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​Mark was hurrying at the buttons.  He couldn’t wait to drop his face onto her, and from Elena’s wriggling knees, I think the feeling was mutual.

“Let’s keep the bowtie on,” I suggested, and I wrapped it back around his bare neck.

Mark tied it quickly.  It didn’t look perfect, but it would do.

I watched his naked body drop to the mattress as he put his face between Elena’s legs.  He kissed at the inside of her thigh, and she started to laugh.

“You guys are a tease,” she said.  “Keeping me here waiting.”

I walked around to the side of the bed and looked down at her perfect, naked body.

“Don’t tease her anymore, Mark,” I said.

I looked down and watched his face meet her mound.  He wore her pussy-hair like a mustache as his jaw rocked, and I could hear his mouth sucking and slurping.

Elana’s eyes rolled back in her skull and she drew a breath.  Her ribcage inflated beautifully, and her tits stood perfectly on top of it.  She pinched at her own nipples and grinded her hips up off the pillow.

“She likes that, Mark,” I hushed.

Elena stared at me from the bed.  She was looking at me so lustily that I suddenly felt seen.  I’d never had a woman look at me like that before.

“Come here,” she beckoned, and I found my face being drawn to her like a magnet.

I started to kiss her while Mark kissed her somewhere else.  I could feel the moans in her mouth as our wet tongues danced over each other.

“Back on my nipples,” she whispered, and suddenly Elena was directing me.

I moved down to her chest and swallowed up those perfect little tits of hers all over again.  This time I sucked with one goal in mind: to make her come.

Mark was on the same wavelength.  For the next few minutes, we got Elena right to the edge.  The breaths left her mouth so achingly that it made my pussy wet, but not as wet as hers.  Mark’s saliva and Elena’s cum were seeing to that.

I watched Mark bring his hand up to her groin.  He targeted her clitoris with his mouth and probed his fingers through her slowly.

“Yes!” burst Elena, feeling Mark going inside her.

I squeezed at her tits and sucked as hard as I could.  Elena writhed and wriggled, and we could all sense her imminent climax.

“Yes!” she strained again, and her head lifted off the pillow.

Her body was strewn in tight, tense muscles.  She looked like she was mid Yoga-pose as she lifted her knees and held them wide with her hands.

“Mark!” she strained.  “I’m coming!”

I hadn’t anticipated her calling out his name.  It was jarring to hear, but it also came with a tinge of jealousy.  I felt as though I’d been involved but hadn’t been credited.  I guess the director never got top billing ...

“Seize the moment now, Mark,” I said to him, moving back to my chair.  “Take her.”
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Life was much different on Mars before we awakened them.  Nobody knew where the race of Cuckcakes originated, but their discovery felt like some kind of Elon Musk-level trolling to the brave wives who’d risked it all to colonize the red planet.

Imagine you pick up your entire life and move with your husband to Mars, and when you get there, a race of exclusively female, exclusively hot aliens that look just like us emerge from underground, with the sole intention of stealing your betrothed.

We resisted for a while, but a marriage’s bond is only so strong, and it wasn’t as strong as the will of the Cuckcakes.

They were a determined people, and being exclusively female meant that the very nature of their survival hinged on their ability to steal your husband.

It became so hard to resist their allure that having an alien mistress or outright living with one of the Cuckcakes became a curious part of humankind’s Martian culture.  Almost every household had a Cuckcake, and those that didn’t surely would soon.

Buzz and I held out for several months, but as he saw his friends enjoying a two-woman household, it wasn’t long before he started to pine for the same.

“This is insane!” I pleaded late one night, as one of the Cuckcakes stared longingly into our house from the domed suburbia of our little colony.

“It’s Mars life, Janice,” Buzz said, eyeing the buxom blonde who flirted beyond the window.

She lifted her hand and blew a kiss, leaning forward to reveal a deep, plunging cleavage.  A tactic of the Cuckcakes that had been very successful was to wait out in the street for days looking promiscuous until the will of the husbands in the area broke and they were invited inside.

“They’re prostitutes,” I spat.  “Nothing more than whores.  They pimp themselves out for their own gain.”

“Doesn’t everyone, one way or another?”

“No, they don’t, Buzz.  We used to have something; do you remember that?  Love?  Do you remember?  That very real human emotion?  The Cuckcakes know none of that.  They trade in lust; can’t you see that?”

“Oh, I see it,” said Buzz, standing at the window.

The woman in the street caressed her own body, hugging tight to the curves that her dress accentuated.

“They must have been studying us for eons,” Buzz said dreamily.

“Don’t give yourself the credit,” I scoffed.  “It takes seconds to work out what makes a man tick.”

“They’re a household addition,” Buzz countered.  “Think of them like a second pair of hands.”

“As opposed to a second pair of tits?”

“You’re the first woman for me, honey, you know that.  You’ll always be.”

He walked over and put his arms around me, but I couldn’t enjoy his embrace with the lingering harlot outside.

“Look at her,” I said, shaking my head.

I felt the rage build up inside me and rushed to the front door to confront her.

“Isn’t there somebody else’s husband you can try and fuck?” I yelled.

Her expression barely changed.  She kept on smiling, and then I noticed her gaze shift to my husband who had arrived behind me.

“Leave her alone, Janice,” he said, putting his arm on my shoulder.  “She isn’t worth it.”

“Damn right,” I shouted, making sure she heard.

“Would you like me to come in, Buzz?” she asked.

The confusion was etched across my face.  “How does she know—how do you know his name?”

“He told me,” she said.

I looked back at my husband to see his face turning red.

“You two talked?”

“We did more than talk,” said the woman, walking closer.

“Has she been in our house?” I asked, and Buzz couldn’t answer.

People who say it’s easy to walk out on your husband might have a point, but not on Mars.  I had so much love, emotion and effort tied up in our marriage that I didn’t want to lose Buzz, and I had nowhere else to go.  Trips off-world cost thousands of dollars that I just didn’t have.

“Buzz!” I demanded.

“She came in for coffee, but that’s it.”

“She came in for more than coffee, Buzz!”

“Tell her, Becky,” pleaded Buzz.

“Becky?!”  I shook my head in disbelief.  “They even give themselves human names.”

“Becky is the name your husband gave me,” said the Cuckcake, walking up our driveway.

“You named her?” I asked incredulously.

“Lots of people name their Cuckcakes.”

“Their Cu—you can’t be serious.”

“I’ve been thinking about this a lot, honey.  This wasn’t easy for me.”

Becky walked up the driveway and Buzz stepped outside to greet her.

“Oh, it wasn’t easy for you?  It looks pretty fucking easy from here.”

I went to slam the door shut, but Becky thrust out a high-heeled foot and jammed it in the corner of the frame.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Making sure my man has a home,” the bimbo said alluringly.

There was no malice or anger in the way she did anything, and I think that drove me even crazier.  Here was a race with seemingly no emotion, toying with mine.  She played Buzz like a puppet, pulling his strings effortlessly until she got exactly what she wanted.

“It’ll be good for us,” Buzz said.  “Imagine all the free time you’ll have.”

“To do what?!  There’s nothing to do on this fucking rock.”

“What about the cinema?”

“It’s not the nineteen-fifties, Buzz, even if you’d like it to be.”

Becky had started to kiss Buzz’s neck while he continued to plead his case.

“Just try it out,” Buzz said.  “A lot of the wives love their new Cuckcakes.  It takes the pressure off, you know?”

“Stop trying to sell this like it’s my dream.  We all know who wins the most out of this relationship.”

“I’m not winning anything, honey.”

“I wasn’t talking about you.”

I eyed the hussy who draped herself up my husband’s body, knowing that she wanted nothing more than to continue her exclusively female race.  God knows what they did before we arrived.

“Come on, let’s talk,” Buzz said, stepping forward with Becky on his arm.  “If we can’t work things out, Becky can leave.”

I stood aside reluctantly as the duo crossed the threshold.  Becky’s enviable beauty passed by me, and I followed her with a look of disgust as Buzz took her through to the lounge.

“Maybe our guest would like a drink?” asked Buzz, sitting Becky down on the couch.

Her skirt rode up and she made no attempt to correct it.  The Cuckcakes seemed to have zero modesty, which was another innately human characteristic.

“Do your people drink?” I asked.

“We imbibe only for sustenance,” Becky said.  “We require little liquid.  Although someone liquid we like more than others.”

She affected a giggle and squeezed at my husband’s crotch.  Thankfully he removed her hand, just before my mouth started to hang open in shock.

Becky had this uncanny valley aspect to her whenever she tried to be human.  The giggles; her speech; even the way she walked; it was like she’d practiced it after watching a YouTube video.

I sat opposite, unwilling to leave the two of them alone for a second, but my presence didn’t seem to deter Becky.

She kissed and fondled at Buzz until he had no resolve left.  He looked over at me and shrugged, as though he’d tried everything.

“Oh, is it getting too hard?” I asked, fawning sarcastically.

“It’s getting hard, but not too hard,” Becky said, rubbing at my husband’s pants.

I stood up and peered over at his crotch, noticing that Becky was right.

I shook my head with disappointment.  “I can’t believe you.  I’m right here.”

“I can’t help that,” Buzz protested.  “That thing has a mind of its own.”

“I’d very much like to meet this mind,” Becky said, and she turned over and straddled him, riding up so that her big tits sat in front of his face.

“Hey!  Hey!  Nope.  No, that’s too much,” I said, rushing forwards.

“She’s just getting comfortable,” Buzz said, unable to take his eyes off her charms.

I didn’t know what the hell to do.  I sat down in the chair opposite them and deflated with a sigh.  I could see right under Becky’s skirt, and there was nothing to cover her modesty.

“Are you wearing panties?” I asked, stooping to look.

“We don’t believe in panties,” Becky said.

“Don’t believe—it’s not like Santa Claus.”

“She’s not wearing anything?” asked Buzz, searching curiously up her thigh.

His hand arrived at her ass and squeezed before it moved inward to confirm the lack of fabric.

“You can’t just take my word for it?” I asked.

I stared at that perfect ass of hers and felt the mix of emotions in my gut.  I couldn’t believe it, but her body was even fooling me.  I couldn’t help but be disgusted by what she represented, but I held nothing but lust for that perfect figure of hers, despite never being attracted to women before.

“Enjoy me,” Becky kept saying, pecking at my husband’s cheek and mouth.

Eventually he started to kiss her back, and I watched him drag her dress up over her butt and leave it there, as though he was showing her off to me.

I was rapt by the sight.  Her milky, toned butt was pulled wide by Buzz, and her perfectly immaculate asshole winked back at me.  Beneath it I could see her waxed-clean bush, looking just as pristine as Becky’s unblemished face.

“Do you see her, honey?” asked Buzz.

“Yes, honey,” mimicked Becky.  “Do you see me?”

She looked back over her shoulder at me and I felt seen.  She was unabashed by the access that Buzz was giving me of her, and it was as though she was daring me to continue looking.

My gaze flitted down to her uncovered sex, and I drew my lips over my teeth as I stared at her.

“She wants me,” Becky said, turning back to Buzz.

“They know us better than we know ourselves,” Buzz said.  “That’s what all the guys say at work.”

To be fair to Buzz, I’d heard the women saying it in town too, chatting beneath the star-pocked sky in our glass domes as though this was a normal life.

“Try her, honey,” urged Buzz.  “You might like her more than I do.”

It was pointless to argue against him now.  Buzz had made his choice; the only question left was how I was going to react to it.

I slipped off the chair and fell to my knees, submitting subconsciously to her.  Becky looked back and affected a grin that was almost genuine.

“She wants me,” she said excitedly, looking back at Buzz.

She rode up on him and put her tits against his face, waiting for me to arrive at her tense, toned ass.

I crawled across the rug, focusing on my target.  Buzz kept her dress held high, and the smooth, delicious curves drew me towards them like a tractor beam.

When I was close to docking with the alien Cuckcake, she leaned her ass back and bridged the divide for me.  I let her settle over my face and closed my eyes, realizing instantly that I’d let her win.

“That’s good, honey,” said Buzz with a full mouth of tits, and I couldn’t be certain who of us he was talking to.

I heard him sucking at her breasts and I realized that Becky had pulled down the front of her dress so that Buzz could get at her.  Becky lay sandwiched between us now, moaning as we teased her from both sides.

I stuck my tongue out and tasted her sex, pressing my nose into her scentless ass and feeling the embrace of her soft skin around me.  It felt beautiful to be wedged between her like that, but the turmoil in my gut was doing wretched things to me.

I broke away from her and looked forwards at where I’d just been.  Her sex glistened, and her asshole sat vacant and waiting.

“Back on me,” she mewled, reaching behind herself and grabbing my hair.

She yanked me forward and I felt a sharp pull in my scalp.  As I gasped, I sucked over her ass, tasting her muscle for the first time.  My tongue probed it, and Becky cooed louder, shaking her tits in my husband’s face.

I went for his crotch and found Becky’s hand was already there.  She took mine in hers and rubbed it over Buzz’s thick cock, as though she was trying to convince me that this was a group activity.

“Oh, honey,” groaned Buzz between mouthfuls.  “Take it out.”

I scrambled at his pants, pushing Becky’s hand aside while I tongued at her ass.  She seemed happy for me to take charge, which was obvious in hindsight.  I was giving her everything she desired, and she’d have been a fool to stop me.

I unzipped him and tugged down his pants, dragging his boxer shorts with them until his big, thick cock rolled out over the waist.

It sat rigid and veined, waiting to be claimed.  I went back to it and saw Becky’s manicured hand reach down for it and stand it upright.

“This is going inside me,” she said, pulling at it.

The tension in Buzz was palpable.  His cock looked charged.  His balls were fat and tight.

“Put him there,” said Becky, glancing back again.

She passed his cock to me like it was a baton in a relay race.  I jerked up it, remembering how it felt.  It had been a long time since Buzz and I had been intimate, which is perhaps where all our problems began.

“Right in my pussy,” hushed Becky, looking back over her shoulder.

She was such a slut that it was actually impressive.  She hovered over my husband’s big cock and waited for me to line him up with her sumptuous box.

“There,” I said, smudging the tip of his cock along her soft flesh.

Buzz ached a groan when he felt her wetness.  Of course she was wet.  I’d have put our lifesavings on her being tight too, but I only had Buzz’s moan to gauge if that was true.

Becky sat down on him, and I watched her swallow him up with an effected moan that must have been copied from porn.  She’d modelled her body on a porn-star, it made sense that she’d modelled her cries of passion on them too.

“Oh, what a big boy,” fawned Becky.  “That’s it!”

She bounced and swept her tits across Buzz’s bewildered face, and I sat back on my heels and watched like a good little sub.

I didn’t even realize how perfectly she’d cast me as the cuckold.  It had crept up on me in the same way that Buzz’s infidelities had.  Maybe it had been happening much longer than I’d known.  So perfect were the Cuckcakes at manipulating us that it was hard to ever know that it was happening.

“That’s good, Buzz,” I hushed, watching his powerful cock emerge all strewn in her white cream.

Becky covered him in her juices, and Buzz’s moans told me that she must have felt good.  She’d no doubt been designed to feel good.  Whatever God had created the Cuckcakes had a perfect understanding of the human condition that stretched beyond surface-level.

I watched as she twerked her ass, throwing the whole thing up and down on my husband’s cock like it was a being unto itself.  When she flicked her butt up, the whole thing would open and give me a glimpse inside at the melee of flesh, and when she sunk down it’d pinch around my husband’s cock and make his eyes roll back in their sockets.

“It feels so good, Janice,” he moaned, rolling his head on his shoulders.

“You can come in me if you like,” whispered Becky, then she leaned away and started to gyrate.

She sent Buzz all the way deep, stirring him in her honeypot like she was mixing a cake.  She posed with her tits out, moaning for my husband as he stared in disbelief at his prize.

“She’s all yours now, honey,” I said from the floor.

I looked at his face and saw him glancing at me.  A smirk emerged on his lips that I fought against copying, but ultimately it wore me down.  I felt so ashamed of myself that I’d been seduced, just like he had.  I was as complicit as him, and suddenly I became just another housewife in our small town.

“You want her to watch it, don’t you?” Becky said.  “I see it in you.”

Buzz didn’t answer.  It seemed he still had some shame left.

“You want to throb inside me and have your wife watch it all drip out of me, don’t you?” asked Becky, turning up the heat.

“Are you going to give me that cum, Buzz?” she asked, refusing to relent.  “Are you going to let off in my pussy?  Are you going to give me what I need?”

It was so brazen, and yet it fit so perfectly to the scenario.  She goaded my husband to complete the act, and I just sat there helpless and watched it all happen.

“Let’s get you back
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