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“Can I take off your bra?” Jean asked to Klara.

“Honey, you can do whatever you like.  I’m all paid for.”

Jean walked behind Klara and moved her hands slowly to the strap.  She’d never had this kind of access to a woman before.

She pinched at the clasp and Klara took her bra off.  Jean’s hands came under Klara’s arms, and she started to squeeze at her breasts.  She put her chest against Klara’s back and sensually kissed her neck.

“Yum,” Klara said, giggling as Jean’s hot breath tickled her earlobe.

“I can do anything?” asked Jean.

“Anything,” Klara said, looking back at her.

Martin was paying more attention to them than he was his own ass-fucking.  He could see the connection that the two had quickly formed.

“I like the sound of that,” said Jean.

She took off her sweater and downed her jeans until she was just as naked as Klara.  When she was undressed, she put her body against Klara again, feeling the connection of their skin.

“I bet no-one ever pleases you,” Jean said.

Jean pulled at the ass of Klara’s panties, taking them down slowly beneath the belted dildo.  She crouched to her knees and slid the delicate garment down over the smooth, tanned legs.  Klara looked back and giggled.

“What are you doing down there?” she asked.

Jean looked ahead at Klara’s perfect ass.  She moved the cheeks apart to see if Klara’s asshole was just as perfect.

“Oh,” Klara said with a smirk.

Jean looked at the perfect, pink dot and bit her lip, then she pressed her face into the soft cushion of Klara’s butt and pushed out her tongue.

Klara let out a whimper as she pushed the toy deep into Martin’s ass.

“What’s she doing?” he asked with a grunt.

“Seems the both of you have a thing for assholes,” Klara said.  “She’s licking mine.”

Martin swelled further and he started to pull at his cock.  “Get it, Jeany,” he said.

Jean licked and flexed her tongue over the hole, relishing the moans that Klara let out.  Jean had been right, Klara rarely ever got pleasured in these encounters.  She was far too busy making sure her client had a good time.

“This is fucking hot,” Klara said, smiling down on the scene in wonderment.

“First time?” Jean asked.

“First time with a husband and wife,” answered Klara.

Jean found that a strangely proud moment.  That she could give a sex-worker like Klara something new and exciting was a rush.

Jean moved her hand up towards Klara’s sex.  She teased at the inside of her leg and then moved her fingers towards Klara’s pussy, finding her core soaked.

“Yes,” Klara hushed, letting Jean know that she wanted that.

Soon Klara was bucking into Martin while Jean fingered her pussy and tongued at her ass, forming a sinful trio that most of the population would gasp at in disgust.  But Jean was tapping into a side of herself that enjoyed playing second-fiddle to another woman.
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Jean Clay had just quit her job, and she was racing back home to tell her husband Martin.  They’d spoken at length about how Jean’s happiness was paramount, and that the job was a strain on her mental health.

It had become a strain on their relationship too, with Jean’s sex-drive plummeting.  She and Martin didn’t spend the time together that they used to, and Martin had grown frustrated.

It wasn’t just that the sex was no longer there, but it was the type of sex.  Jean just went through the motions with vanilla missionary sex that saw Martin finish inside a condom before rolling off his wife and falling asleep.

Jean figured quitting her job was the first step in fixing everything, unaware about her husband’s feelings regarding their sex-life.  But if Jean didn’t know anything was wrong yet, she was about to find out in the most shocking way possible.

“Marty,” she called as she entered her perfect little home in suburban America.

Her husband worked from an office upstairs and sometimes wore headphones to focus.  Jean figured he couldn’t hear her, so she fixed herself a glass of water and calmed herself before telling him the news.

It was then that she heard the noises above her.  At first it was a squeaking sound and then banging, but before long it was the unmistakable sound of her husband moaning.

Jean smirked.  Perhaps interrupting him masturbating would be the perfect way to kick-start their love-life all over again.

She downed her drink and crept to the stairs, stealthily climbing them before tip-toeing her way across the landing.

Just as she was about to open the door, she heard another voice.  A female voice.  Jean froze.

“You like it like that?” the woman asked.  “You like when I fuck your tight ass?”

Jean didn’t know what to do.  She was torn between fleeing and confronting the duo, still not quite having put the pieces together.

“Yes!” cried Martin.  “Yes!  Fuck my ass!”

Jean pushed the door and looked inside.  Facing away from her was the back of what appeared to be a younger blonde woman, dressed in a purple bra and panties.  Her tanned ass moved back and forth.

Jean could make out Martin’s face, contorted in pained pleasure as he winced up at the ceiling.  His legs were back at his side and the faceless blonde’s hands were pushing down on his hamstrings.

Their voices became clearer to Jean now as she stood catatonic in the doorway, trying to take in everything that she was witnessing.

“Look at that,” hushed the woman.  “Look how your ass grips it.”

Jean found herself peering around to see.  It was already too late to be mad.  The moment of spontaneity had left her and now she felt a kind of morbid curiosity, thinking perhaps that this could be a teachable moment.

It was Martin who spotted her first.  He’d lifted his head to look his new lover in the eye and saw Jean right behind her.

“Christ!” he cried, pushing the blonde back with his feet.  “Jean!”

The strap-on popped out from his oiled-up ass and he sat forward on the bed, his thick, hard cock jutting up and pointing away from his abs.

“Marty,” Jean said, with tight lips and a vacant expression.

Martin’s lover was standing at the foot of the bed, looking at Jean as though she was staring at a bear that she’d stumbled upon in the wilderness, with no idea of its intentions.

“Hi,” the lady said, the thick, black dildo pointing forward from her waist.  “I’m Klara.”

“Nice to meet you, Klara,” Jean said, but her eyes stayed fixed on her husband.  “Is this how you’ve been spending your workdays?”

“Jean, honey, I can explain.”

“No, you can’t,” Jean said.

“I—I should go,” Karla said, and she turned back and started to collect her clothes.

“Stay right there,” Jean said calmly.

Klara stood with her clothes in front of her, holding them against her stomach while the glistening black dildo hung below.

“You like this?” Jean asked, pointing at the toy.

Martin shrugged.  “It’s okay.  Listen, Jean, we need to talk.”

“No, we don’t,” Jean said.  “I think I get it.”

“I love you Jeany ...”

“I love you too.”

Klara stood there, looking between the pair.  She was waiting for Jean to pop and start throwing things, but that didn’t materialize.

“How long have you two ...” Jean said, pointing between the duo.

“Oh, not long,” Klara said, smiling as though this was all conversational.  “It only started last week.”

“Know her from work?” Jean asked.

Martin shook his head.  “I ... I pay for her.”

Jean’s brows twitched.  “You pay for that?”

Martin nodded shamefully.  “There’s nothing meaningful about it.  It’s just ... I need it, Jean.”

“Hmm,” Jean said, looking to Klara.  “Do you enjoy it?”

“It’s kind of fun,” she smiled.  “Most folks don’t let me do this.”

“What, you just fuck his ass and then leave?”

“Not until he comes,” Klara said, looking down on Martin with a smile.  “He was close, I think.”

By now Martin’s cock had started to flag.  There was something distinctly unarousing about his relationship with Jean coming to an end.

“Show me,” Jean said, and she sat on a chair close to the bed.

“Huh?” said Martin.

“I think she wants me to fuck your ass,” Klara said.

Jean nodded.  “She’s got it.  Show me.”

Jean crossed her legs and waited.

“Now?” asked Martin.

“Yes, now.  Put your legs back where they were and let her fuck your ass.”

Martin reclined slowly.  If this was how he saved his marriage, then so be it.  His soft cock fell back against his stomach as Klara squared up to him again.

She took some of the lube and worked it over the dildo.  Jean watched with keen interest, seeing Klara’s perfectly manicured hands work over the black cock.  She noted the veins along their length and wondered how they’d feel sliding through her husband.

“Take it,” hushed Jean, watching closely at her husband’s puckered, red ass.

Klara pushed against the knot of muscle, and it spread over the toy.  Martin groaned as he felt it enter him, and the blood began to rush back to his cock.

Jean breathed, trying to calm herself.  She could feel her own excitement bubbling, along with a twisting jealousy.

“Good,” she said.

Martin made eye-contact with her, seeing the unmistakable arousal in his wife’s eyes.  He put his head back on the pillow and focused on how good it felt to be defiled like that in front of her.

It didn’t take long for Jean to get to her feet.  She walked to Klara and stood just behind her, looking down over her shoulder at the sight before her.

Martin’s cock looked beautiful.  It was all veined and hard, resting back against his toned stomach.  It hadn’t been stimulated at all, yet it throbbed like he was going to bolt any second.

“Look at that,” Jean whispered, and she put a hand on Klara’s waist as though they were just two friends enjoying a performance.

Klara looked at Jean and smiled, continuing to pump from her hips and send the toy sliding through Martin’s asshole.

“He does
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