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“Let her show you how it’s done.”

Angela walked over and put her face close to mine.  She kissed me and gripped my pussy as she did so, curling her fingers inside me.  She shook them and then smacked her lips off mine, bringing her fingers to my face soon after.  They pushed into my mouth and I sucked my juices off them.

“That’s it,” Angela said.  “Now I want you to undress me for your husband.”

She walked in front of Craig and waited for me to follow.  I stood close behind her, hiding behind her back as Craig watched her close.

My hands unclasped her bra and it popped open.  I slid it down her arms and watched Craig beat his cock faster as he watched.

“Oh, yes,” he groaned.  “They’re amazing.”

Angela pushed them together for him and bounced them on her chest as I unclipped her garter.  I let the fastenings hang down and moved straight to her panties.  I pulled them down and knelt to the floor, dragging them over her tights and then off her small feet.

“Unwrap this present for your husband,” Angela said, looking down on me.

She stepped out of her panties and I hugged her legs, resting my face on that toned ass of hers and wishing I could go back in time to when I had an ass just like it.

She turned to face me now and opened her legs, walking her pussy forwards onto me as my head fell back.  Her pussy smothered my face and I mouthed over it messily, eager to please the woman of my husband’s affections.

“Get it nice and wet for his cock,” she said, pulling her lips wide as my tongue slithered along her sensitive flesh.

I kissed her passionately, stabbing my tongue up into her moist core and tasting those fresh, young juices of hers in my mouth.  My hands gripped her ass and she held the back of my head, holding me onto her as Craig watched on.

He beat his cock and sucked a breath over his clenched teeth, relishing the sight before him.  Angela started to grind herself back and forth along my face, working at the hip until her whole pussy was a mess of her wetness and my saliva.

“Stay there,” she ordered, taking herself off me and turning to Craig.  She bent over at the hip and took his cock from him, driving it to the top of her throat before looking back at me.  “Get in there and eat my ass.”

I stared forwards at the tight, puckered knot that winked in front of me.  Even Angela’s asshole looked pretty.  I crawled on all-fours until my face had nestled between her cheeks.

“That’s it,” she said, looking back again, then she put a hand at the back of my head and pulled me onto her.

I kissed at her ass and then teased my tongue out, washing it around her ass as she satisfied Craig.

It went on for a minute or two.  Ahead of me I could hear her sloshing his dick in her mouth and every so often she’d take it from her mouth and shout something back at me.

“Clean my ass,” she said.  “Get it nice and ready.”

I wasn’t too sure what she had in store to begin with.  She turned and sat back on Craig now, reverse cow-girl style.  I watched from the floor as my husband’s big dick flailed across her pussy, desperate to be inside it.
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“I don’t care, Daniel, I just want it done.  Okay?”

I could practically hear him swallow on the other end of the phone.

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said with a croak.

I slammed the phone down and took a deep breath, pacing my office with my hands on my hips.  The business world definitely brought an animal out of me.  I think the intense pace and seriousness of it all was why I needed something just as intense to bring me back down to earth in my spare time.

My husband Craig was also one of the higher-ups at big city business and on the weekends we liked to unwind in a very unique way indeed.

It was Craig that first introduced me to it, inadvertently of course.  I caught a glimpse of his internet history and happened upon one of the porn websites he seemed to enjoy.  In it there was a category called ‘cuckold’ and the whole thing got me curious as hell.

I’d watch these guys being depraved and humiliated by their lovers and I’ve got to admit I almost became jealous of them.  I couldn’t describe my yearning, but I wanted to be used in the exact same way.  I wanted Craig to get everything he deserved whilst I watched on, ogling the pair of them and waiting on their every whim.

I wanted him to have the young woman that I couldn’t be.  I wanted him to enjoy himself and I wanted to be humiliated and degraded like never before.  It was something that never happened in my working life, which made the need for it in my private life even stronger.

Just then there was a knock at the thick wooden door of my office.

“Come in,” I shouted, pursing my lips.

The door opened and in stepped my younger assistant Angela.  She always had this confident way about her and honestly I liked the way she moved.  There was just something about her.  I think the fact I didn’t seem to intimidate her gave her an edge over everyone else.

“Just some things for you to approve, Mrs. Masters,” Angela said, clicking across the room in her high heels and setting the papers on my desk.

“Thank you, Angela,” I said, looking her up and down as a sinful thought breached my craw.

She turned to walk away and I watched that tight, toned ass of hers bounce beneath her cream pencil skirt.  She was half my age and almost twice as beautiful.

“One second, Angela,” I said, walking over to my desk and putting both hands down on it.

The top of my shirt opened and I gave her a view down into my plunging cleavage.  Her gaze was unwavering as it locked on my eyes.

“Yes?” she said, her blonde locks bobbing around her beautiful, smooth face.

“What are you doing this weekend?”

“Oh—I,”

“This Saturday night.”

“Uhm ... I—I think—”

“How about dinner with me and my husband?  Our place.  Eight o’clock.”

“That’s awfully—”

“I’ll see you then.”

Angela stared back and I held her gaze, almost daring her to object.

A smile broke on her face.  “See you then.”

She walked from the room and I called my husband straight away to give him the news.

“This Saturday,” I said.  “What are you doing?”

“What do you want me doing?” he said down the phone.

“I want you to eat dinner with me and one of my employees.”

“Oh you do, do you?” he said with a smile in his voice.

“I do,” I said, biting my lip.  “And afterwards I want you to fuck her.  In front of me.”

There was a brief pause.  “I think I’m good for Saturday.”

“Good,” I said.  “She’s twenty years old, hot, and I’m fairly certain she’ll do anything for a promotion.”

“Sounds good,” Craig said.

“See you tonight.”

I put down the receiver and stared into the middle distance, imagining how I hoped the evening would play out.  Angela seemed malleable enough and I knew full-well that Craig had a kind of strangely hypnotic allure from women half his age.  They seemed inexorably drawn to him, though I’m guessing the good looks, toned body and boundless riches kind of helped.

We fucked later that night.  Craig came home with a raging erection.  Clearly he’d been thinking about it the whole way home.

“Come here,” he ordered, walking into the kitchen and setting down his briefcase.

He approached from behind and put his crotch against my ass.  I felt the stiffness beneath him in an instant.  His lips kissed my neck and he lifted my skirt, pushing my panties down soon after.

My back arched into him and my pussy slid over the tip of his cock, burying him deep inside me.  He let out a deep breath and went for it, holding me close and fucking me against the countertop.  It was all over in a matter of minutes.

“Feel better?” I asked, looking back at him with a wry smile.

“Much better,” he said, turning me and kissing my lips.  His cum smeared across my dress as his cock rubbed against it.

I toyed with his dick absent mindedly as I spoke.  “I want you to last longer than that for her tomorrow.”

He smiled, looking down his nose at me as his forehead pressed against mine.

“You think it’ll be that easy?” he asked, breathing heavily.

“I know it will,” I confessed.  “She’ll be putty in your hands.”

I dropped to my knees and took his spent cock in my mouth, sucking sensually over him and relishing his moans as he threw his head back.  I thought of tomorrow and the things I hoped they’d do.

It came by quicker than I thought.  Saturday was always pretty busy for the both of us so we’d scarcely had time to sit down when the buzzer rang.  My husband walked over the apartment door.

“Who is it?” he said into the intercom, knowing full well.

“It’s Angela,” came the cutesy reply.  “Mrs. Masters invited me over.”

“Mrs. Masters did, did she?” he laughed, looking back at me.  I sat on the sofa in a black, short dress, sipping a chardonnay.

“Come on up,” he said.  “The doors open.”

He left the door ajar and walked over to join me on the couch.  Our apartment sat at the top of an entire block and didn’t come cheap.  It was open-plan with all straight edges and minimal design.  It was a testament to how far the both of us had come.

We watched as the door was pushed tentatively open.  Angela stepped gingerly in, peering around the door and spotting us on the sofa.

“Hey,” she waved with a smile, tip-toeing in and closing the door with her butt.  In her hands was a bottle of wine.

“You shouldn’t have,” I said, standing up and leaving Craig on the sofa.

I walked over and kissed her cheek warmly.  I wanted her to know immediately that I was a different person outside of the office.

She handed them over and I took a look at the bottle.  “I love this one,” I said.  “My husband and I are fiends for a bottle of white.  This is Craig, by the way.”

“Angela,” she said, stepping forwards.

Craig got to his feet, standing
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