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“You don’t deserve this beautiful cock, you fat pig.  You’d probably try to eat it.”

Ethan groaned.

“Don’t come yet,” Paige said.  “I want to get it out of you, but not yet.”

She bounced a few times and then pulled up completely off Ethan.

“I do have a job for you actually, piggy,” Paige said.

She walked across to me and gripped my hair.  The buzzer sounded again, but the three of us were ignoring it now.  Circuit training was over.

“Here,” she said.  “Clean my pussy juices off his cock.  There’s a good slut.”

I opened my mouth and was about to suck, but Paige yanked at my hair again.

“Oooh,” I stumbled, looking up warily.

“Don’t fucking eat it.  Clean it, I said.  Lick me off him.”

I was tender and gentle now, teasing my tongue out and sliding it up slowly so that Paige could see the pooling of her juices before they settled in my mouth.

“Now swallow me down,” she said, relishing the act.

I kept it up until Paige’s pussy juice was replaced with my saliva.  Ethan lay back and enjoyed the whole thing wordlessly.  His eyes were on Paige the whole time, running over her butt and up over her curvy back and full, round tits.

“You want to see these?” she asked, noticing him staring.

Ethan nodded.

“Anything for my favorite,” Paige said, and she unfastened herself at the back.

Her training top burst open.  Of course, she had a huge pair of tits.  Her training bra had kept them pressed against her, but now they were free and full and just as impressive as the rest of her.

“You don’t get to see tits this good when Shelley takes her top off, do you Ethan?”

He shook his head and Paige looked at me for my reaction.  It stung, and I think my face showed it.  I grimaced as I continued to lick Ethan’s cock, waiting my next instruction.

“Off him now,” Paige said.

I continued to lick, trying one last act of defiance.  Paige put me in my place quickly, flashing the resistance band across my ass again and striking that same spot as before.

More pee flooded into my panties and my humiliation rose.  I’d barely worked up a sweat, but the fabric at my crotch was a deeper shade now.

“Every time I hit this fat bitch she pees,” Paige laughed.  “Maybe that’s it.  Maybe you’re just full of pee.”

I moved back and watched as Paige dropped again onto my husband, only this time her beautiful tits shook freely.  They bounced together gently as she started to bob.

Ethan was inside her again, and he was rubbing her butt and back as she faced away from him.  Paige took her hair out from its ponytail and shook it behind her.  She was like a swimsuit centerfold.

“Oh, Paige, you’re beautiful,” Ethan cooed, working his hips.
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Hubby’s New Black Beauty
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My husband had been seeing Justice for a couple of weeks now.  He’d met her via work, and the two of them had struck up quite the relationship.

He’d told me everything about her.  She was in her early twenties, and she was looking to get a leg-up in the industry in whatever way she could.  My husband had explained his situation—that he was married—but Justice had barely even blinked.  She said she wasn’t looking for anything too serious, and to Clark, that was perfect.

Clark had told her too that he couldn’t influence her career trajectory as much as Justice might have liked, but she didn’t seem to mind that either.  Through talking with Clark, we determined that Justice was merely sweet on him, and being in her early twenties she could remain emotionally detached from anything.

Clark showed me pictures, of course.  We’d both sat on the couch, and I’d snuggled up close to him while he scrolled through the profile-pictures of his new, black beauty.  Her skin was incredible, and her teeth were a brilliant, dazzling white.  She looked so fun and bubbly.  I could see instantly why Clark had taken a shine to her.

Our sex-life had started to suffer a couple of years back, and this had been a hail-Mary of options.  I’d told Clark he could be with other women if he wanted to, as long as things didn’t get too serious, but that I wanted to vet them to make sure they were a good fit.

I’d found the process more interesting than I thought I would, to the point that the idea of Clark with another woman became a turn-on.  I started by asking him what he’d got up to with the various women he bedded, and each time I’d ask for more and more detail until Clark was basically painting a vivid picture of how he fucked other women.

That was the hottest of all for me, just picturing him in the throes of passion with a woman whose beauty I could no longer match.  It got to the point where descriptions weren’t enough, and soon I was wanting to witness the sordid act.

Clark had made sure it was what I’d wanted.  I’d insisted.  The more I thought about playing voyeur like that the more excited I became.  I’d played with myself at the very idea, and then told Clark all about it.

When Justice came along, Clark was quick to let me know.  I told him that I thought she might be the one to help me explore my fantasies even further.  Clark didn’t need much convincing, but then what guy would if his partner gave him permission to sleep with other women?

He’d asked her round for dinner and explained the situation as best he could.  I think you could describe it a million times and it wouldn’t prepare someone for it.  Justice had tried to take it all in her stride.

It was the night of their meal, and my husband was still getting ready when the doorbell rang.  I took the pan off the stove and hurried to the door.  I couldn’t keep myself from smiling.

“Justice?” I asked, looking at the leggy, young black woman who stood on the doorstep wearing a short, pink dress.

“That’s me,” she said, presenting herself.  “You must be Gemma?”

“Yes!” I beamed.  It took me by surprise to think that she and Clark had been talking about me.  “Please, come in.”

Justice entered and started to look around the hall at the pictures of my husband and I that were on display.

“You guys go back, huh?” she asked.

“Ten years,” I smiled proudly, looking at the wedding photo.

“You do this often?”

“First time,” I smiled.

Justice pulled her lips into her mouth.  “I’m the first?”

I nodded.  “Excited?”

“Clark’s certainly piqued my interests,” Justice said.  “Where is he?”

“He’s just getting ready.”

“I’ll be two minutes, honey,” he shouted down.  I think he was talking to Justice.

“Come on through,” I told her, beckoning her into the lounge.

Her high heels clicked along the wooden floor.  I felt decidedly under-dressed as I watched the elegant Justice tuck her skirt beneath her and take a seat on our white, leather couch.  Even I had to stop myself from peering at her smooth, black thighs.

“So, this was your idea or ...?” Justice started.

“Both of ours really,” I said.  “Should be fun, shouldn’t it?”

Justice smiled, looking slightly awkward.

“Don’t worry,” I told her, trying to put her at ease.  “Treat me dirty, it’s how I like it.”

She raised her eyebrows and clasped her bare knees.  “Wow.”

I started to laugh.  “It’s surreal, I know.”

“No, I get it,” she said.  “It’s just a lot for me, you know?”

“Of course.”

“I’ve never done anything like this before.”

“Then we can help each other,” I said.  “Honestly, just enjoy yourself.  If you enjoy yourself, I guarantee I will.”

“You like to watch?”

“Oh yes, if Clark lets me.”

“Lets you?”

I heard Clark coming down the stairs.  “Sorry, I’ve gotta go check on the dinner.”

I left Justice with my husband.  As I resumed cooking, I heard her and Clark talking in the other room.  Her laughter was infectious.  It came through loud and bubbly, rising over the noise from the extractor fan.  The two of them clearly liked each other.

“If you’d like to head through to the dining-room,” I said, interrupting Clark who seemed to be in the middle of a very funny story.

The two of them got to their feet and walked through to the table I’d laid.  Justice put a hand on her chest.

“Clark, you shouldn’t have,” she said.  I didn’t mind him taking the plaudits.

“Only the best for an absolute doll,” Clark said, pulling out her chair.  I don’t remember him ever being such a gentleman to me.

“Dinner will be served shortly,” I said.  Neither of them replied.  Justice was busy looking at Clark as he poured her glass of the champagne that I’d set on ice.

I retired to the kitchen to prepare the first course, feeling that first delicious bite of humiliation.  It struck me like a drug, and I began to imagine how the two of them might share each other later.

For the rest of the meal Clark kept Justice entertained, regaling her with stories from their industry and the late-night romps he’d enjoyed at college.

I could barely keep my eyes off him every time I returned to the room to deliver another course or remove their dirty dishes.  He was dressed immaculately in a simple, open white shirt and blue suit-pants.  He smelled incredible.  I think it must have been something Justice bought him, because I didn’t recognize it.

The two of them managed to ignore me all the way to dessert, after which Clark finally sang my praises briefly.

“She doesn’t do bad, does she?” he offered.

Justice finally gave me a smile.  “We should treat her,” she said.

“You think she deserves it?” asked Clark.

I stood there, knowing better than to speak.

“I think she’s earned at least a peek,” Justice teased.

“Oooh,” Clark said, sitting forward.  “A peek at what?”

“Take me upstairs and I’ll show you.”

Clark didn’t need a second’s thought.  He got up quickly from his seat and threw down his napkin in dramatic fashion.  Justice let out that booming, brilliant laugh of hers.

Clark put out a hand and Justice took it.  He guided her from the room and out towards the stairs.  Then he looked back at me.

“Get started on the dishes and then come up and see us,” he said.

My eyes dazzled as I watched him leave with her.  I rushed to the kitchen and started to rinse down the crockery, ready for the dishwasher.

I tried to keep quiet, listening out for them above me.  I could hear the floorboards moving and every now and then Justice would laugh.

When I was sure the kitchen looked suitable, I took off my apron and walked to the stairs.  I put my hand on the rail and paused.  This was it.  This was the beginning of my awakening.

There was little chatter to be heard as I arrived on the landing.  As I walked softly along the carpeted corridor, I could overhear the sound of heavy petting.  Outside I closed my eyes and took a deep breath.

Carefully I opened the door, keen not to interrupt.  It was then that I realized the noises from the hall hadn’t been kissing at all.

Justice let out a moan and glanced down the bed as I entered.  My husband was on his knees at the foot of the mattress, with his face planted firmly between those smooth ebony thighs of hers.  She still wore her dress, but it had been pushed up.

“Take a seat and watch,” Justice said.

My husband didn’t even leave his meal.  He just sat on his knees and kept his mouth locked over Justice’s smooth sex.  She’d sculpted the black hair above it into a tiny, inviting triangle that now played as a moustache on Clark’s top lip.  His eyes were closed as he enjoyed the taste of her.

I sat carefully in the chair beside the bed, watching the action.  My stomach was twisting with jealous excitement, but the sheer joy on both of their faces was a delight to see.  My husband hadn’t treated me to that in years.

Justice started to writhe as Clark continued to feast, slicking up her petals until her pussy was puffy with arousal.  I leaned forward and watched her brow furrow with anguished pleasure.

“Clark,” she hushed, and he wrapped his arms under her thighs and pulled her onto him.

Justice pulled down the front of her dress, revealing her tits beneath.  With a perky set like hers, a bra felt like an insult.  They looked so fucking perfect, and I think she knew it.  She started to squeeze and pinch them as I watched her enjoy my husband.

Clark still hadn’t even looked my way, but his focus was starting to pay dividends.  Justice was moaning and groaning, her chest heaving with deep breaths that fueled her mounting desire.

“Oh, Clark, you’re gonna make me come,” she whined.

In my head I was screaming ‘Yes!’ but in that room I stayed quiet.  I tried to keep myself a ghost, not wanting to disturb, but Justice was about to change all of that.

“Come suck my tits, Gemma,” Justice gasped.

I was shocked at first, but Justice waved me closer with urgency, flashing those perfect, long nails at me.

I arrived beside her, and she put her hand to the back of my head, pulling me in.  I opened my mouth right over her perky, brown nipples and set my tongue to work.

Her immediate moan made me think I was doing something right, but the bulk of the groundwork had been laid by Clark.

He groaned against Justice’s pussy, delivering a volley of vibrations that Justice felt all-too-well.  She lifted her head off the pillow and strained at the ceiling.

“Fuck!” came her cry, filling the room, and then, “You’re making me come!”

Clark doubled his efforts and then Justice let out a series of whimpers as the contractions squeezed at her groin.

I continued to bite and suck on her, keeping her nipple stiff and adding a cherry to the top of her indulgent climax.

Clark’s eyes opened and caught mine.  He pulled back and wiped at his maw with a smile.  Justice was looking dreamily at him through nearly closed eyes.

“Take out his cock,” she ordered.

Clark came up onto the bed and knelt on the mattress.  He bounced there briefly as the bed caught his weight, then he looked down at the bulge in his pants.

“That’s for you,” he said, making a point to look at Justice.

She bit her lip.

“Pull it out,” she insisted again, and this time she pushed me in his direction.

I moved forward carefully, playing servant to their escapades.  I unfasted Clark’s suit-pants, knowing that the prize inside would not be for me.

“Hurry,” she snapped.

I moved quicker, unzipping him and yanking his pants open wide.  I pulled them down as best I could and then tackled his underwear.

Clark thankfully helped and soon I was pulling that thick, delicious cock of his out over the top of his pants.  It was the first time I’d touched it in so long.

“Jerk it for me,” Justice said.  “Keep him ready.”

I did as instructed, passing my hand over Clark’s cock and feeling his arousal.  He was so hard for her, and I felt him twitch bigger as Justice started to slide those tiny panties of hers down her legs.

I looked at her soaked pussy.  Even to me, it looked delicious.  The contrast of her dark skin and the bright pink of her vulva was amazing to stare at.  She was creamed up from my husband’s efforts too, and her pussy looked so tight and inviting.

“Take off his shirt,” Justice said.

I moved off his cock and started to slide open the buttons, revealing his muscled chest that I was beginning to think I didn’t deserve.

Justice knew what she deserved though, and right then and there it was my husband’s thick cock, sliding through her core.  Fuck, I could see it in her eyes.

“That’s it,” she said, and she started to play with her pussy as I took back his shirt.

I sat between them both, feeling the energy pass through me as they stared at each other.  She was looking between his face and his hard cock, while my husband was meeting Justice’s chocolate gaze and then staring right at her tight, beautiful pussy.

“Suck his cock,” Justice said.

That startled me.  I hadn’t expected to be involved, but it turns out Justice was more generous than I thought.

“Put him in your mouth, you dirty bitch.  Get him ready for a pussy that he deserves.”

God, that felt delicious.  I pounced immediately, putting my husband in my mouth and slicking up his length with my saliva.

I twisted my fist up him and tried to give him a blowjob that might sway his affections in my direction, but it was hopeless.  He was never going to prefer me to the splayed-out beauty in front of him.

“Good,” said Justice.  “Now come and taste my pussy.”

I dragged my lips off Clark’s cock and left him glistening.  I turned to Justice and noticed how wet she was already.

“Here,” she said, tapping her pussy with her manicured finger.

I’d never licked a pussy before, but then there were a whole bunch of things I’d be doing today that I’d never done before.  Besides, I was under orders, and Justice wasn’t about to wait.

“Face.  Here.  Now.”

My husband laughed, which gave the moment and added pang of humiliation.

I moved forwards steadily, curling my hair behind my ear.  I could smell the sweet musk of Justice’s pussy as I approached.

She helped me to bridge those last few inches by grabbing my head and pushing it against her mound.

I opened my mouth and flexed my tongue against her folds, tasting the cream that my husband had helped coax to the fore.

“Yes!” she groaned, immediately enjoying my efforts.

My husband spanked my ass through my jeans, and I felt the sting of it.  After only a few moments Justice pushed me away.

“Put him inside me,” she said.

Clark fell over her and his hard cock pointed down towards its target.  Justice kept her legs open wide, inviting Clark in.  The tip of his cock touched her.  I grabbed the hilt and started to smudge him against her skin before eventually guiding him to her wet, open core.

They both moaned as they felt the connection.  My heart was racing too.  My husband’s cock pressed into Justice’s beautiful folds and then he started to sink into her.

“Yes!” she hissed.

Her hands were immediately around Clark, and I watched as she pulled him in closer to her.  His big cock sank into her, burying itself deep in the warm, tight embrace.  I felt like I could never give Clark that again, but to witness him experience it one more time felt like a blessing.

“How is she?” I asked.

Justice clicked her fingers and put her finger to her lips.  “No,” she said.

I moved from the bed and took my place in the chair.  I’d gone too far.

Clark pressed himself all the way deep, and their bodies became one.  Gradually my husband started to increase his pace, moving his thickness through her and slicking up his cock with her cum.

“That’s so fucking big,” she said over and over, and my husband was keen to remind her and I of how tight Justice’s pussy was.

“Fuck, what a grip!” he chuckled.

“Better than your wife?” asked Justice, knowing the answer.

“Definitely,” said Clark, and it was suddenly as though I wasn’t sitting right beside them.

He started to bear down on her, folding back her legs and giving her the full length of himself.  From where I was sat, I could see his thickness bridge the divide between them.  He pulled himself all the way back and I saw how wet and creamy she’d made his cock, then he plunged himself all the way deep so quickly that his pubic bone struck Justice’s clit.  She seemed to like that.

“There!” she urged.  “Like that!”

It was so refreshing to see a woman demand what she wanted like that.  It was a sexual confidence that I could never hope to replicate, but it worked wonders on Clark.

He followed her instructions perfectly, hitting her clit in fantastic fashion, a millisecond after he’d given her pussy the rush of his burgeoning thickness.

Justice closed her eyes and strained.  It was clear that she was searching for an orgasm, and in that moment Clark did what every guy worth his salt does: absolutely nothing different.

He kept that same powerful, deliberate rhythm, fucking Justice with a pace slow enough to allow her to feel it.  She started to depend on him.

I sat awestruck by the bed, wondering what it might be like to be fucked like that.  My pussy was dampening, but I daren’t touch it.  I felt as though I didn’t deserve to.  I’d earned nothing.

Again and again, Clark bore down on her until eventually his prowess was too much to ignore.  Justice groaned and I watched Clark’s pace falter as he pressed along her tightening core.

“Good girl,” he told her, stroking her face.

He dropped his lips onto hers and they kissed, right as she was coming.  I could see how much it meant to her.  She kissed him like a lover, dining out on her second climax.  Clark was doing everything right.

She came slowly out of the other side and Clark lay on her, moving gently and kissing at her neck and face.  She was glowing with eroticism.

“I’ve not been fucked like this in so long,” she said, and I thought briefly that she and I might have something in common, but I’d not been fucked any way for a long time.

My husband pushed his suit pants off his ankles, and I moved quickly to help him remove his socks.  I didn’t want him pulling out of Justice.

As I moved to the foot of the bed, I looked up between his legs to see the sinful contact between the both of them as ebony met ivory.

When he was free of his socks Clark pushed Justice’s legs back and started to fuck her with long strokes all over again.

I looked under, noting her tidy dot-of-an-asshole and the white cream that had ran down towards it.  Her pussy squeezed close to Clark’s cock, and he started to moan in that unmistakable way of his.  He was getting there.

“I want you to watch from there,” said Justice.  “I want you to watch him fill me.”

“Oh, Justice,” moaned Clark.

I stood at the foot of the bed and stared as Justice gave Clark something I never could again.  Her tight wetness sent Clark off to dreamland and soon his groans were being given an added flavor.

“That’s it,” encouraged Justice.  “That’s it.  Come inside me.  Come inside me and this bitch can lick it out.”

Fuck.  I didn’t know that was one of my duties, but I wasn’t about to deny an order.

I swallowed as I came to terms with the notion, but there was something bigger than that happening before me.  My husband was about to give his seed to another woman, and there was nothing I could do about it.

I stood helpless, somewhere between arousal, shame and embarrassment.  I could feel the wetness of my pussy soaking into my panties, but I felt as though I didn’t deserve to touch myself.

Instead, I focused on the moment—their moment.  I watched my husband’s big cock flare up and stiffen further, then I heard the unmistakable groan.

He stopped fucking her, but his cock didn’t stop moving.  It pulsed now, throbbing from the base with my husband’s groans conducting his release.

“Yes!  Oh!  Oh, fuck!” he strained over and over, and I knew that each comment was a fresh volley of hot spunk, deep into Justice’s pussy.

She encouraged him all the way, stroking and tickling his back with whispers of approval in his ear.

“All of it, that’s it,” she said.  “Every fucking drop.  Then this bitch can lick it out.”

I could see Clark’s seed start to bleed out of Justice now.  It flooded from the union as Clark pushed deeper, displacing his cum before it had chance to settle deep.

When he’d filled her completely, he moved aside.  He walked up the bed and Justice dutifully sucked the cum from his cock as Clark looked down at me.

“Eat it,” he said, and he nodded to Justice’s leaking folds.

I crawled back into my spot, looking at my husband’s pearly love dribble out from Justice’s tightness.  Without thinking too much I mouthed right over it, enveloping her O.  I felt the silky seed fall into my mouth, and I goaded more of it free with a pointed tongue that scooped inside.

Justice hummed contently, twisting her fist off Clark’s cock before popping him from her mouth completely.

“That’s it, you naughty bitch,” she said, looking down.

Our eyes met but I closed mine quickly.  I couldn’t bare for her to stare into my soul as I committed that act.

I tongued out my husband’s love and swallowed it down with aplomb, tasting the sinful cocktail of his adultery.  I felt so used and abused, but I felt something deeper and harder to articulate.  I felt a love for him blossom that had started to fade.  I felt like I was a part of him again and he was a part of me.

“Good girl,” said Clark now, and he stroked my hair.

That simple, two-word sentence meant
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