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​“This is what you’ve wanted since the start, isn’t it?” I asked, looking down on her asshole as Gabe’s cock moved it up and down.

I don’t know what compelled me, but I stretched out my tongue and fought to waggle it against Harper’s tight little knot.  I wanted to shock her or maybe show her that I wasn’t past my prime, tasting her salty ring and relishing the giggles of joy that I elicited.

“Mrs. Gonzalez, that’s my asshole,” she sparkled.

Gabe sighed in disbelief.  He pulled his cock out of Harper and leaned back for a better look, but I couldn’t leave him unclaimed when I knew that her juices were draped all over him.

I opened my mouth quickly over the crown, tasting her sweetness and remembering how she’d swallowed Gabe’s cock all the way to the hilt.

Harper looked back over her shoulder and watched me cleanse my husband of her cum.  She bit her lip and caught my devilish eye.

“Back inside her, honey,” I said to Gabe, parting her butt wide with my hands.

Harper bit her bicep as Gabe married his big cock up to her small body again and pushed into it.  I spat down on the knot of muscle and rubbed my saliva against it.  Harper seemed to like that.

“Oh, Mrs. Gonzalez,” she kept whimpering.  “Your husband’s cock feels so good.”

“I bet it does.”

I rubbed Gabe’s abs and chest, sitting up on my knees and matching my lips to his when he turned his head.

We kissed passionately as his hips kept working, moving his big cock through Harper’s body as he traveled to the brink of ecstasy.

“Are you going to come inside her?” I asked, nodding.

Gabe nodded back.

“I want to see that.  I want to see your cum dripping out of that perfect little snatch.”

Harper kept moaning as Gabe fucked her, and soon the moans sounded more impassioned than they had at the start.

I could sense the pleasure mounting inside her, and when I looked at her face again it was strewn in anguish, as though she was fighting for her climax.

“You gonna come for us?” I asked her, putting my cheek on the mat and looking across the canvas at her straining face.  “You gonna come on my husband’s cock, huh?  Go on.  Do it.  Come.”

Harper gasped her breaths, holding them as though she was searching within herself for that last spark that would set off the bomb inside her.  I decided to be that spark.

Without warning I went back to her ass, wetting my finger in spit and sinking it through the tight aperture.  I could feel the band of muscle grip me, flexing and squeezing as though it was as well-toned as the rest of her.

“Mrs. Gonzalez!” she gasped.

I worked through the hole, feeling my husband’s cock moving on the other side of the divide.  I could feel the veins and ridges in his length as he pushed through her, and I could feel the contractions of Harper’s ass on my finger.

“I’m coming!” she strained.
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I first caught wind of Harper Rayne when my husband Gabe returned home late one night and wouldn’t stop talking about her.

He said he’d never seen a female boxer like her, and that the nineteen-year-old had boundless talent, if only he could harness it.

Initially I was skeptical, but night after night Gabe would return and wax lyrical about this knockout bombshell, talking about her in glowing terms that I’d never known him say about anyone.

He spoke of her raw athleticism, dedication and motivation, and worryingly mentioned that he wanted to channel her energy until she’d do anything he asked of her.

Naturally, I was jealous.  I tried to talk to Gabe about the more aesthetic side of Harper, but he was uncharacteristically coy.  At thirty-nine and with my fortieth birthday on the horizon, I’d become increasingly jealous and suspicious of Gabe.  I never imagined he’d cheat on me, but I guess my own confidence was at a low and Gabe’s excitement over Harper made me question his motives.

“Drop by, Maria,” he’d say.  “You’ll see you’ve got absolutely nothing to worry about.”

A few weeks passed until I decided to take him up on the offer.  Gabe was taken back at first but soon became excited by the idea of introducing us.

So, early evening one Thursday, I drove out to his gym and parked up in the sparsely populated lot to see what all the fuss was about. 

The first thing that struck me was that the gym was empty.  I had to ring the bell for what felt like too long before an out-of-breath Gabe finally answered.

“Maria,” he said, breathing hard.  “You made it!”

The sweat was trickling down his naked torso.  Fuck, he looked good.  But having him answer the door half-nude and gasping when I knew that Harper was inside wasn’t exactly filling me with confidence.  I gave him a kiss on the cheek and tasted the salt on my lips.

“Hard at work?” I asked.

“She’s relentless,” smiled Gabe.  “Come take a look.”

I walked through the narrow entrance corridor, moving down a locker-lined hallway until I could hear the whooshing breaths of the pocket rocket.  I moved ahead of Gabe and followed the noise.  That was when I first saw Harper.  There, in the middle of a lit ring, stood Harper, shadow-boxing on her tiptoes and bouncing about the canvas.

“Harper,” shouted Gabe.  “I want you to meet my wife.”

Harper stopped moving, and I could finally get a good look at her.  She had two tightly braided, blonde pigtails trailing behind her, and a glowing, beautiful face.

It wore a sense of menace until she allowed herself to smile.  She pulled her gumshield out and shone her brilliant, perfect teeth at me.  Her golden skin shimmered under the light.

“I’ve heard so much about you,” she beamed, resting her arms on the top rope and leaning over.

As I approached, Harper bounced through the ropes and landed on the floor in front of me.  She put out a boxing glove and I tapped my fist on it.

“Likewise,” I told her, looking her up and down.  She was much thinner than me and a little shorter.

She looked like pure sinew and muscle.  Her abs were constantly on-show, and her smooth, powerful legs made her look like she could be a kickboxer instead.

“So, you’ve come to watch us spar?” asked Harper.

“Whatever you two want to show me.  I hear you’ve been busy.”

“Gabe’s been good to me,” Harper said, smiling at my husband.

Gabe looked down bashfully.  “I know talent when I see it.”

I tried not to let that comment affect me too much.

“Get to it then,” I said, nodding at the ring.  “Land a few blows on my husband for me, will you?”

Harper laughed, bouncing on her toes.  She gave Gabe a gentle jab.

“Come on, old man,” she said, putting her gumshield back in.

Gabe was the same age as me, so the comment wasn’t without its barbs.  I watched how easily she leapt into the ring and then watched as my husband followed her.

I wasn’t quite sure why it was necessary for Gabe to be topless, but that was something we could talk about later.  For now, I just wanted to see how they interacted.

I watched as they sparred playfully, but every now and then Harper would release an explosive volley of blows that my husband struggled to defend.  For a moment there’d be a flash of venom in her eye before a smirk emerged that my husband shared, as though it was their own private joke.

To me, their boxing looked like flirting, and as I watched from the sidelines, my jealousy grew.  I saw all the hope and promise in Harper, and I wanted to ruin it.  I wanted to get my hands on that beautiful body of hers and wreck it, and I wanted my husband to help.

Their chemistry was more than apparent in how they danced around the ring, synching up for some defensive work before Harper unleashed a flurry of punches.

“Yes, Harp,” Gabe boomed, nodding intensely.  “Nice work.”

Yeah, nice work, I thought.  Nice work snatching my husband from me right under my nose, you pretty, little bitch.

Their session went on for a few more minutes until Gabe made a ringing motion with his gloved hands and called time on the round.

He patted Harper on the butt as she turned for the corner of the ring and leant against the ropes.

“She’s good, isn’t she?” Gabe asked me as he came over to lean above me.

I could see his big dick hanging in his shorts.  I looked over at Harper and how her silken shorts fell softly over her curvy ass.  I tried to imagine marrying the two together.

“You two clearly have something here,” I said wryly.

“Don’t we,” agreed Gabe.  “I think she could go all the way.”

“I bet you do.”

I narrowed my eyes over at Harper as she looked back from the turnbuckle.

She took off her gumshield and unfastened her gloves with her teeth.  “Want to jump in with him?”

“I much prefer you punching him,” I smiled.  “Besides, I’m a lover, not a fighter.”

“I’ll get a few blows in for you,” Harper teased.

I couldn’t tell if she was being deliberately sexual or accidentally sexual, but it made Gabe turn red either way.

“She means in the ring,” he clarified.

“What else could I mean?” asked Harper innocently.

“I think he thought you might have meant his cock,” I said plainly.

Gabe swallowed nervously.

“I don’t do married men,” Harper said, as though his wedding ring was her only obstacle.

“I’m sure exceptions could be made.”

I looked up at Harper from outside of the ring, locking eyes and letting her know that I was serious.  She was annoyingly unfazed by it all.  She shrugged and looked at Gabe.

I joined her.  Gabe felt the scrutiny.  I watched the front of his shorts twitch as his cock started to bounce to life.

“I’m just here to train promising young talent,” he said, resting his hands on the top rope.

“You like young talent?” I asked, bouncing my eyebrows.

I desperately wanted Gabe on
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