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“Good girl,” he said, and he pushed himself through my lips.

I opened over him and tasted the tangy sweetness of Alice’s pussy on his hard cock.  He moved all the way to the top of my throat and my hands cupped his balls.  I took their weight and massaged them softly.

I stared at Alice and smirked as I took Hank’s thickness, moving my lips along him and jerking him with my mouth as she played with herself to the image.  She was rubbing with purpose and her face was twitching with arousal.  Her brow furrowed and she moaned.

“Suck my cum off him, Mrs. Rogers!”

I upped my pace and ran my mouth over him until there was no more of Alice left to taste.  Hank was impossibly stiff.  I’d forgotten what it felt like to suck his cock and as my lips popped off the tip the juices flooded to my pussy.

“Put him inside me,” Alice begged, and she opened her legs wide to let us both see.

Her pussy was puffy with excitement and gasping.  It looked desperate to be filled and Hank’s cock was more than ready to do it.

I stood up and got out of my jeans and panties.  Hank helped me with my T-shirt and unfastened my bra.

Alice undressed fully too, then she lay back on the mattress and waited for Hank’s arrival.  Her tits sat perfectly on her chest, all firm and young, like mine used to be.  The jealousy stung me in the best way possible.

“Ready, stud?” I asked, holding his cock and pulling it in Alice’s direction.

“You don’t know how bad I’ve wanted this,” he said.

“Seems like we all want this,” I smiled.

I jerked Hank as I led him to Alice, then I married his thick cock up to her impossibly tight hole.  As he pressed against her it looked for all the world like he might not fit, but then Alice’s pussy relented and allowed Hank inside.

He sank deep and I watched him with keen interest as he disappeared inside her.  My wandering hand found its way to my pussy once more and I started toy myself as their lovemaking began.

This was a much more intimate setting now.  The gig was up, and I was free to maneuver around them for a spot that felt comfortable.  As it happened, that spot was Alice’s face.

I don’t know if it was some subconscious urge to dominate her or get even, but as I kicked my knee over her body and straddled her face, everything felt right with the world.

Alice moaned up and I could feel the vibrations of her cries against the inside of my thighs as I lowered onto her slowly.  She held my ass at the distance she wanted me, then she brought her face up to my pussy and started to feast.

I faced Hank and bunched my shoulders, wriggling on Alice as though I was settling into a comfortable chair.

Hank stared, looking down my body and to Alice’s chin.  Her mouth munched slowly on me, and she circled her tongue all over my wetness like this wasn’t her first time.

“Now you taste me,” I told her.
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I can’t remember what first made me suspicious, but for the last few months now I was sure that my husband Hank was fucking our nineteen-year-old lodger Alice while I was out of the house.  It sounds crazy but hear me out.

First off, my husband’s sex drive had gone way down.  We used to make love a couple of times a week, but recently he’s complained about being too tired or wanting an early night.

On its own I could forgive that, but I’ve also noticed Alice’s mood change.  She’s way bubblier than usual around the house and I know for a fact she isn’t getting it from anywhere else.  She doesn’t stay out too late and is far too concerned with studying for college than partying with friends.

A week or so back I came home early and noticed the two of them were quite flustered.  When I asked about it, Alice said she’d just had a hot-flush out of nowhere and Hank told me he’d gotten worked up at some of the football highlights on the television.  Both plausible, I guess, but not necessarily believable.

On top of this I felt as though I could smell Alice on Hank and vice-versa.  On its own that could be explained away by their proximity day-to-day, but with everything else going on, that was practically a smoking gun.

Alice was at that perfect age of sexual exploration, not to mention the sweet-spot where suddenly mature men become ten-times more attractive.  Hank was good looking anyway, so I thought at least, so I could forgive Alice for falling for him—even if he is twice her age!

At first, I was taken aback by the very idea, but the second it landed in my craw everything else started to make sense around it.  It was like the corner-piece of a jigsaw.  Everything slotted into place afterwards.

You want to know the craziest thing about it?  Not only was I not mad, I was actively turned-on!

I couldn’t believe it either, but the second I started imagining the two of them, I didn’t feel any kind of anger or jealousy, but lust and excitement instead.  I wanted to see my husband enjoying himself and I found the naughty notion that he lusted after Alice something I could really sink my teeth in to.  I mean, it was just so wrong, but it made me wetter than a meadow on a summer’s morning.

I was no spring chicken, and Alice reminded me of myself in my youth.  In that respect I could almost find it flattering.  I mean, just think of it!  My husband slipping his big, delicious cock into our younger lodger.  Shit, I’d pay to be a fly on that wall.  And that’s exactly what I set about doing.  I wanted to catch them, but not so that I could confront them.  So that I could watch.

I knew I’d only get one chance at it.  If I frequently kept coming home early, I might put the two of them off the idea.  I didn’t want to make it riskier for them.  If anything, I wanted to make it safer.

So, I started detailing the exact time that I’d be home, and even letting my husband know via text-message when I’d be returning.  I was true to my word too.  If I said I’d be home in ten minutes, I made sure I was home in ten minutes.  I was helping him cheat on me, and I couldn’t have been more excited by it.

Whenever I messaged them, I imagined Hank reaching over to the bedside table to grab his phone and check it while Alice lay under him.

“We’ve got ten more minutes,” he’d say, then he’d put his cock straight back into her and fuck her to completion.

I started to wonder where he’d finish.  Would they risk a creampie, or did Alice prefer it in her mouth or on her tits or even ... oh gosh ... maybe even on her face?

One time I told them I’d be back in twenty minutes, and then I spent those minutes toying with my pussy until I came, all to the thought of Alice jerking my husband’s hard cock until it shot off all over her.  Fuck, it was naughty.

After I’d gained their trust, I set the next phase of my plan into action.  I told them both I was leaving the house and when I’d planned to return, knowing that my husband had the day off work and Alice was supposed to be studying upstairs.

I let them both play out their little ruse as I left, with Hank pretending that he was going to do some work in the garden and Alice studiously examining her textbooks without looking up as I said goodbye.

There was every chance I was wrong, of course, but it wouldn’t hurt to see.  I left the two of them alone and drove around five minutes away from the house before walking back.  I figured twenty minutes would be enough time to catch them in the act.

I felt like I was in the wrong when I stalked up the driveway and went straight around the back of the house.  If my husband was going to be doing some gardening, he hadn’t yet made it outside.  The door was ajar though, and stealthily I moved inside our home.

I couldn’t hear much from the kitchen.  There was no sign of Hank downstairs.  I took off my shoes as quietly as I could and then tip-toed through the house to the foot of the stairs.  Now I could hear voices.

“You gonna show me how you play?” asked Hank.

I bit my lip.  Unless Alice had taken up guitar, there was a strong possibility that my absurd predictions were correct.

As I scaled the stairs, I could hear lusty, heavy breathing and then more talking.

“That’s it, Alice,” Hank said.  “Show me.”

I walked to Alice’s bedroom door and saw their shadows cast against the wall.  Hank was standing, but it was difficult to make out exactly what Alice was doing from the big block of shadow as she sat on her bed.

“Oh, Alice,” Hank hushed, and now I heard her moan.

“I’m getting it nice and wet for you, Mr. Rogers,” she said.

I closed my eyes tight and cast my head back.  I was relieved.  It sounds insane, I know, but I thought I was going fucking crazy imagining the two of them together.  This was all the evidence I needed, but I wanted to make sure for real.

Their moans continued as I put my eye to the crack in the door.  Through it I spied Alice, in a pose so sinful that I could only look for a few seconds.

She was on her knees with her face pushed against the mattress and her yoga pants around her ankles.  Her bare ass was pointed right at Hank who masturbated to the sight of her wet, slick pussy.  Her fingers rubbed up along it as she got wet for him.

My heart was pounding so fast that I thought it might give me away.  I tried to settle my nerves before looking through the crack in the door again.

“Oh, Alice, look at that beautiful pussy,” Hank said, and I watched as he moved his face towards it.

I was rapt on the image of the two of them.  I could see Hank’s face press into Alice’s ass, then I heard her moan bounce off the wall and come around the door.

“Mr. Rogers!” she whined, and I heard his lips smack against her wetness as he sucked her flesh into his mouth.

Hank’s nose pressed into her ass as he fought to go deeper, working his tongue inside her pussy, and coaxing out even more joyous moans.  He hadn’t feasted on my pussy like that in years.

Instinctively my hand went straight to my crotch, and I started to rub at my pussy, turned on by the clandestine nature of it all.  None of us wanted to get caught, and that made things so much naughtier.  I felt a twist of jealous excitement in my gut as I watched my husband enjoy Alice’s tight young pussy.

I moved away from the door and pushed my jeans and panties down, using their moans to hide any noise I made.

With my back to the wall, I started to finger my pussy, finding it wetter than it had been in years.  My fingers pushed through my juices, and I rubbed them back against the sensitive flesh, listening as my husband and lodger enjoyed each other in the room beyond.

I had to imagine what they were doing, now that I couldn’t see, and I’d painted a picture in my mind of my husband tonguing Alice’s ass as he jerked his cock.

The unmistakable sound of my husband entering Alice broke the illusion.  My eyes gasped open as I heard it.  He grunted as he felt Alice tighten over him and Alice whined with pleasured anguish as my husband filled her.

When I heard the rhythmic clapping of his hips against her ass it left me in no doubt, and I couldn’t starve myself of the sight of it any longer.

The two of them moaned in unison as they fucked, and I pressed my face to the crack in the door to see it for real.

Alice was still bent over on the bed on all fours, but she’d brought her ass lower down so that Hank could enter her easier.  Her yoga pants and panties were nowhere to be seen.

I could see the sinful point of contact where my husband’s cock met Alice’s pussy.  She was wrapped halfway down him, and the rest of his cock wore her cum as a testament to how far he’d pressed himself into her.

Alice took every inch, moaning hard as she did so and clearly enjoying herself.  The two of them seemed perfectly in tune and soon Alice’s moans started to become more erratic and passionate.  I rubbed my pussy faster and tried not to moan, but a croak escaped me as I heard Alice start to come.

“Oh, Mr. Rogers!” she whined, and I felt my pussy flexing with hers.

I heard her grunt as she came, and I mimicked it in the hallway, echoing her sinful sounds the same way my body echoed her climax.

A whimper of mine escaped out of synch and I heard their fucking stop in the room beyond.

“Is someone here?” asked Hank, and the bottom dropped out of my stomach.  Alice was panting hard and sounded confused.

I could hear Hank take his weight off the bed and rather than be found in the hallway like I was the adulterer, I burst into the room and confronted them.

“Enjoying yourselves?” I asked.

“Mrs. Rogers?!” cried Alice, and I watched her eyes dart to my downed panties.  “What are you doing?”

“Me?!”

“Yeah,” asked Hank, and suddenly the tables had turned.

“I—I was just—”

“She was spying,” said Alice.

“On adultery!” I countered.

“Don’t go throwing words around, Tina,” said Hank.

I couldn’t believe it.  The two of them stared at me, unashamed that they’d been caught in the act.  I stood there like the naughty one with my panties around my ankles.  I changed tactic.

“Don’t stop,” I whispered.

“Huh?” asked Hank.

“I want to see you finish.  I want to help.”

Alice bit her lip and looked at Hank.  “Can she?”

It took a while for Hank to catch up, but eventually he said, “That depends ...” and then waited.

“On what?” we asked together.

He looked down at his cock.  “Taste her,” he said, and he looked me dead in the eye.

I tried to hide my excitement but when I looked at Alice, I saw that hers was flourishing.  She shuffled to the edge of the bed and put a hand on her pussy.

“Do it, Mrs. Rogers,” she urged.  “I’d love to see that.”

I started to grin.  I looked at Hank’s cock and saw Alice’s cum draped over him.  He looked sticky and his length glistened in the light from above.

“All yours, Tina,” said Hank.

I dropped to my knees and sat back on my jeans that made a seat between my legs.  Alice leaned forward and started to rub her pussy.  Her eyes were locked on my mouth as it moved forwards towards Hank’s advancing cock.

“Good girl,” he said, and he pushed himself through my lips.

I opened over him and tasted the tangy sweetness of Alice’s pussy on his hard cock.  He moved all the way to the top of my throat and my hands cupped his balls.  I took their weight and massaged them softly.

I stared at Alice and smirked as I took Hank’s thickness, moving my lips along him and jerking him with my mouth as she played with herself to the image.  She was rubbing with purpose and her face was twitching with arousal.  Her brow furrowed and she moaned.

“Suck my cum off him, Mrs. Rogers!”

I upped my pace and ran my mouth over him until there was no more of Alice left to taste.  Hank was impossibly stiff.  I’d forgotten what it felt like to suck his cock and as my lips popped off the tip the juices flooded to my pussy.

“Put him inside me,” Alice begged, and she opened her legs wide to let us both see.

Her pussy was puffy with excitement and gasping.  It looked desperate to be filled and Hank’s cock was more than ready to do it.

I stood up and got out of my jeans and panties.  Hank helped me with my T-shirt and unfastened my bra.

Alice undressed fully too, then she lay back on the mattress and waited for Hank’s arrival.  Her tits sat perfectly on her chest, all firm and young, like mine used to be.  The jealousy stung me in the best way possible.

“Ready, stud?” I asked, holding his cock and pulling it in Alice’s direction.

“You don’t know how bad I’ve wanted this,” he said.

“Seems like we all want this,” I smiled.

I jerked Hank as I led him to Alice, then I married his thick cock up to her impossibly tight hole.  As he pressed against her it looked for all the world like he might not fit, but then Alice’s pussy relented and allowed Hank inside.

He sank deep and I watched him with keen interest as he disappeared inside her.  My wandering hand found its way to my pussy once more and I started toy myself as their lovemaking began.

This was a much more intimate setting now.  The gig was up, and I was free to maneuver around them for a spot that felt comfortable.  As it happened, that spot was Alice’s face.

I don’t know if it was some subconscious urge to dominate her or get even, but as I kicked my knee over her body and straddled her face, everything felt right with the world.

Alice moaned up and I could feel the vibrations of her cries against the inside of my thighs as I lowered onto her slowly.  She held my ass at the distance she wanted me, then she brought her face up to my pussy and started to feast.

I faced Hank and bunched my shoulders, wriggling on Alice as though I was settling into a comfortable chair.

Hank stared, looking down my body and to Alice’s chin.  Her mouth munched slowly on me, and she circled her tongue all over my wetness like this wasn’t her first time.

“Now you taste me,” I told her.

I leaned forwards, looking at Hank’s lips.  I’d never felt more connected to him.  He put his mouth to mine, and we started to kiss.  Alice’s smacking lips joined us from below, and I moaned into Hank.

“She’s good at that,” I whispered.

I pressed my hands to her tits for balance and squeezed them as Hank and I made out.  I’d kissed a lot of guys in my years, but I’d never kissed a guy while someone was eating my pussy.  I figured if we were going to be bad, we were going to be all the way bad.

Alice’s hands were over my thighs now and she was pulling my ass downwards as though she wanted to be smothered by my sex.  I wasn’t about to deny her the privilege.  I pressed my pussy against her, and my eyes rolled back as her tongue and mouth explored me.

Hank watched in amazement as I started to grind on her.  I rubbed my pussy against her face as though I was trying to scratch an itch.  The whole time Alice played the perfect slut.  She moaned as though the act was turning her on, but I suspected my husband’s hard cock probing her was doing the heavy lifting.

Alice started to moan differently, and I watched her stomach muscles tighten.  Her envious abs were apparent as she strained, and it became obvious that she was coming again.

I felt myself become wetter as I watched her enjoy Hank.  I stared down as his cock pushed through her, and I listened to Hank grunt as he felt Alice go tight around him.

“She’s coming,” he said.

“Get it, Alice,” I urged.  “Come on him.”

I lifted off her and her cries filled the room.  She gasped for air and her hand moved to her clit, rubbing it to squeeze every drop of pleasure from the occasion.  Alice knew just how to get what she wanted, and she was starting to give me that same confidence.

Hank pulled out of her to give her some respite as her pussy became impossibly sensitive.  She hissed and cooed, rubbing herself slower as she came out of the other side of her climax.

I gripped Hank’s cock and pulled at it, moving over him slowly and watching the command I had over him.  I could feel Alice’s slickness on him, and I used it to run my smooth hand over him faster.

“You like that?” I asked him.  “You like it when I jerk your cock over her?”

Hank nodded; his eyes closed.

“What do you think, Alice?  You think we should make him come?”

“Yes!” Alice burst instantly, and her hand started to move faster on her clit.  “I want that!”

“I bet you do,” I smirked.  “I bet you want his hot come all over you, don’t you?”

“Yes!” she cried, and I felt the vibrations of her words between my legs.

“All that naughty cum.  You want it, don’t you?”

“Yes, Mrs. Rogers!”

I stared at Hank’s cock and jerked him harder.  It started to swell further, looking like it was about to pop.

“I’m close,” he whispered.

“Hear that, Alice?  Hank’s close.  Where do you want him?”

“Everywhere,” Alice answered.  “Please!”

I moved off her and came to Hank’s side.  With one hand on his cock and the other rubbing his back I started to jerk him faster.

I touched his cock to Alice’s petals, moving her pussy with his length and giving her an extra dose of pleasure to go with her strumming fingers.

Fuck, it was a view alright.  Alice was squirming on the bed, with one hand squeezing her tits and the other working briskly at her clit.  Every so often she’d run her fingers down into herself and pull them out to spread the juices back across herself.

I’d rubbed Hank’s cock against her petals and jerk him hard.  I could tell from his staggered breaths that he was close to popping, and I knew just where to put it.

“I can feel him, Alice,” I said, looking to Hank’s cock with keen interest.  “He’s getting close.  You see all that pre-cum?”

I thumbed at the tip of his dick as Alice lifted her head and stared down her sumptuous body.  I rubbed the little bead of cum into Hank’s cock and then pulled my thumb off to let his spunk web between the two.

“He’s ready,” Alice burst.  She probably knew Hank’s ritual of climax better than I did.

Hank breathed hard and I jerked him harder.  My fist ran over him quickly, to the point where I was battering Alice’s pussy lips with the tip of his cock.

“Oh, fuck, honey,” Hank said, looking down.  “You’re gonna make me come.”

“Do it,” I demanded.

“Mr. Rogers, I want it,” added Alice.  “Please come for us.”

Hank’s head fell back, and a blissful expression arrived on his face.  He looked almost serene, as though he knew for a fact that he was going to give the two of us what we wanted.

“Keep doing that, honey,” he said.  “Don’t stop.  That’s it.”

I wasn’t going to.  My arm was tiring but I drew on my reserves to keep pumping my fist over him and demanding his cumshot.

His balls pulled up to the base of his shaft and his fist clenched.  I felt the cum arrive in him as he turned as stiff as granite.  I could do whatever I wanted now, and Hank would come regardless.  He was past the point of no return.

“Oh, fuck, honey!” he cried.

Alice sat up and looked down, knowing his arrival was imminent.

The three of us looked to the tip of Hank’s cock and then saw it arrive with a flash.  He burst over Alice’s pussy with a quicky spurt and Alice’s quickly rubbed it back against her skin.  She moaned with him as he let off each rope.

“Oh, Tina, that’s it,” he hummed.

I jerked out his offering, then I married him up to Alice’s pussy and pulled him inside her.  The two of them gasped.  Hank’s next rope shot right into her.  I saw his cock flex, but the evidence of his release was buried deep within her.  Alice’s shock was the only giveaway, but her surprised expression soon became another naughty smirk.

“He’s so warm,” she said softly.

She looked down at Hank’s cock as his muscle flexed.  His cock twitched within her and filled her up.  Above it sat the glistening pearlescence of the first few ropes.  I felt compelled to touch them.  I reached forwards and smoothed his cum over her shaven pussy, seeking out her clit and teasing over it.

Alice breathed hard through clenched teeth.  “Oh, Mrs. Rogers, you’ve done it now.”

Hank groaned out the last of what he had to offer.  Gradually he moved backwards until Alice’s pussy squeezed him out.  His cock was shining as though it was made of polished plastic.  I felt drawn to it.  I stooped to him and started to suck, tasting his cum and treating his cock to a bit of sensual aftercare.

“Fuck, Mrs. Rogers,” Alice said, looking down.  It felt good to shock someone as adventurous as Alice, and I wasn’t yet finished surprising her.

I pulled Hank from my mouth and looked at his satisfied stiffness, then I turned to Alice’s pussy.  It drooled with Hank’s seed, but more of him
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