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It felt like sparks of electricity traveling through Jared’s body. Tonight was the night. They had planned this for a while, put things in motion to get there. Jared had been married to Aisha for just under three years and there were a lot of different things they had tried together. They’d even had a few threesomes here and there, but this wasn’t that at all. No, this didn’t include Jared. That was what made it thrilling.




“You look amazing,” he told Aisha. The dress she was wearing hugged her form in all the right places, showing off beautiful lines and accentuating her curvaceous breasts. She turned to smile at him, making Jared’s breath catch.




“Are you excited?” Aisha asked. Jared doubted she didn’t already know. He’d been excited about this for weeks.




It had taken them a while to find Olive. She was, as her profile described, a professional dominatrix and a tease. Both of these fulfilled the criteria that Jared and Aisha had set out. The agreement was that Olive would do whatever she wanted to Aisha and Jared would let her. All Jared wanted was to watch.




“I am,” he answered. “Fuck, I am so excited.” His cock had been half-hard for most of the day. “Are you?” he asked. Jared didn’t think Aisha wanted to back out. Of course, if she did, that’d be fine. Luckily for him, his wife shook her head.




“Oh, I am excited. I’ve been horny all day. I had to change my panties from how wet they were,” she laughed. “And I had to get off in the toilets at work.” That last part was said with a smirk. Jared’s cock hardened even more.




He wanted to pull Aisha in close, rub that hardening cock against her thigh, but the doorbell rang. “That’ll be her,” Jared commented. He did still press a quick kiss against Aisha’s lips before heading over to let Olive in.




“Hi.” He smiled at her. She was stunning. Even more so than her profile pictures had been. Beautiful, blond hair and perfectly-done makeup. She was wearing tight, black clothes that made her body look amazing. “Please, come in.”




He took her coat and they exchanged pleasantries in a way that seemed almost ridiculous since Oliver was there to fuck Jared’s wife. He led her through to the living room where Aisha was. She didn’t look nervous, instead just giving Olive an appreciative look, the same way Jared had.




“Pleasure to meet you,” Aisha greeted.




Olive smirked, her gaze traveling over Aisha’s body. Her tongue darted out, wetting her already-glossy pink lips. “It will be,” she promised. Her voice was smoky, but still feminine. It sent pulses of heat across Jared’s skin. He wanted to hear her give orders, wanted to hear her moans mixing with Aisha’s.




She spared a brief glance at Jared, then around the living room. “Sit down, Jared,” she instructed. It was said politely. Jared felt a thrill at the way she’d come in and totally taken control of the situation.




Lifting her hand, she crooked one finger to beckon Aisha closer.




As Jared took a seat, he watched Aisha move towards Olive. It was mesmerizing to watch, the way her hips swayed as she walked. There was no hesitation. Jared knew that Aisha wanted to do just as Olive instructed. Even when it was just them, Aisha enjoyed having control taken away from her. To have a stranger take control... Jared licked his lips as he watched Aisha and Olive together.




“What would you like me to do?” Aisha asked, her tongue, too, darting out to wet her lips. “Would you like a drink before we start? We have some lovely wine. Or... not.” Jared could tell that she was eager to do whatever Olive asked.




This time, Olive’s lips curved in a genuine smile. “Lovely wine sounds… lovely,” she teased lightly. Aisha smiled back. Jared loved how comfortable she looked. As if offering wine to a dominatrix was something she did every day.




Olive let Aisha get almost to the door, then called out. “Aisha.” Jared watched as Aisha turned immediately, her full attention on Olive. “Take your dress off before you leave,” Olive instructed. Her tone wasn’t bossy or demanding. Nor was there any hint that Olive didn’t completely expect to be obeyed.




Jared’s breath caught. He could almost see the same happening to Aisha. She reached up to the zip at the side of her dress, pulling it down. Slowly, Aisha slid the dress off, revealing a sexy black bra and then matching panties. She was wearing stockings and heels that made Jared’s mouth water. He wanted to touch her. Knowing this wasn’t just for him was so hot.




Glancing over her shoulder, Aisha smiled at both of them. He watched her set the dress down on a chair and disappear toward the kitchen. Whatever awkwardness Jared might’ve feared didn’t occur, especially since Aisha returned quickly.




She had three glasses. Jared was almost surprised, like he’d forgotten he was there. Aisha hadn’t. Pouring the wine out, she handed a glass to Olive, licking her lips as she did so. Then, Aisha walked over to hand a glass to Jared, too. He wanted to reach out and touch her, to caress over the soft looking skin of Aisha’s stomach. He didn’t. Olive hadn’t said he could and Jared had agreed that it was her place to decide tonight.




Olive sipped her wine slowly, her gaze lingering on Aisha’s back. “You’re stunning, Aisha,” she complimented. Jared was close enough to see the way Aisha’s cheeks went pink at the praise.




“And you, Jared,” Olive added, smiling at him over Aisha’s shoulder. “I think you’ll be more comfortable out of those pants.” She glanced down at Jared’s crotch, his cock already straining against the fabric.




“Do you want Aisha to undress you?”




From the way Aisha gave a soft moan, it was clearly something she wanted.




The question surprised Jared, though. He hadn’t... he had assumed he would be more on the sidelines. Yet, of course, he wanted that. Aisha looked so sexy. Of course Jared wanted her to help him get out of his pants. His cock was hard. Jared knew he wasn’t going to get any sort of release anytime soon. That made the whole situation hotter.




“Yeah.” He nodded. “I’d love that.” He shifted in his seat, to make himself slightly more comfortable, but his eyes stayed on Aisha. Briefly, he did glance at Olive. She looked incredible. He could swear her being in charge just made it hotter.




“Kneel down, Aisha,” Olive ordered. Jared could feel her gaze on them, watching as Aisha went immediately, gracefully to her knees. It had to be turning Olive on. She looked completely poised, not a hair out of place. Not yet.




Aisha looked up at Jared, her lips slightly parted. Jared wanted so badly to reach out and touch her. “Jared, you’re not to touch,” Olive instructed, like she could read Jared’s mind. “You can unbutton your shirt while Aisha helps you out of your pants.”




Jared noticed she hadn’t said Aisha couldn’t touch.




Clearly, so had Aisha. Her fingers brushed against his skin, just under the hem of Jared’s shirt. The touch felt hot but also soft at the same time. She was careful as she slid over his skin and down to the fastenings of his pants. It was far from Aisha’s first time at undoing Jared’s belt, yet it felt different.




He also did as Olive had said he could, bringing his hands up to the buttons of his shirt. He matched the speed at which Aisha was undoing his pants. Both of them seemed to want to drag this out, to enjoy it. When his shirt was open and his pants off, Aisha leaned back on her heels.




She looked over her shoulder at Olive, giving the other woman a smile. “What now?” she asked. Jared could tell how eager she sounded.




Olive took another sip of her wine before setting the glass down on the nearest table. “Now,” she answered, “crawl over here to me.” She crooked her finger again. Jared could hardly bite back a moan as he watched Aisha crawl away. The way her hips swayed as she moved made her ass look incredible.




Aisha stopped at Olive’s feet. She looked up, waiting for more instructions. Olive smiled. In her high-heels, she towered over Aisha’s kneeling form. That and her immaculate clothes made the power difference all the more obvious.




“You’re doing very well,” Olive praised. Jared could see the flush of pleasure bloom across Aisha’s chest. Olive noticed too, and smiled warmly. “Take off your bra, Aisha,” she instructed. “Let me see how you like to have your nipples touched.”




Jared’s eyes followed Aisha’s hands as they moved up to the clasp of her bra. She undid it skillfully before sliding the straps down her shoulders. Jared could tell that she was taking her time, making it look like a seduction in its own right. It certainly worked on him. He watched in fascination as she finally slid the material off her body, throwing it to one side.




Her breasts fell free, nipples already erect from how aroused she was. Jared didn’t need to touch Aisha to know she was turned on. Of course, she had also told him. It thrilled him to think that Aisha had looked forward to this all day. He wondered if Olive had or if this was just another work day. What work to have!




Whatever thoughts he might have had about Olive’s profession, Jared was utterly distracted when Aisha brought a hand up to one of her breasts. She teased her nipple, moaning softly at the touch. It was soft at first, circling around the hard tip. Then, just as Jared knew Aisha loved, she rolled the tip between her fingers, squeezing it.




The next moan that fell from her lips went straight to Jared’s cock. He had to shift in the seat again.




“That’s good,” Olive praised. Jared could see the way Aisha’s chest heaved, breasts bouncing as she sucked in a breath. Her fingers moved to the other nipple, giving it the same treatment. Jared ached to touch her, or to touch himself. Olive hadn’t said he could. Jared didn’t want to risk interrupting whatever plans she had for Aisha. He gripped resolutely at the arms of the chair.




Olive barely spared him a glance. All her attention focused on Aisha, watching the way she gave a sharp tug with one hand. The moan that spilled from her was low and deep.




“Would you like me to touch you, Aisha?” Olive asked. Her hands moved to her own breasts, caressing them through the tight material of her top. “I know Jared would,” she added, smirking.




“Oh, God, yes,” Aisha breathed. She didn’t move her hands away from her breasts. Olive hadn’t told her to. Aisha did glance over her shoulder at Jared, tongue wetting her lips. Olive was right. Jared desperately wanted Olive to touch Aisha. He was certain that even without being told, Aisha knew that.




Jared reached for his glass of wine. It helped as a distraction. His cock was so hard, but Jared wouldn’t touch himself. Maybe later, maybe if Olive told him to. For now, he just wanted to watch. Wanted to stay hard as a reminder of the things he couldn’t have.




Olive hummed. “You’ve both been very good,” she praised. Being included in her compliments was unexpected. Jared could feel the heat flush through him in response. “Stand up, Aisha,” Olive ordered. Aisha didn’t hesitate, rising to her feet just as gracefully as she’d gone to her knees earlier. Her hand still cupped her breast, tugging lightly against her nipple.




“Stop now,” Olive encouraged. Aisha’s hands dropped obediently. “Turn around and face your husband.” Olive stood behind Aisha, one hand on her waist. She smirked at Jared over Aisha’s shoulder. Then, slowly, her other hand trailed over the soft skin of Aisha’s stomach. Aisha moaned, eyelids drifting closed.




Olive’s fingers brushed over Aisha’s nipple. Jared could tell she was mimicking Aisha’s earlier movements. She started softly, then rolled the hard nub between her fingers. “Let me hear how much you enjoy it,” Olive urged.




Aisha didn’t hesitate to do just that. A loud moan fell from her lips. Jared could see the way she pressed forward into Olive’s touch. He knew how Aisha liked her nipples played with. It was fascinating to watch someone else do it. Fascinating and so fucking hot. Jared’s mouth watered at how much he wanted to touch her, too. Watching Olive do so was great. Aisha didn’t hold back, letting noises of pleasure fill the room.




“Fuck, yes,” Aisha cried when Olive tugged against one of her nipples hard. “God, that feels so good.” She looked so into it. Jared could feel precum leaking from his cock in response. His hand gripped the chair more. He wanted to enjoy this, wanted to watch his wife come undone under Olive’s touch.




Olive pressed against Aisha from behind, cupping the weight of her breast while she continued to tug against her nipple. Her other hand stroked over Aisha’s stomach, fingertips skimming against the waistband of Aisha’s panties. Just when Jared felt sure Olive was going to push them down, she pulled away completely.




Aisha whined. It only seemed to make Olive smirk as she fetched her wine glass from the table and took a sip. Olive had said she was a tease. “Come, help me out of my clothes, Aisha,” Olive commanded. She turned, so that Aisha could find the row of buttons up the back of her skirt.




Jared watched as more and more of Olive’s creamy skin came into view. She turned in Aisha’s hands, letting them drag over her skin. When Aisha dared run a hand over her breast, Olive even moaned.




Once Olive was wearing nothing but her heels, she moved away, taking a seat in one of the chairs opposite Jared. She was as confident naked as she’d been fully dressed, not a hint of shyness. “Would you like to please me, Aisha?” she asked.




Aisha’s eyes widened as if she hadn’t expected the question. It was almost sweet. Jared shifted in his chair. Finally, Aisha nodded. “I really would,” she answered. “Would you like me to get to my knees again?” she asked. Jared was quite sure it was more that that’s what she wanted to do. Aisha very patiently waited for Olive to tell her if she could or not. Tell her what it was that she wanted.




“I would,” Olive confirmed. She waited, watching Aisha, her eyes half-lidded. “So very obedient,” she praised. Aisha looked almost intoxicated by the compliment. She leaned in toward Olive, not quite touching. Olive ran her hand over her own body, fingers first circling around her nipple before skimming lightly over her stomach. When Jared could tear his eyes away from the sight, it was to see Aisha watching just as hungrily.




Slowly, Olive moved her hand over her thigh, just barely brushing against her pussy. She gave a soft moan, parting her legs, giving Aisha a fantastic view. “Come,” Olive urged. “Show me how good your mouth can be, but don’t make me come. Understood?”




Jared knew that Aisha had gone down on a woman a few times. He also knew it had never been like this. With Olive above her, looking so hot and demanding and with Jared behind her, watching the two of them. They were a sight to see. Aisha ran her hands up Olive’s legs, fingers soft and careful as they brushed over the other woman’s inner thighs.




Then, Aisha leaned forward. Jared couldn’t see exactly what was going on, but the way Olive moaned was a pretty good indication. Her back arched against the chair. Jared could hear Aisha’s tongue against Olive’s pussy. One of Olive’s hands came down to tangle in Aisha’s hair, pulling her in closer against her heat.




Aisha knelt in a way that put ass was perfectly on display for Jared. Over her, he could see the curves of Olive’s breasts. All of it was made even better by how Olive cried out when, presumably, Aisha’s tongue slid over her clit.




Olive shuddered, her eyes briefly closing as another moan poured from her throat. “Go slower,” she ordered. “Tease me the way you teased your nipples.” Olive’s free hand stroked down Aisha’s side, brushing lightly over her breast. When Aisha moaned, the sound was muffled by Olive’s pussy. Somehow, that only made Jared’s cock twitch harder.




“Fuck!” Olive gasped, back arching again. She pushed herself toward Aisha’s mouth. “Yes, yes, that’s good, Aisha, keep going.” Olive’s eyes opened, meeting Jared’s as he watched the two of them. “She’s so good,” Olive praised. “Rubbing her tongue over my clit in such tight little circles, making me so wet.”




Aisha moaned again, and Olive laughed. “I’m sure Aisha’s wet, too,” she continued. “Those panties are going to be soaked by the time I take them off to fuck her.”




It was Jared’s turn to groan. He heard Aisha’s moan, too, only slightly muffled against Olive’s pussy. He knew Olive was right, Aisha would be so hot. Jared couldn’t wait to watch Olive fuck her. Fuck her good and hard, just how Aisha liked. The idea thrilled him so much.




Aisha carried on licking Olive. Jared could almost see how much concentration it took her to make sure to go slowly, the way Olive had instructed. “You look so good, both of you,” Jared breathed. He rubbed his hand over his leg. He didn’t attempt to touch his own hard cock. His boxers were tenting, he could see the wet spot against them. Jared’s focus was on Aisha and Olive.




“Her mouth is great,” he told Olive. The other woman could feel that. Still, Jared wanted to praise Aisha, to show her off to Olive.




“He’s right, Aisha,” Olive agreed. Her hand in Aisha’s hair moved, tugging hard enough that Aisha gave a startled noise that blended pleasure and pain. “Your mouth feels amazing. I bet he loves making you go down on him. Does he hold your head still while he fucks your face?” The words sent liquid heat straight to Jared’s cock. Even though Aisha was halfway across the room, he could imagine how hot and wet her mouth would feel around him.




Aisha moaned, the words affecting her as much as they affected Jared. Olive pulled harder on Aisha’s hair. Her breasts bounced and the muscles in her stomach tensed as Olive pushed her hips up, lifting her pussy even closer to Aisha’s eager, licking mouth.




“Go faster,” Olive ordered. There was the slightest breathless edge to her voice. Jared could see her leg shaking. “Focus on my clit, let’s see how fast you can make me come.”




Jared wanted to know. His tongue darted over his lips, as if he, too, could taste Olive on them. Aisha’s head began to move slightly more. Jared saw the way she crawled even further between Olive’s legs. If Olive’s increasingly loud cries were any indication, Aisha was doing very well with her tongue.




Olive’s moans sounded so good. Jared’s cock felt rock hard as he watched Aisha. Her ass so round and perfect and then, further up, Olive’s beautiful breasts as they bounced with every lick Aisha gave.




The hand not in Aisha’s hair rested on her shoulder, Olive’s manicured nails leaving little half-moon imprints on Aisha’s skin. Pulling Aisha’s head closer, Olive’s legs spread even more, her body splaying out against the couch. “Fuck, yes, Aisha, yes!” she cried.




Jared bit down on his lip, not wanting to miss even a second. He could tell when Olive’s orgasm drew closer. Her chest flushed, her eyes went wide and her moans filled the living room, bouncing off the walls around them. “I’m so close, keep going, make me come!”




Aisha didn’t need to be told twice. Her ass lifted up off her heels as she pushed her head down between Olive’s legs. Olive gave a wild scream, her thighs squeezing tight around Aisha’s ears.




When she fell back, releasing Aisha from her grip, Olive looked pleasantly flushed. If anything, it made her even more attractive. “Fuck, that was wonderful,” she praised.




Aisha pulled back, slowly. She licked her lips and then glanced over her shoulder at Jared. He saw the moment she took in how horny he must’ve looked. Her eyes darkened with lust. Aisha’s hands slid back over Olive’s legs and then up over her stomach, like she was familiarising herself with Olive’s body. Jared wanted to tell her to touch Olive’s breasts, to see how sensitive her nipples were. This wasn’t Jared’s place.




Olive was the one who decided what she wanted Aisha to do.




“You sound so good,” Aisha told Olive. “And taste great.” Jared loved how there was no shyness in Aisha’s compliment. Seeing her so confident about making someone else come was amazing.




Olive gave a pleased, throaty chuckle. “Thank you.” She ran her hands over Aisha’s back, hooking one under her elbow and pulling Aisha up her body. Aisha went, no hesitation at all. Jared watched as their bodies pressed together, giving a low groan as the thought of what was still to come.




Turning her head slightly, Olive caught Aisha’s lips in a slow, sensuous kiss. Her hands kept moving softly, fingertips just brushing under the waistband of Aisha’s panties. Before she pulled back, Olive brought her palm down in a light smack against Aisha’s ass.




“Do you want me to fuck you, Aisha?” Olive asked. “Are you going to let me take you any way I want?”




“Any way you want,” Aisha nodded eagerly. “I want you to do whatever you want to me.” Jared could hear how hot Aisha found the idea. Even across the room, he could almost feel the heat of her breath against Olive’s skin. He wanted to see Aisha submit to Olive. He knew that that was exactly what Aisha wanted, too.




Olive nodded, looking very satisfied with Aisha’s answer. “Stand up,” she instructed. “I want to watch you take those panties off.” Jared swallowed as Aisha’s hands moved to the waistband of her panties. She pushed them slowly down her hips. Jared could see her pussy glistening as she bent to help herself step out of them. The stockings stayed on, making Aisha’s long legs look even longer.




Tongue darting over her glossy lips, Olive reached out a hand to take the panties from Aisha. “So wet,” she murmured, one finger brushing against the crotch. Her smile grew wider. “I can see there’s no need to ask if you’re ready.” Aisha flushed, but she didn’t look embarrassed.




“Bring me my bag, Aisha,” Olive ordered. Glancing around, Aisha spotted where Olive had left her handbag by the door. She obediently carried it over. She caught her breath when Olive produced a thick strap-on, making Olive smirk at her. “Do you want to help me into this?” she asked.




Aisha nodded, almost as if not trusting herself to talk. Jared wasn’t a poorly endowed man but he was certain that the strap-on that Olive had brought with her was significantly bigger than he was. It sent a thrill down his spine to know that Olive would stretch Aisha out more than he did, that she’d feel her differently. Jared was sure Aisha would love it.




Taking the strap-on from Olive, Aisha knelt down to help the other woman with the straps. Jared recognized the look she gave Olive once the strap-on was on, the cock so hard and thick. “She wants to suck it,” Jared told Olive confidently. Aisha turned to give him a grin before she turned back to Olive with a hopeful look.




Olive laughed. Jared loved how pleased she looked with both of them. “So helpful,” Olive teased. Aisha gave a soft moan. Jared could see her sitting up a little straighter, like Olive had even more of her attention than she’d had before. Olive reached out, running a hand over Aisha’s head. She tangled her fingers in Aisha’s long hair, pulling her forward.




“Go on then,” she allowed. “Let me see what else you can do with your mouth.” Aisha didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, blocking Jared’s view, moaning around the thick cock. “Are you hoping I’ll reward you, Jared?” Olive asked, meeting his eyes over Aisha’s head. “That I’ll let you touch yourself while I’m fucking Aisha?”




Jared’s tongue darted over his lips. He shook his head. “No,” he told Olive honestly. “Watching the two of you together is a reward in itself.” It was certainly true. Aisha looked so fucking hot on her kees, with Olive’s silicone cock in her mouth. The fact that the cock was fake didn’t seem to discourage Aisha one bit. She bobbed her head, moving in and pulling back again. Like she really wanted Olive to see how good she was at it. She was.




If Olive wanted to tell Jared to touch himself, he would. It wasn’t something he was aiming for. He hadn’t asked for her to do anything with or to him. His interest was in watching Aisha get what she wanted. “I will if you want me to,” he added, voicing his thoughts. Jared wanted Olive to be clear that this was all about Aisha, he was just... he was just there. Loving every minute of it, of course.




Olive smiled, making Jared feel like he’d given her the right answer. “You have a very generous husband, Aisha,” Olive praised. “A man who wants to give you what you want.” She nodded, like she approved. Her hand tightened in Aisha’s hair. She lifted her hips, pushing the fake cock down Aisha’s throat until Aisha’s nose was pressed tight against Olive.




Both women moaned. It was just about the hottest sound Jared had ever heard. “I’m going to give you what you want, too,” Olive promised. She thrust her hips up, making Aisha take her even deeper. When Olive pushed her gently away, Jared could see the saliva dripping down her chin.




“Stand up, Aisha,” Olive ordered, “and turn to face your husband.”




Aisha did just as she was told, the eagerness almost vibrating off her skin. Jared could tell that she wanted this, whatever this would entail. Her breasts looked beautiful, nipples so hard as she turned to face Jared. He saw the way her eyes traveled over his body, tongue running over her lips when she saw just how hard he was. He loved that she got to see him like this, got to see how hard he was for her.




“Olive,” Aisha breathed. “Please.” The plea seemed to be all-encompassing. It wasn’t asking for anything specific and rather just for everything. Or maybe anything. “I want...” she began, but then there was a sigh, like Aisha couldn’t even find the right words for what she wanted. “You.”




Nodding, Olive shifted slightly on the couch, spreading her legs. She reached out, setting her hands on either side of Aisha’s hips. “I’m going to help you sit down on my cock,” she said, tongue darting out to wet her lips. The words made Aisha moan, glancing over her shoulder.




“No,” Olive corrected. “Trust me that I’ll help you, keep your eyes on Jared.” Once Aisha was ready, Olive moved one hand to the cock between her legs. She held it steady. Jared could see the tip of it just kissing Aisha’s wet folds. “Sink down now,” Olive encouraged. “Take as much of it as you can.”




Aisha went slowly, clearly needing to adjust to the size. She definitely enjoyed it. Jared knew exactly what his wife’s face looked like when she was feeling good. Aisha bit down a moan and then another, before they tumbled out her lips. “Fuck,” she breathed. “I don’t think I can take it all in just yet.” The just yet held such promise that Jared had to bite back his own moan.




“You’re doing well,” Olive praised. “So well, Aisha. Just relax and enjoy it.” One perfectly-manicured hand ran over Aisha’s stomach, moving up toward the curves of her breasts. Aisha moaned, arching her back to thrust towards Olive’s fingers. Olive pressed a kiss against her shoulder at the same moment she pinched Aisha’s nipple, tugging hard enough that Jared could see Aisha’s eyes go wide.




Olive’s other hand still steadied the cock, so that Aisha wouldn’t move off it as she wriggled to get more of Olive’s attention against her breasts. “I’m going to make you feel so good,” Olive promised. “Lift up, and sink back down, slowly.”




Aisha’s muscles trembled as she worked to obey Olive’s instructions. Going slowly made her chest heave. Jared could hear the shortness of her breath even from across the room.




It wasn’t bad. Far from it. Aisha’s soft moans began to increase as she moved up and then back down. Every time she slid lower she took more and more of the cock in. Jared watched her bite her lip, a much sharper cry of pleasure escaping her as she lowered herself even more.




“Fuck,” Aisha groaned. Jared had to let out a moan of his own. His balls ached and his cock begged to be touched. Watching Aisha was a mix of feeling what it’d be like to fuck her but also enjoying someone else fucking her. Olive was obviously aware of it, too, the way she made Aisha perform.




Finally, he saw her take the whole cock in. Jared had to shift in an attempt to stop his hands straying down to his dick. Aisha looked so hot. Now that she’d stretched around the strap-in, she began to move faster, the noises she made increasing in volume.




Olive’s hands roved hungrily over Aisha’s skin. Jared watched, both wishing it could be his fingers teasing at Aisha’s nipple and loving that it wasn’t. Olive gripped Aisha’s hip with her other hand, holding her steady. Jared watched as Olive rocked slowly but steadily, every movement sending the cock deeper into Aisha.




Picking up speed, Olive lifted her hips, thrusting the strap-on harder and faster. Aisha bounced with her, the two of them working together to find a rhythm. Every thrust pushed a noise past Aisha’s lips - moans, grunts and cries ringing out in the room around them. When she wasn’t panting Olive’s name, it was Jared’s. It was so hot, knowing she was thinking of them both, performing for them both.




Olive’s nails raked over Aisha’s stomach, before her fingers disappeared between Aisha’s legs. “Jared, I want you to touch yourself,” she instructed, her voice clear even over Aisha’s panting breaths.




He was so drawn into watching Aisha that it actually took Jared a moment to filter through Olive’s instructions. When he did, Jared didn’t hesitate to push his underwear down, groaning as his cock sprang free. He was so hard. The relief of his own touch filled the room with a loud groan from Jared.




Stroking himself, Jared’s eyes didn’t leave Aisha. Her breasts bounced as she moved up and down Olive’s cock faster and faster. The sounds that Aisha made were so hot. A string of moans and swear words, mixed in with Olive and Jared’s names.




“Fuck, Olive,” Aisha moaned. “I’m so close. May I come? Please may I come?” Aisha begged and Jared had to stroke himself slower so he wouldn’t come right then and there.




Olive hummed, drawing the sound out slowly. She must know how eager Aisha was for an answer. She didn’t give her one, not immediately. She moved her fingers more slowly. Jared could see how lightly her fingers brushed against Aisha’s pussy, never quite touching her clit.




“You can come,” Olive finally answered, “as soon as Jared does.” Aisha wailed, her body thrashing between Olive’s fingers and her cock. Olive snapped her hips up, driving the strap-on into Aisha’s pussy once, twice, and then again. “Do you want me to fuck you harder, Aisha?” she asked.




“Yes,” Aisha whined. She began to move faster, matching Olive’s thrusts. The knowledge that Aisha wasn’t allowed to come until he did gave Jared a certain amount of control. He wanted to see Aisha’s orgasm crash over her, but he also wanted to draw it out, to tease her. Aisha liked having her limits tested. Not coming as she was getting fucked harder and harder was definitely going to test her.




He stroked himself slowly, only picking up speed in increments. Aisha continued to bounce up and down on Olive’s cock, her cries getting louder and louder. “Come on, Jared, please,” Aisha begged. That was all it took. Jared’s hot cum spilled across his fingers, every muscle in his body responding to how hard he came.




“Yes, yes, yes!” Aisha cried. Even in his post-orgasmic haze, Jared couldn’t avert his eyes from Aisha’s body. It thrashed like she just couldn’t get enough of Olive’s thick cock in her pussy.




Olive’s grip tightened, her fingers squeezing hard around Aisha’s hip. The sounds of the strap-on sliding into Aisha echoed around them, audible even over Aisha’s frantic cries. Olive’s fingers between her legs moved faster, pressing against her clit. Aisha’s hips bucked, her whole body shaking as she rode Olive’s cock.




“Come for me,” Olive breathed. “Come for me, Aisha, all over my cock. Let Jared see how much you’ve loved having him watch you.” She pumped her hips harder and faster, her thighs slapping against Aisha’s ass.




The string of ‘yes’es got louder and louder. Jared knew Aisha was close. With Olive’s fingers between her legs, encouraging the orgasm to get closer and closer, it wasn’t long before Aisha came.




“Fuuuck! Yes! Oh my God,” Aisha cried, her body moving even faster, taking Olive’s cock in more. She rode her orgasm through almost aggressively, fucking herself harder against Olive. Finally, Jared saw the movements slow. “It feels so good,” Aisha whined. “It’s still so hard in me, I want to...” Jared could see her move up again, only to slam down hard once more.




Olive’s hands held Aisha’s hips still, making her whine and squirm against the hard cock buried in her pussy. “Lift yourself off, Aisha,” she ordered. Jared saw a moment of hesitation. It was the first time Aisha hadn’t jumped to obey an order immediately. Olive’s hand slapped against Aisha’s ass, making her eyes widen. “Now, Aisha!”




Jared watched Aisha’s mouth drop open as she lifted herself off the strap-on. “That’s better,” Olive praised. “Now, bend over the arm of the couch, ass towards me.” That made Aisha moan, her body draping over the arm of the chair. Jared could see her breasts swaying beneath her, nipples still so hard.




Olive moved, kneeling behind Aisha’s body. She pressed the head of the cock between Aisha’s folds, pushing steadily until she was fully inside. Olive’s hands gripped at her hips, pulling back and then slamming forward.




“Oh fuck!!” Aisha cried. Almost immediately, she moaned in pleasure. Jared saw the way she rocked back. Olive was already fucking into her so hard that there was barely any room for Aisha to push back. She took it so beautifully, screaming louder and louder as Olive drove the huge cock into her.




“Feels so good, fuck! Yes! Olive!” Aisha shouted, her hands gripping the arm of the couch to hold on. “It’s so huge inside me! Stretching me out so well,” she moaned.




Olive groaned, pounding against Aisha. Her blond hair tumbled forward, brushing against Aisha’s back as Olive thrust her hips forward over and over and over again. Jared had to bite his lip. The two women looked incredible together, Olive so in control while Aisha submitted to everything she had to give.




Grinding her hips against Aisha’s ass, Olive cupped on of Aisha’s breasts. Her fingers pinched and pulled, tugging Aisha’s nipple. “Can you come again?” Olive asked between breaths. “I want to make you come again.”




“Yes!” Aisha moaned with confidence. “Please fuck me harder,” she begged. Olive granted her that wish, slamming her hips forward faster and harder. Aisha’s whole body shook. It wasn’t long before Jared could tell she was going to come again. Her breasts swung as Olive fucked her. When the blonde gave one of Aisha’s nipples a hard tug, she came so hard Jared could see her muscles tightening.




Finally, Aisha collapsed against the sofa, Olive’s thick cock still inside her. “Fuck, that’s so good,” she moaned, almost breathlessly. “Olive, you’re amazing.” Jared nodded at that, because she really, really was.




“You looked well-fucked, darling,” he commented, drawing Aisha’s attention to him. She smiled, a wide, happy smile. It made Jared so pleased.




“Oh, I am,” she nodded.




Olive smiled, running her hands softly over Aisha’s back and ass. Slowly, she pulled the strap-on free, making Aisha whine as it left her empty. “I should hope so,” Olive teased. “That is what I promised, after all. I’m very good at keeping promises.”




She sat back on the sofa, gaze traveling over first Aisha and then Jared. He flushed, suddenly very aware he’d been too distracted to clean himself up after his own orgasm. “I think you both look very well-fucked,” Olive said, with a smirk. “And I haven’t even touched you.” She raised her eyebrow at Jared, looking self-satisfied.




“No,” he agreed. “This was great.” It really had been. “I’m sure I speak for both of us when I say we’d love to do this again sometime.” Aisha gave such an energetic nod that Jared laughed. Obviously, he’d talk to her about it before actually inviting Olive over again. From everything Jared had seen, he couldn’t imagine his wife saying no.




“Yeah,” Aisha confirmed. “It’s been so good.” She still hadn’t really moved away from the armrest, body still so beautifully draped over it.




Running her hand over Aisha’s back one last time, Olive nodded. “I’ve thoroughly enjoyed myself,” she agreed. She got to her feet, moving unhurriedly around the room to collect her clothes.




Once she’d dressed, she bent to press a kiss against Aisha’s cheek. “It was lovely to meet you.” She didn’t kiss Jared, but she did include him in her smile. “Can I trust you to look after Aisha?” she asked. “Make sure she has a bath, and something to drink, and then tuck yourselves up in bed together. That’s my recommendation.”




Jared nodded at that, moving to pull his underwear back on. “I’ll take care of her,” he promised both of the women. He loved taking care of Aisha. She had done so well tonight, he wanted to show her how much he had enjoyed it.




Once Olive was ready to leave, he walked her out, body aching with deep satisfaction. Aisha didn’t bother to move much more than to slide down into the couch, giving Jared a wide smile once he returned. She really did look thoroughly fucked out.




“Come, darling, let me bathe you and then we can cuddle in bed,” he told her, his hand sliding over Aisha’s body just as tenderly as Olive’s had.




The evening had been excellent. Jared looked forward to what the next time might bring.
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