down at the short black skirt that Lilith was wearing.

“You wanna tell him, or shall I?” Lilith said, looking at Sally.

Sally took a deep breath, but no words came.

“She’s booked me for you,” Lilith said.  “I’m here to please, and she’s here to watch.”

“What?” Warren barked.  “Honey?”

He looked across at Sally who nodded solemnly.  “She’s here to satisfy you.”

“Me?” asked Warren in disbelief.

Sally nodded.

“I don’t need satisfying.”

“We all need satisfying,” Lilith said, getting close.  “Let me take care of you.”

“What do you want?” Warren asked, looking down at her.

“I want your cum,” Lilith said, pushing out her chin in Warren’s direction to show she was serious.

Warren was incredulous.  He looked over at Sally, noting her resignation.  She wasn’t angry, affronted, or surprised.

“Is this true, Sally,” Warren asked.  “You paid for Lilith to get me off?”

“In a sense,” Sally said.

“What do you say, stud?” Lilith asked, and she closed the door and started to slowly lift her skirt.

Warren averted his gaze.  “I—I don’t—I can’t—”

“I’m not wearing panties,” Lilith said with a giggle.  No man could refuse.

Warren looked when Lilith showed him her pussy.  She leaned away and rubbed at her exposed sex while the confused husband stared.

Sally saw him succumb to her.  The succubus was no match for Warren’s sensibilities, and all it took was for Lilith to smother her fingers in her own juices and show them to Warren.

“Look,” she said.  “This is all because of you.”

Lilith put the fingers to her mouth and thrust them deep, keeping her eyes locked on Warren.

Sally felt her stomach twist and contort in turmoil.  Warren would never know.  He was transfixed by the demon’s confident beauty.

“This must be a dream,” Warren said.

“Treat it like one,” Lilith replied.  “What would you do to me, if this were a dream?”

Lilith bit her lip and waited to hear Warren say something naughty.  He didn’t disappoint.

“I’d put my cock in your mouth.”

“Just my mouth?” Lilith asked.  “What else?”

“I’d want that beautiful pussy on my face.”

Sally winced.

“You don’t want to fuck me?” asked Lilith.

“I do.”

“Where?”

Warren’s face flickered in confusion.

“My pussy, or my ass?”

“Both.”

Lilith’s smile broadened to show her immaculate, pearly white teeth.

“Perfect,” she cooed.  “So, what’s first?”

Warren unbuckled his belt.

“That’ll do,” Lilith said coolly, and she dropped to her knees in front of him and submitted.

Sally moved slow so as not to startle either of them.  She settled gently into an ornamental chair by the door whilst Lilith started to open her husband’s pants.

Warren didn’t even glance at Sally.  His eyes were transfixed on the eager beauty in front of him who scrambled into his pants and revealed his thick, hard cock.

“This is gonna feel so good in my ass,” Lilith said, and she mouthed the tip with a giggle.

Warren cast his head back and blew a jet of air upwards.  His disbelief was apparent, as was how good Lilith was at sucking cock.

“Wow!” he said as Lilith slid down his length slowly and stowed his big cock in her throat.

Even Sally was shocked by what the succubus was capable of.  She noticed Lilith’s neck bulge as it took the intruder.

Lilith barely flinched.  She housed the cock in her gullet and then reached back and pulled her skirt up over her ass.

Sally saw the delightful, angelic curves of her body, at odds with Lilith’s slutty behavior.  Knowing that Sally was staring, Lilith brought her hand back and started to finger at her own asshole.

“She’s good at this, honey,” Warren said, but he still didn’t look at his wife.

“She has a few hidden talents, I think,” Sally said, staring as Lilith’s fist began to disappear into her.

Sally couldn’t believe what she was seeing.  Lilith had barely flinched, but from this angle it looked as though her entire fist as was in her ass.

Sally shuffled the chair around as quietly as she could, spotting that Lilith had indeed planted her hand into her ass.  The fingers were pinched together in a bunch by her tight asshole that gripped around them.

“She’s fingering her ass,” she said to Warren.

He shook his head, clearly impressed.  “Where did you find this woman?”

“It wasn’t Craigslist, I can tell you that,” said Sally.

Lilith pushed the fingers into her ass and fucked herself as she sucked on Warren, then she unsheathed his stiffness from her neck and looked back at Sally.

“Finger my ass,” she said to her.

Sally swallowed.  “Huh?”

Lilith turned back, and briefly her eyes turned a fiery red.  “Finger my ass.”

Sally felt compelled to oblige.

Lilith turned back to Warren’s cock and started to lick along it like it was dripping lollipop.  She shuffled her fist over it and grinned up at him as Sally started to venture into her from behind.

Sally had never done anything remotely lesbian, and she’d certainly never put anything in anyone’s ass before.  She didn’t know what to do, or how malleable the forbidden muscle in front of her was.

“Finger me,” Lilith said, jerking Warren.

Warren tried desperately to temper his excitement.  This was only the starting plate in a smorgasbord of sin, and he was hoping he’d get to dessert.

Sally pushed her fingers against the tight knot of Lilith and felt the muscle open over her, almost sucking her inwards.

“Put another one in,” Lilith said, glancing back.  “I can handle it.”

“I don’t doubt it,” Sally said, and she pressed another digit through the aperture.

It opened wider and Sally introduced a third.  She started to get excited as she began to probe Lilith, listening to the heady moans that escaped the wild demon.

“Is she fucking your ass?” Warren asked, knowing the answer.

Lilith nodded.  “Your fat bitch wife’s fingers are right in my ass!”

Sally was shocked by her words, but Warren didn’t even flinch.  “Good,” he said simply.

Sally continued to fuck Lilith, but she felt even more worthless now that her husband hadn’t defended her.

“Your close, aren’t you?” Lilith asked Warren.

Warren was too shy to admit it.

“It’s okay,” Lilith said.  “I want you satisfied completely.  Get on the floor and let me sit on that handsome face.”

Warren seemed relieved that his cock would get some reprieve.  Lilith was an expert at sex, and her blowjob would have got Warren off imminently if it hadn’t stopped soon.

Sally pulled her fingers from Lilith’s ass and examined them.  They were as clean as a whistle, and Lilith’s asshole had quickly twanged back shut.

“I didn’t say stop,” Lilith said.

Warren got down on the rug and shuffled along it.  His big cock sat back against his shirt, with his suit-jacket falling open at his sides.

“Good boy,” Lilith said, and she mounted Warren’s face and smothered him in her soaked sex.  “There you go.”

Warren started to feast, tonguing upwards and feeling his cock throb with excitement as Lilith took charge.

“Suck my aching cunt while your wife fucks my ass,” Lilith snarled.

Sally knew what to do now.  She shoved three fingers into the tight hole and made it big again quickly.

Lilith’s sphincter pinched tight around Sally.  She moved her whole arm, thrusting it into Lilith.

“More,” Lilith said, and Sally put a fourth finger inside.

Lilith pushed back against it and Sally wowed as Lilith’s asshole began to gobble up her knuckles.

“Your thumb too,” strained Lilith, and it sounded like she was finally at breaking point.

Soon Sally’s entire hand was inside Lilith, and she became so full that her juices started to ease out of her pussy, pressed free by Sally’s rocking fist.

Warren caught the brunt of it on his face and then pressed his mouth to the gasping pussy.  He tongued into the folds and started to jerk his cock as he tasted Lilith’s sweetness.

“Your wife is fisting my ass,” Lilith said.  “What a dirty bitch she is.”

Warren grunted in response.  He let go of his cock and breathed deep, trying to keep the wolf from the door.

“You can come in there if you like?” Lilith said to him.

“Where?” he said, and his words were wet and muffled.

“In my ass,” said Lilith.  “Then I can squeeze it out all over your dumb wife’s face.

“Yes!” burst Warren.

Lilith moved forwards and pulled her ass off Sally.  She wriggled down over Warren’s body and then stood his cock upright, slipping it into her pussy.

She rode Warren reverse cowgirl, hitching up her skirt to show her toned, athletic ass.  She had the body of a gymnast, and the curves of a centerfold model.

Lilith pushed the straps of her dress off her shoulder and then lifted it, revealing her naked body beneath.

Warren grabbed her hips immediately, pushing up off the floor and sending his cock as deep as it would go.  He felt the soft, velvet grip of Lilith’s pussy around him, and his balls began to fill.

“I want it,” Lilith said, pounding her pussy down.  “Look at my ass.”

Lilith leaned forwards and held Warren’s shins.  She bent his cock back and rode it, baring her asshole to him.

“I want you in there next,” she said, hooking her fingers into it.  “I want to feel your cock throb in my ass.”

“I want that too,” Warren said.

“Get your slut wife to eat it.”

“Honey,” Warren said, snapping his fingers.  “Eat her ass.”

“Please,” Sally corrected.

“Eat my ass,” Lilith said, and her voice had that same commanding tone as before.

Warren never corrected himself, but Sally moved anyway.  She slid down over his body and pressed her face into the melee.

She could smell the sex happening below her as she targeted the beautiful, puckered hole of Lilith.  She pressed her teeth against Lilith’s toned butt and then stretched out her tongue into the knot of muscle.  Lilith moaned as Sally wriggled through her hoop.

“She’s licking my asshole,” she told Warren.  “The fat bitch is really doing it.”

Tears welled in Sally’s eyes as she tongue-fucked the demon’s asshole.  Her husband held her legs, but it wasn’t sexual or loving.  His eyes were closed, and he was focusing on how good his cock felt inside the tight pussy that Sally could never hope to emulate.

“Work my asshole wide for him,” Lilith said, but Sally thought she’d already done that.

“I want to fuck your ass so bad,” Warren said.

“You will,” Lilith promised.  “Just as soon as this dirty slut had got it nice and clean.”

Sally tongued at it, spitting against the dot, and then mashing her saliva against the hole with her tongue until Lilith’s ass swallowed it up.

Lilith writhed and Warren’s cock popped free, slapping back against Sally’s chin.

“Put him back inside me,” Lilith said.

Sally looked down at Warren’s cock.  She thought it used to belong to her, but now she realized she’d only been borrowing it.  It had always belonged to Lilith, and now it was going home.

Lilith sat forwards on all fours, posing with her back arched.  Her butt pointed towards the married couple.

“Get me back in there,” Warren said to Sally, still refusing to look at her.

His eyes were focused through Sally, looking at the point where his cock had been moments earlier.

Sally moved aside and Warren groaned as he saw the perfect pussy framed in front of him.

“That’s perfect,” he said.

Sally pulled his cock back down and introduced it to Lilith’s slickness.  He speared her easily, pushing back off the carpet and lunging forwards with his hips.

Lilith met his advances, bucking back against him so that his cock struck her deep, tickling her insides.

“He might make me come!” she moaned, and she focused on the pleasure.

Lilith could practically choose when she came, but she liked to make her subjects think that they’d had a say in it.

Warren doubled his efforts, slamming deep and grunting until he could feel Lilith pinching around him as she contracted.  He never tried that hard with Sally.

“That’s it!” the demon strained, and a trickle of her juices started to flow down over Warren.

“Here,” she said, snapping her fingers and pointing down between Warren’s ankles.  “Sit here you slut!”

Sally scrambled like a scalded dog, arriving between her husband’s legs with her face close to Lilith’s.

“Take it you slut,” she grunted, and she pulled up off Warren’s cock and stood up,  thrusting her pussy towards Sally’s face.

A burst of fem-cum spattered Sally, coating her in wetness that trickled down off her chin.  It was tangy and sweet.

Lilith laughed, then snarled, strumming her pussy wildly with her fingers and sending a spray of juices scattering over Sally.

Sally closed her eyes and felt the worthlessness spread over her just like Lilith’s cum was.  She was still fully clothed and yet to be stimulated or satisfied.  She’d barely even been addressed.  She’d just been a tool for the two of them, and now she was Lilith’s rag.

The squirt blasted all over Sally, coating her in the warmth from the succubus who snarled above her like a beautiful demon.  Something as pretty as that shouldn’t have been capable of such filth.

Warren felt the juices scatter down onto his pants and crotch.  It flecked on his cock, and he picked up his stiffness and jerked the fluid over it.

“I want your ass now,” he said.  “Put your tits in my face and let me fuck your ass.”

Lilith turned around slowly, her eyebrows raised. “Impressive,” she said.  “I like a man who knows what he wants.”

She dropped onto Warren and let her perfect breasts hang in his face.  She knocked them left and right against Warren’s cheeks before he grabbed them with his fists and pushed them together roughly.  He examined the beautiful, taut nipples and then sucked them.

“Put him in my ass,” Lilith said, talking to Sally but looking at Warren.

Warren’s face was a picture of excitement; Sally’s was covered in droplets, some of cum, some of tears.

She took her husband’s cock and placed it to Lilith’s magical hole.  Lilith rocked back and ate up Warren like it was nothing.

Warren felt the warmth of her insides and let out a strained moan.  He pushed his head back against the rug and then Lilith started to bounce.

“No escape now,” she said.  “I’m getting that cum.”

“Oh, Lilith,” groaned Warren, and Sally heard the satisfaction in his voice—the satisfaction that she couldn’t give him.

“You remember what I’m going to do with your cum?” asked Lilith.

“You’re going to make my wife eat it,” Warren said.  He seemed willing to please Lilith with the correct answer.

“That’s right,” she said, bouncing slowly.  “I’m gonna drag it out of you with my asshole and then pinch it out into your wife’s open mouth.”

Sally’s stomach tightened as she got a glimpse of her future.  She’d swallowed Warren’s cum some time ago, but never second-hand like that.

“I’m gonna drag that cum out of you now,” Lilith said, and Warren felt her asshole pinch him tighter.

“Oh, fuck!  Oh, Lilith.  Oh, that’s it.”

“You see how I please him?” she asked Sally.  “Doing the things you never could.”

It was true.  Sally could barely stand the thought of a finger in her ass, never mind a big, spunking cock.

“Here he comes,” said Lilith, knowing the signs.

Warren was pressing his fingers so tightly into the waist of Lilith that they left a white mark.  He pulled her against his cock, thrusting up and feeling the ring of tight muscle wring down his pole like it was milking it.

His balls pulled tight to the base of his shaft and Sally stared as his cock flexed.  She knew what was happening in Lilith’s asshole, even if she couldn’t see it.

“Lilith!” strained Warren.  He never said his wife’s name when he came.

Lilith felt the warmth enter her and she hummed.

“That’s it,” she said.  “Every last drop.  We don’t want your wife missing any, do we?”

Warren’s face contorted in pleasure.  His cumshot was bountiful, and Lilith’s asshole took it all, filling with hot spunk until it was fit to burst.

Warren caressed her sides as he gave her everything he had, straining and pushing upwards before opening his eyes to stare lovingly at the writhing demon.

Lilith moved up slowly, careful that her ass pinched Warren’s cock free and closed tight behind it, like she was trying to expel it.

Warren whimpered as he left Lilith, looking down as his hard, slick cock slapped back against his shirt.

“On the floor,” Lilith said to Sally.  “Next to him.”

Warren watched as his wife lay beside him, fully clothed.

Sally was nervous.  She didn’t know what to expect.  She’d never had the view before of a woman’s pussy and asshole descending on her.  She remembered thinking how beautiful Lilith looked from this angle as she positioned herself over Sally and then—

“Eat that cum,” snarled Lilith, and quickly a rush of hot cum sputtered from her ass and covered the beleaguered wife.

Warren watched, wide-eyed.  He saw his seed be ejected from Lilith’s ass and hit his wife’s face, with some of it sliding into her mouth, all pearly and white.

“Eat it, you nasty slut,” spat Lilith, looking through her legs at Sally who squirmed.

“Don’t you turn away from it,” Lilith said.

Sally straightened her head, opening her eyes slowly just in time to see Lilith push another dollop of hot cum out.

It hung briefly and then snapped off and hit Sally’s tongue that had stayed inside her mouth.  Sally felt the saltiness slide down her neck and she swallowed.

“Eat it all,” Lilith said, pushing out the last of Warren’s cum.  It bubbled and fell onto Sally’s face, leaving her a complete mess.

Lilith moved and now Sally had nowhere to hide.  Her cum-covered face was free for them both to see, and they didn’t waste the chance.

Warren propped himself up on an elbow and looked over curiously.

“She never lets me cum on her face,” he said.

“Satisfaction,” Lilith said.  “That’s what sex is all about, Sally.  Were you satisfied, Warren?”

“Oh, absolutely,” he laughed.  “You can see my satisfaction here, here, here and here.”

He pointed carefully at the cum that sat on Sally’s face.

Lilith laughed.  “Perhaps we could feed that satisfaction to your wife.”

Lilith started to finger the errant drops of cum towards Sally’s mouth, and Sally opened her lips over Lilith’s digits to drink down what she’d been given.  Warren started to join in, relishing his wife’s turmoil as he fed his cum to her.

“Every fucking drop,” Lilith said, taking great joy in finding as much cum as she could.  She even swiped some off Warren’s suit pants.

Sally swallowed everything, feeling the shame and humiliation envelop her.

“I told you it’d come with a cost,” Lilith said.

“How much did she cost?” Warren asked.

“Everything,” Sally said, and there had never been a truer statement.

“I’ll be seeing you soon,” Lilith said, putting on her dress and walking to the door.  “This is a lifetime arrangement, remember?”

She took a look back as she held the door open.  “You two lovebirds enjoy each other now.”

Sally didn’t know how she ever would enjoy their marriage after that, but she knew that Warren would never stray now and that was all part of the deal.

What had she done?

THE END
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Nevin and Clara Jones lived the busy life of a young, professional couple.  They ate take-out regularly and scarcely had time to clean or water their houseplants.  When the duo successfully managed to kill their cactus plant, it was apparent that things needed to change.

“A guy at work was telling me about this new housewife subscription,” Nevin told Clara late one evening.

“That sounds a little dated, doesn’t it?” his wife said, lounging next to him with a bowl of ice cream.

“Imagine it though.  You finish that ice cream, and someone comes and picks up the bowl, washes it and puts it back in the cupboard.”

Clara sucked on her spoon.  “That’s part of the service?”

“Yeah!  She cooks, she cleans, she irons, she does everything!  She’ll even walk the dog if you have one.”

“How much is it?”

“Four thousand a month,” Nevin said.

“Four thousand?!”

“Yeah, but honey, think about it.  We never have to do any of that again.  Can you really put a price on your time?  It’s precious.”

“I can put a price on my time, and it’s not four-thousand dollars.”

“We can afford it,” Nevin said, standing up.  “Those dying plants are suddenly revitalized; the carpet isn’t covered in crumbs; the kitchen is always spotless.  Think of it.”

“That’s crazy money.  Forty-eight thousand a year.”

“It doesn’t have to be for the whole year.  We can trial it and see how it is.”

“You’re serious, aren’t you?”

“Yeah!  We get to live in a perfect house, and we get all our time to enjoy ourselves.  What’s not to love?”

“The price, for one.”

“I just think it’s worth it.”

“One month,” Clara said.  “Let’s do it for one month and see how it is.”

Nevin was beaming.  “You won’t regret it,” he said, not realizing how much of a lie that would turn out to be.

***
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One week later there was a knock on the door after work.  Nevin opened it to see a woman in her early forties, wearing a long, red and white checkered dress with a delightfully plunging cleavage.  She had a bowed ribbon in her blonde hair, and she looked like something straight out of a fifties house-keeping magazine.

“You must be ...” Nevin began.

“Ms. Crockett, at your service,” the lady said, extending a hand.

Nevin could tell instantly that there was a schtick to the whole affair.  He doubted Ms. Crockett dressed like this day-to-day, if that was even her real name.

Nevin shook her demure hand.  “I’m Nevin.” He turned back to call his wife.  “Clara, honey.  Our housekeeper is here.”

Clara arrived all smiles, extending a hand to greet Ms. Crockett.

The older woman’s demeanor changed when she saw Clara.  Her handshake was limper, and she seemed less interested.
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