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“Give him to me,” she said, opening her mouth and tilting her head back.

I walked Peter forwards and aimed him toward her full, open lips.  I felt a tingle of excitement inside myself that was tinged with a strange kind of jealousy.  Sasha was younger, fitter, and sexier  with a much bigger set of tits.  I’d have given anything to be her.

Peter took another step and exhaled as the tip of his cock drove into her patient mouth.  She hummed and pushed her head forwards, sliding over several inches of his shaft before winding herself back off him.

I stood at his side, looking down his body as she went to work on him.  Her eager eyes would flit between me and Peter.  Eventually she moved a hand and placed it on the inside of my thigh, scratching her nails along the white denim.

She pulled off his cock and slurped.  “I want both.”

My eyes widened as I looked down on her.  “Me too?”

“Yes.”

I looked to Peter and he looked at me.

“You heard the lady,” he said.

Sasha shuffled closer to me.  “Take off her jeans, Peter.”

I was beside myself.  I’d never been with a woman before and losing my lesbian wings to someone as vivacious as Sasha was getting me impossibly excited.

Peter popped open the button of my jeans and pushed them down over my thighs slowly.  I wriggled my ass out of them and watched as he bent to my knees and took off my shoes.  Sasha moved beside him and kissed at his face as he pulled the legs off my ankles and I stood in only my panties before her now.

“Those too,” she said, leaning back on her heels and biting her lip.

He tugged the waist of my panties down and I felt the stickiness of my crotch pull against the fabric.  I was almost embarrassed by how wet I was, but when Sasha saw it she seemed impossibly excited.

“My God,” she gasped.  “You are wet.  So wet!”

She hurried forward for a closer inspection and I put one knee across the other.

“Now is no time to be coy,” she said, looking up at me.  It felt like being scalded in class.

I moved my legs apart and her hand came up the inside of them.  She gripped the top of my leg and thumbed gently at my crease, putting her face close enough to smell my scent.

“And you are a lucky man, Peter,” she said, and then without another word she opened her mouth and planted it right over my folds.
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With us both in our forties we had decided to try something new.  My husband Peter and I had been taking Salsa lessons for several months now and whenever we did I found myself impossibly infatuated by our instructor, Sasha.

She was from South-America and had wild black hair and tanned, olive skin that she tried her best never to cover.  Her outfits were always revealing and she commanded a presence over the group of inexperienced dancers that made everyone intimidated, despite her youthful appearance.

Peter and I had been coming along great, having advanced through the early stages to a point where we looked almost competent.  It’d pass for a sporadic dance in a bar, but we’d probably get found out among other Salsa dancers.  As such there was still some fine-tuning to perform and Sasha was more than keen on working out the kinks.

That day she pulled us aside while the rest of the room was running through the latest steps.

“Give him to me, Ellen” she said, holding out a hand for Peter.

“He’s all yours,” I said, putting his hand in hers.

Peter gave me a quick look of wide-eyed worry as she led him a couple of feet away.

“You have to hold your woman,” she said, moving with him.  “Like this.”

Sasha placed his hand on her ass and pulled him in to her.

“Groins on thighs,” she said.  “What do I always say?”

Peter cleared his throat.  “Groins on thighs.”

I giggled as he looked over at me, still panicked.  “Don’t mind me,” I laughed, waving a hand.

“Exactly,” Sasha said.  “When you dance with a partner it is just you and them in the room.  No-one else.  So dance like it.”

She tugged him tighter and moved faster, flailing around Peter like she was a bird doing a mating ritual.  The whole thing was a sight to behold.

Finally she spun her way towards me and placed his hand back in mine.

“Now: Dance,” she said.

She moved back through the room and I watched her click away in her high-heels, touching each couple and fixing their posture.

Peter turned to me and looked me dead in the eye.  “Dance,” he said, mocking her thick accent.

He pulled me towards him and continued.  At first he took the whole thing for a joke but I could notice a difference in him immediately.  Our groins rested on each other’s thighs and I started to feel the passion in Peter that Sasha had often talked about.

“Is that ... are you ...?” I asked, feeling a stiffness in Peter’s tight pants.

He seemed slightly awkward.  “Hey, I just love salsa.”

“Salsa or Sasha?” I asked with a wry smile.

Peter pursed his lips and continued dancing, looking across the room so as to avoid eye-contact.

“It’s okay, you know,” I said, turning his chin back to me.  “She has a habit of turning everyone on.  Even me.”

Peter looked back to me quickly now and I shrugged.

“She’s hot,” I said.  “We should invite her over to dinner.”

“Not this again,” he sighed.

“What?”

“You keep insisting that we invite women over.  I’m starting to think you don’t like me.”

“You know it’s not that,” I said, still doing my steps around him.  “I like you so much that I want to see you enjoy yourself.”

He took a deep breath and shook his head.

“Lessons then,” I offered.  “We’ll invite her over to give us some private lessons.”

“Will that make you happy?”

“It’d make me ecstatic,” I beamed.

We danced out the final twenty minutes and when the class was over I made my way across the room to Sasha who was busy packing up her bag.

“Yes?” she said, turning to me as I approached.

“I was wondering if we could get a private lesson, Peter and I?” I motioned back to him as he walked over.

“Two-hundred for an hour,” she replied, barely stopping to think.

“Honey, I’m not sure—” Peter began.

“Deal,” I said, before Peter could scupper my plans.

I told Sasha where we lived whilst ignoring the piercing stare of Peter as he burned it into the side of my face.  After we’d left he told me what was on his mind.

“What the hell are you thinking?”

“I’m thinking that two-hundred an hour is cheap.”

“Cheap?!  That’s the most expensive lesson of anything I’ve ever heard of.”

“Don’t worry,” I said.  “I’ll get our money’s worth.”

I left Peter to stew on the comment for a few days until it was time for our appointment with Sasha.  Right on cue she rang the bell of our little suburban paradise a little before seven in the evening.

“Come on,” I motioned to Peter and we answered the door together.

“Sasha!” we both beamed, smiling as warmly as we could.  She was wearing a tight pair of pants and a fancy, pink dress-shirt.

“Let’s get to it,” she said, walking through the pair of us and into the hall.  “Where do you want to do it?”

I pointed across to the doorway.  “In the lounge is good.”

Sasha moved in there with her bag and I gave another smile to Peter, rubbing his arm.  “Don’t’ worry, honey.”

We followed her tight ass and watched as she sat her bag down on the seat and turned to the middle of the room.

“This coffee table ...”

“Peter,” I said.  “Move the table, would you, honey?”

He got to it whilst Sasha pulled a CD out of her bag.  “Do you have a player?”

“You didn’t bring your own?” Peter said.

“We have one,” I said, ignoring him.  “One second.”

I dashed from the room to grab a CD-player from the kitchen and returned to see Peter watching as Sasha began a routine of stretches.

“It’s important to stay limber,” she said, sliding her hands down her legs and looking back at us from in-between them.  “Stretch.”

Peter and I started mimicking her routine, trying—and failing—not to feel awkward in the process.  After around five minutes it looked as though she was ready to begin.

She pressed play on the machine and beckoned Peter forwards with a finger.

She pointed at me.  “You.  Watch.”  She pointed at Peter.  “You.  Dance.”

Peter shook his head and I knew exactly what he was thinking:  $200 for that?!

The music started to get upbeat and the pair of them began dancing with Peter holding his own.  It was hot to see how far he’d come since we started lessons, and it was twice as hot to see a fine lady on his arm while he enjoyed himself.

He started to get into it and looked over to smile.  Sasha turned his head back to her.  “On me,” she said.

I leaned forward on the chair as the dance became more intimate.  She was flailing around him wildly.  Every so often they’d break apart and when they came back together things seemed twice as raunchy as before.

I watched Peter and my eyes began to widen as I realized how it was all affecting him.  Beneath his tight pants I could see the bulge of his aroused cock, but Sasha didn’t seem to care.  If anything, she targeted it more.

She grinded along his thigh and pressed hers along his thickness, staring into his eyes with a piercing, seductive gaze that was even having an effect on me.

I bit my lip and swallowed, staring at the pair of them as they became increasingly intimate.  My pussy dampened at the thought of her conquering my man.  I wanted nothing more than to see Peter enjoy himself and it looked like he was starting to.

He never glanced back at me once.  Instead he was fixated by his seductress as the quick music played.

My hand moved between my legs, pushing along the crotch of my tight, white jeans as I looked on.  To Sasha I’m sure it was all part of the dance, but to Peter and I it just felt too sexual to ignore.

The music started to wind down and tail off.  I narrowed my eyes and continued to tease my pussy, looking at Sasha as she stared deep into my husband’s gaze.

“He’s very excitable,” she said, then she looked over at me.  “And he’s not the only one.”

I smirked and bit my lip as I looked over at her.  “That was hot.”

“You like it when I dance with your husband?” Sasha said, seeming unfazed.

“I love it,” I admitted.  “I’d love to see you do other things with him.”

Sasha turned to Peter who was quiet for now.  It’s always better for a woman to negotiate a threesome.  The guys just come across as so
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