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I bent my knees and sank to the floor, dropping until I was eye-level with his big, raw cock.

I took it in my hand and massaged it slowly, looking up at Mike for approval.  He nodded and I opened my mouth, putting his soft flesh inside and sucking it lovingly.

In an instant I felt him begin to grow, feeling the blood surge into his length and watching it swell inch-by-inch until it dwarfed Jason’s.

“Damn,” I gasped, my mouth full of spit.

“We’re all gonna have a nice, big orgasm,” Mike said again, as though it was some kind of group outing.

I pumped Mike close to my face, getting used to the idea with each passing stroke.  His dick was bolt stiff now and when I looked back at Jason I saw his was the same.

“Ever been fucked in the ass?” Mike asked.

The words were jarring.  The pace of my hand slowed.

“Never,” I said simply.

“You’re gonna love it.”

Mike lifted my arm and my whole body rose with it.  “Go lie on Jason over there,” he said.  “On your back.”

Jason lay on the bed and I straddled him like Mike asked.

“Put him inside you, Nicole.”

I became excited at the thought.  My pussy was still soaked from before.  I gripped his cock and looked down at Jason who seemed as nervous as I was.

I rose on my knee and put the thick head of his cock on my wetness, sinking soon after and letting out a long breath as his inches drove up inside me.

“Feel good?” Mike asked.

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, rocking back and forward and getting used to that sinful stiffness inside me.

“Think you could take a cock in your ass at the same time?”

“I don’t know, Mike,” I said, kind of worried.

“I think you can,” Jason said, and I slapped his chest in shock.

“What?” he asked, letting out a laugh.  “I believe in you, Nicole.”

I couldn’t believe he was still being such an ass when his cock was buried deep inside me, but I guess that’s what he's like.

“Bend forwards,” Mike said, and he moved round the back of me.

I felt his big hand grip my ass and he split it wide, as though he was assessing the best way of tackling this.

“Nice work, Jason,” he said, looking around me into his eyes.

I rolled my eyes in exasperation but they quickly shot open in shock when I felt Mike’s wet finger toying with my asshole.

He covered it in his spit and massaged it over the sensitive knot.  I’ve got to admit, it actually felt pretty-damn amazing to begin with.

I’d never really taken any time to play with my ass before, but Mike was making me want to do it again in the future.

He played with it slowly and gently, teasing his finger tip a little way inside to give me a brief taster of what it might be like.

“Feel good?” Mike asked.

“It does,” I confessed, leaning over Jason.
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Our European city breaks were always the perfect tonic.  Despite their expense they were an experience that you couldn’t really put a price on.  To immerse yourself in a different culture entirely was a thrill and it was part of the reason that my husband Jason and I were so compatible.

We shared the sense of adventure and the yearning for new experiences was a vein that ran through both of us.  There wasn’t much we wouldn’t try.  That weekend Jason and I were in Paris.  A cliché I know, but what we wound up doing in the city of love was far from your standard romance.

We’d been there for one day already and it had been action-packed.  I’d taken Jason up the Eiffel Tower, to the top of the Arc De Triomphe and the top of the Sacre-Coeur.  Between those three sites we’d basically looked out across the entirety of Paris and it was quite a sight to behold.

That morning we’d kept things a little closer to ground-level, visiting the Moulin Rouge and the Louvre where we stared at the Mona Lisa.  Jason said he definitely thought she was smiling.  I said I was sure there was something occurring out-of-sight below that was giving her that curious grin.

“I was thinking we could eat at the restaurant downstairs?” I said to Jason as we returned back to the room of our five-star hotel.

“You haven’t steered me wrong so far,” he said, his hands behind his head as he lay on the bed.

I crawled across to him and gave him a kiss, lying against him and putting my head to his chest.

“It’s got great reviews,” I said.

“Honey, eating anywhere with you is a pleasure.”

I slapped him playfully and looked up at his smirking, handsome face.  He looked down at me and chuckled, putting his arm around me and pulling me close.  I could hear his heart beating in his chest when I put my head to it.

“And maybe afterwards we can come back up here for an early night,” I said suggestively.

“An early night, huh?”

“I don’t plan on us sleeping.”

“Mmm, I like the sound of that.”

“We can do anything you like.”

I rolled over onto my stomach and lay my chin on his midriff, looking up at him and kicking my feet behind me.  Jason and I had been together almost ten years, but there were still places in the bedroom that we hadn’t ventured.

“Like what?”

I batted my eye lashes and thought.  “If you play nice maybe you can put it in my ass.”

Jason’s eyes lit up at that.

“Or maybe we could invite someone to join us,” I suggested.

“Wouldn’t that be fun?”

“Guy or girl?”

“Girl,” he answered without hesitation.

“Of course,” I said, putting a hand on the inside of his leg.

“Well I’m not gonna want another guy, am I?  This is my fantasy, not yours!”

“Who says I don’t want another woman too?”

Jason raised his eyebrows.  “You do?”

I shrugged.  “I don’t care.  As long as you’re happy.”

“I’ll be happy fucking you,” Jason said.

“Not interested in a one-time pass?”

“Not in the slightest.”

I laughed.  “We’ll see.”

I hadn’t quite expected the opportunity for Jason prove it to arrive as soon as it did.

We dressed for dinner.  I wore a red dress with pearls and a red clutch, trimmed with gold that matched my bracelet.

Jason was impeccable as always.  He’d had the hotel press his trousers and iron his crisp white shirt.  In his black suit and polished shoes he looked about as close to James Bond as you can get, complete with the black hair and suave, sophisticated demeanor.

“Shall we?” he asked, walking from the bathroom and holding out his elbow to me.

He always made me laugh.  I took his arm and the pair of us left the suite.  They’d upgraded us when we checked in and honestly we could have easily stayed in the room and enjoyed the city from the balcony.  It was incredible.

Downstairs the restaurant maintained the thread of class that the hotel oozed.  A piano twinkled and the chandeliers sparkled above as we waited inside the doors of their plush Michelin-starred eatery.

I gave the maitre d’ our names and he guided us to a table near the centre.  It was round with a crisp white table-cloth and ornate chairs at opposite sides.  The wine-glasses were big balloons stuck on the end of a spaghetti-like stem and the cutlery was a shimmering silver.

“Hey,” a familiar sounding female voice called.  “I’m Sam and I’ll be your waitress this evening.”

“A fellow America,” my husband said, and I could tell he was immediately enamored.  Something about meeting someone so familiar in an unfamiliar place gave you an immediate connection that you otherwise might not share.

“Yes, sir,” Sam said, smiling at the both of us with dazzling white teeth.  She looked cute in her white shirt and short, black skirt.  I wasn’t sure about the black tights and the flat shoes, but her face drew the eye way more than her clothes.  It was so fresh and inviting.

“Short for Samantha?” I guessed.

“You got it, Ma’am.  Here’s a couple of menus for you guys.”

Sam seemed much more casual and friendly than the rest of the waiters and waitresses.  I was guessing her fluency of English was one of the big things helping her stand-out here.

“Will you be having wine?” she asked.

Jason looked across at me.  “I think so,” he said.

“One for the lady to decide,” Sam smiled.

“We’ll be having wine,” I said, looking at Sam alluringly.  I hadn’t even had a drink yet but I found something about her intoxicating.  She seemed naturally flirtatious to the both of us.

“Perfect,” Sam said, handing me a menu.  “If the lady would like to pick something out, I’ll be back soon.”

She turned on her heel and walked briskly from the table, her blonde hair in a tightly wound bun behind her head.  She walked with purpose and confidence, smiling to her fellow members of staff who wore stoic expressions instead.

“What do you think?” I asked.

Jason hummed.  “I’m thinking muscles,” he said.

“Of our waitress,” I added.

He looked up from the menu.  “Oh.  Oh.  I wouldn’t uhhm—”

“Come on,” I said, nudging his shin with my foot beneath the table.  “What do you think?”

“She’s cute,” he said, not looking up from his menu.  “Pretty.”

“She’s hot,” I corrected.

Jason looked over his menu at me finally and stifled a smile.  “I think you like her more than I do.”

“Come on,” I said, leaning in closer and whispering across the table.  “Don’t tell me you wouldn’t like that tight pussy over your dick.”

Jason’s eyes bulged and he swallowed, looking around the restaurant for anyone in ear-shot.  It was clear immediately that he’d gotten an erection.  I didn’t even need to look.

I smiled knowingly and then Sam came back over, bouncing on her toes close to our table.

“Made a decision on the wine?”

“We’re celebrating,” I said.  “Can we get a bottle of Crystal?”

“Certainly,” Sam said, removing our wine glasses.  She scooted off again for the champagne glasses.

“Look at that ass,” I said to Jason, teasing him.

I saw his eyes shift towards our departing waitress.

“Caught you!” I said.

He laughed and shook his head, looking back down at his menu.

Sam returned with two champagne flutes that she set down on the table, then she hurried off again and came back with a stand for our champagne bucket.  She popped it effortlessly and silently, emitting only a minor hiss.  She caught my eye and smiled, then picked up my glass and poured some out.

“Would madam like to try?” she said.  I could tell that was something they made her say.

“Madam would,” I joked.

Sam was about twenty years our junior but she had such a casual way about her that you’d never really notice.  It was only her tight body and unblemished features that set her apart from forty-somethings like Jason and me.

The rest of the meal went by in much the same fashion.  Sam would return to our table between courses and we’d share some flirty dialogue while I teased my husband.  Whenever she spoke directly to him I’d watch as his throat became dry and his cheeks flushed red.  He was definitely into her and Sam, I think, was game too.  I had to know how far she’d go.

“Dessert?” she said simply, returning to the table after we’d finished our final course.

“Anything you can tempt us with?” I said, looking across as Jason as the words left my mouth.

“I’m sure there is,” Sam replied, equally flirtatiously.

“Do you think we could take dessert in our room upstairs?”

“Of course,” Sam said.  “We can fix that for you.”

“And my husband was wondering,” I began, and I saw him turn tight in suspense, “if you’d like to join us?”

He looked across at me in horror and then up at Sam.

“I—” he began.

“I finish in ten minutes,” she said simply.  “I’d be happy to.”

I was taken aback by how casual she was about it all.  “It might not just be dessert,” I added, keen to make things abundantly clear.

“I hoped as much,” Sam said.  “What kind of dessert would you like?”

I rolled my tongue over my teeth and stroked my foot up the side of Jason’s leg.  “I think a can of whipped cream will suffice.”

Sam giggled.  “Right you are.  I’ll add all of this to your bill.  Your room number?”

“Four-four-five,” I answered.

“Oooh,” Sam swooned.  “I’ll be up as soon as I can.  Sound good?”

“Sounds perfect,” I said.  I could see the excitement in Jason’s eyes but he was reluctant to let it all out just yet.  “Doesn’t it honey?”

“It certainly does,” he said, and thankfully he managed to give off the confident allure that I knew he was capable of.  When it came to it I knew that Sam would be like putty in his hands.

She turned to leave and Jason called her back.  “Oh, Sam,” he said.

She hurried back to the table.  “Yes, sir?”

“Keep that outfit on, will you?”

She looked down herself and nodded.  I think there was something about the whole ‘servant’ look that turned Jason on more than anything.

“Right you are,” she said.

We finished the last of the champagne and left our seats, walking out from the restaurant that was oblivious to the sinful little deal that we’d just brokered.

When we were clear I let out a breath and leaned against Jason, laughing.  “Did that just really happen?!”

“I think it did,” he said, equally giddy.  “Are we gonna ... have a threesome?”

“We just might,” I said, holding his arm and pausing the conversation while we walked past a smartly dressed couple.

We hurried into the elevator and when the doors closed we gushed like teenagers to each other.

“Did you see how cool I was?” I burst, leaning against him.

“You were perfect,” he beamed.  “And did you hear me tell her to keep her outfit on?”

“I did!” I jumped, before remembering we were in an elevator.  “You were so smooth.”

I leaned against his lapel and planted a kiss on his lips.  “Ready for the both of us?”

“Of course.”

“It’ll be great.”

“Are you ready for her?”

“Oh, yes,” I answered, sure of myself.  “I think we can show you a thing or three.”

Jason laughed and then took a deep breath.  “You sure you’re okay with this?”

“Didn’t you see her?  I wanna fuck that little minx just as much as you do.”

He laughed as we exited the elevator and rounded the resplendent corridor to our room.  He slid the key in the lock and we pushed through together, babbling like best friends.

“What should we wear?” I asked

“I think we’re fine as we are, aren’t we?”

“Are you gonna answer the door?”

“I think you should,” Jason said.  “I’ll just be on the bed here, all casual like.”

“And then the pair of us will come in and get straight to work.”

“Fuck,” he said, jumping on the bed.  He could barely contain himself.

“Nice and hard?”

“I’m stiff as a rock just thinking about it,” he said.  “Look.”

I stared to his suit pants and saw the impressive bulge across the front of them.

“She’s gonna like that,” I said softly, sauntering across the thick carpet towards him.  I put a knee on the bed and rubbed at his stiffness beneath his pants.

He hummed contentedly, looking out briefly across the twinkling lights of the city and the Eiffel tower before looking back to me and smiling.

“Thank you for this,” he said.

“It’s a gift to both of us, remember.”

Just then the door knocked and Jason’s eyes lit up.  “She’s here!”

“Relax, honey,” I said, kissing his lips and leaving him on the bed.

I skipped to the door, feeling the soft carpet through the bottom of my stockings.  I opened the door to the sight of Sam peering at my emerging face and then smiling wide as she realized it was me.  She’d let her hair down and one hand was giving it some volume.

“Hey,” she said, and from behind her back she pulled a can of whipped cream.  “Dessert?”

“Get in here,” I said.

She walked past, smelling of sweet perfume mixed with the fruity scent of her conditioner.

“My husband is waiting on the bed.”

“Well, hello,” I heard her say ahead of me as she walked through the lounge and into our bedroom.  “What a view.”

She looked briefly out of the window but then turned to Jason who lay on the bed with his hands behind his head and his feet crossed.  He was still wearing his tux.

Sam shook the can and turned to the both of us.  She popped the lid and squirted some into her mouth, laughing over it as she swallowed it down without a care.

“Yum!” she cooed.

“Wanna eat that off something else?” I asked, narrowing my eyes across at her.

“Sounds like fun.”

“Pull out your cock, Jason,” I said, not wasting an ounce of time.

His hands moved down to his belt and he unbuckled himself.  I could see that his packet was stiff inside.  Sam interjected before he could show her.

“Can’t I pull it out?” she asked.

“Of course,” I said.  “How rude of me.  Jason?”

He let his hands fall by his side and Sam took off her flat shoes.  She mounted the bed and crawled across.  Her short black skirt pulled tight over her bubbly ass.  She had an athlete’s frame and her butt looked like it had been toned with squat-work.

“Let’s see what I’m working with here,” she said, and unabashed she went straight for her target.

She opened his fly wide and reached down into his pants, swooning as she felt his thickness and pulled it up out of his pants.

“Oh, fuck-yes,” she said.  “That’s what I was hoping for.”

Jason had a lot to be proud of.  His cock was one of the biggest and nicest I’d ever had.  It wasn’t ridiculously huge but it definitely left a lady satisfied.

Sam shook the can in her hand and squirted a dollop of cream out onto Jason’s cock.  She stooped her head and licked along it, then she arrived at the bulbous crown and planted it straight into her mouth, fighting to get all the cream that she could.

She hummed at her decadent behavior and slid back off him, leaving a trail of cream along his shaft that she quickly tended to with her tongue until it was all gone.

“Perfect,” she said.

I was still watching her from the foot of the bed.  She had such a confident, mesmerizing way about her that I’d kind of forgotten that I’d intended to join in too.

“My turn,” I said, and I put a knee on the bed.  My red dress drifted up over my black stockings and I pushed my ass out as I crawled behind her, but my target wasn’t Jason.  It was her.

I slid her dress up over her ass and she turned her head quickly.  At first her face was a picture of shock, but she soon remembered herself.  She narrowed her eyes and looked through her lashes.

“You gonna be naughty back there?” she asked.

“I intend to be,” I said, rubbing at her ass that was covered in her tights.

She hummed contentedly and moved back to Jason’s cock putting it back in her mouth and rolling her tongue around him.

He took a sharp breath through his teeth and groaned, looking through his lashes at me as I started to tug down her tights.

With some effort I slid them underneath her skirt and down her pale, smooth legs.  Eventually I peeled them off her cutesy, painted toes and then I was back behind her, staring into the cleavage of her delicious ass.

“Hand me the cream,” I said.

Sam’s jaw dropped open in faux shock, but she did as I asked.

I took the can and moved my face close, kissing one of her cheeks gently and looking at the strap of fabric that pulled across her panties.  I moved my lips to her crotch and gave it a kiss, listening to her gasp ahead of me.

“What’s she doing?” Jason asked, looking to Sam.

“She’s taking down my panties,” Sam said, although I hadn’t yet.

With her passive instructions made I reached beneath her dress and grabbed the waist of her tiny panties.  I pulled at them and the fabric slipped off her crotch and fell down off her ass.  I pulled it down and stared at her tight, perfect, symmetrical slit.  Above it sat her tiny dot-like asshole, all hairless and impeccable.  I’d have been envious if I wasn’t so turned on.

“Eat her pussy, honey,” Jason said, getting into the spirit of things faster than I thought he might.

I shook the cream and squirted a slither of it down over her ass and pussy.  I pressed my face against her and listened to her moan as my tongue scooped out the sweet cream.  I raced over her asshole and down to her pussy, tonguing at everything along the route and filling my mouth with the decadent cream.

I heard Sam moan ahead of me, her cries muffled by the thick packet of my husband that was wedged inside her mouth.  She slurped him through her lips and I heard the spit filling her mouth as she spoke.

“Eat my ass and pussy, Mrs. Casper,” she groaned.  To hear her use my name like that gave me a thrill like no other.

She plunged my husband’s cock back into her mouth and by now the whipped-cream seemed unnecessarily calorific.  I tossed it to the carpet and planted my mouth back over her ass, tonguing at that perfect dimple of hers and slithering down to tease inside her aching honey-pot.

Sam gave out appreciative moans and groans for each one of my exploratory licks.  I’d never eaten pussy before—or ass for that matter—so it was reassuring to hear that I was doing something right.

My tongue teased inside and I tasted her sweetness.  She tasted good enough without the cream anyway and soon I was parting her lips with my fingers and licking over her pink flesh.  My mouth enveloped her slit and I teased my tongue out, targeting her clit.

My husband took off his suit-jacket, throwing it to the floor before Sam rose up and got to work on the buttons of his shirt.

He unfastened his bow-tie and I rose up on my knees to join her, putting my arm over her shoulder and watching her undress him.

“Good girl,” I hushed, biting at her ear.

She shuddered a playful groan and giggled, then she turned to me and started to kiss my lips.  Before I knew it was making-out with a woman twenty years my junior who I’d only met about an hour and a half ago.  This was certainly a vacation to remember.

She looked back to Jason and pushed his shirt open.  Her hands found his pecs and she gushed as she squeezed them, giggling and looking back at me.

“We’re gonna have some fun,” she said.

“I already am,” I said, and I nuzzled my head into her neck and put a hand up her dress.

She leant forward and started to kiss my husband on the mouth like he was her lover.  I watched his eyes close and his tongue push through to meet hers.  Her hand was quickly around his cock and I thrust my fingers up inside her to match her rhythm.

“That’s it,” she purred, pushing her forehead against my husband’s and looking at her hand as it pulled back and forth over his flesh.

I could feel her wetness sliding over my fingers as I probed two inside.  I clapped my palm against her as I beat them into her, listening to the juices of her pussy echo inside her snatch.

“Let’s get this shirt off,” I said now, sliding my fingers out of her wetness and looking over her shoulder as I unfastened her pressed, white blouse.

I pulled it back off her arms and she broke away from my husband momentarily.  My hands were quickly around her body, putting a breast in each hand and pressing my chest to her back.

Her tits were smaller but perkier than my own.  I unclasped her bra and she took it off her shoulders, tossing it aside and draping her arms over my husband to kiss him again.

My hands were on her breasts again, sliding over her pink nipples until they started to stiffen against me.

“Look at those tits,” Jason said, and he leant forward and eased Sam back.

He held her in his powerful arms and I moved from behind her, holding his head and bringing him to her tits like it was a gift to him.

He wound his lips over her and encircled her raised studs with his hungry mouth.  Sam moaned to the ceiling, her eyes closed as she relished the sensation.

I stood away from the bed now and watched the pair of them.  It was like a page from the Kama Sutra seeing them in their pose.  Jason’s big cock sprang up from between them both, resting against Sam’s skirt that covered her modesty for now.  My husband fed on her tits with aplomb, uncaring as I undressed beside them.

Sam’s eyes finally opened and she turned to me just as I was unzipping my dress.  It fell to the floor to reveal my black bra and panties, with the garter-belt to hold up my stockings.

“Now that’s a woman,” she growled, biting her lip.  “Come here.”

I walked over towards them and their eyes were on me now.  I put a knee on the bed and returned to my spot, then Sam reached around my back and unclasped my bra.

“Look at those,” she said.  My husband didn’t need a second invitation.

The bra fell away and my big tits sat on display for the pair of them.  Sam took my husband’s cock in one hand and put the other on my breast, jerking him and squeezing me as she closed her eyes.  It was as though she wanted the mixture of both sensations at once: a hard cock in one hand, a soft tit in the other.

I watched her slender fingers take control of Jason’s cock, getting him in the mood and filling his weighty balls with huge load of spunk that we were sure to enjoy together.

“We need to get those pants off,” I said, looking to Jason.

Sam obliged by kicked her leg over him and leaning back to give him a view up her skirt.  His eyes were on her immediately, keen not to waste the opportunity as he stared at her perfectly kempt slit.

“You like that?” I asked him, coming behind her again and pulling up the hemming of her skirt.

She groaned before I even touched her and when my fingers split her flesh Jason hurried his movements, as though he couldn’t wait to be rid of his pants and back to us.

He tossed them aside and came forward on his knees, his huge cock swaying like he was dowsing for water.

“Put it in her pussy,” I said sternly, looking down over her shoulder.

She lay against me with my arms under hers and I started to squeeze her tits as Jason readied himself.

He pumped his cock and wiggled between her legs, pushing her skirt up until it was around her midriff.  Sam split her knees wide and lay back against me.

“Fuck her,” I said.

“Fuck me, Mr. Casper,” she mewled.

Jason grabbed underneath at her ass and pulled her up to rest on his thighs, then he pushed his cock down and found her sticky wetness, slipping inside slowly.

My mouth hung open as I watched his inches disappear out of sight and I looked down to see Sam’s face.  Her brow was furrowed but the look on her face was one of pure unadulterated pleasure as she took each and every inch that he had to give her.

“Good girl,” I said, rubbing her stomach as though I was massaging Jason’s cock beneath.

I eased myself out from under her and Sam stayed in position.  She stretched out her legs until they were around Jason’s back, leaving her ass on his thigh and giving him a view right down on the action.

Well I couldn’t leave her mouth vacant like that, especially when it kept falling open to moan.  She looked so pretty.

I peeled my panties down over my ass and stepped out of them, then I flung my leg over her face and knelt myself down on her.

She took to it instantly, moaning up at my pussy and then giving me a huge, open-mouthed kiss.  I hummed contentedly, as though I’d just sunk into a hot bath.

When I opened my eyes again I saw Jason smirking back.  “Enjoying yourself?”

“Uh-huh,” I nodded, rolling my bottom-lip through my teeth and starting to grind over Sam’s moaning face.

She pulled at the folds of my pussy with her lips over her teeth, tonguing into me and tasting the pooling cum that had already arrived in my sex.

“Come here,” I said to Jason, curling a finger and beckoning him forward.

He leaned close and we performed our very own Eiffel Tower above our new lover as we kissed, with my husband deep in her pussy while mine sat on her face.

We kept that up for several minutes until Sam had me right on the edge of climax.  I couldn’t speak for Jason but I was about to explode.  My pussy was charged with eroticism, so sensitive now that each of her licks felt enormous.  I was swollen beyond belief.

“I’m gonna come!” I cried suddenly, and I watched Jason’s pupils dilate as he looked on.

My eyes closed and the color swirled across my vision.  I gasped and exhaled and then I felt the tremor course through me and strike my pussy.  The waves of euphoria exploded outwards as Sam tongued up into me, sucking, licking and biting in just the right way.

“Come on my face,” she cried, licking at my contracting pussy as my juices eased out of me.

She slurped them down and spread them back across my flesh as my husband continued to plow into her, but his main focus was on me now.

I put both hands on her tits and bunched mine together between my arms, groaning out my release and then falling off her to stretch myself out on the bed as the aftershocks trembled through me.

Quickly I was back to her, kissing her mouth lovingly and tasting my own juices that lay smeared across her maw.

“That was hot,” she giggled, but a sharp pump from Jason snatched the laugh from her.

“Give it us now, honey,” I called, putting myself alongside Sam.  “Give us your cum.”

Sam turned to me and we kissed as my husband’s big cock reemerged.

“Taste yourself,” I said, nodding to his dick.

Sam turned immediately and wrapped her lips over him as he arrived, slurping her sweet nectar off his cock with a smack of her lips.

“I taste good,” she cooed.

“I know,” I agreed.

Jason smirked as he looked down, beating his cock over his two beauties as though he owned us.

My hand worked down the front of her flat stomach and I found her soaked pussy.  Her clit was stiff and she needed only a little bit of jostling before she was primed to climax herself.

“Yes, Mrs. Casper,” she whined, gripping my wrist and keeping me there.

She started to take these deep breaths and her tits seemed to swell as her climax approached.  It was glorious to watch.  Her chest blushed red and her whole body tensed as she ached out her release.  Her sexuality seemed so raw and on display.

Jason was enjoying it too, I could tell.  He was working his hand over his big cock and the veins inside it were thicker than ever.  He looked ready to pop.

“Come for me,” I hushed, and both of them thought the request was for them.

Sam let out a yelp and exhaled, shuddering and opening her mouth wide in silent moan.

Jason was more audible, building his pumps to a flurry and then grunting wildly as the first rope of hot cum leapt from his cock and fell across the both of us.

Sam let out a delighted groan as the warm cum hit her tits and I continued to slide my finger along her soaked groove as my husband delivered his next lashing.

This time he pointed it closer to our faces.  I flinched as it struck my mouth, then I hummed contentedly and licked my tongue across my lips to taste the bitter-sweetness.

Sam moaned alongside me, her orgasm flowing out of her as she undulated in the sheets.  Jason watched down above us, pumping along his cock and making a real mess of the both of us as more and more of his hot love poured out.

It fell across our faces again and I put a hand to her jaw and turned her face towards me.  We kissed and the cum found its way between the embrace until soon our tongues were wrapping around it.

Sam was unabashed as the mess flowed over our faces, kissing me with more passion than I’d ever seen from her.  It was as though the kiss was a display of gratitude for everything we’d given her that evening.

The final few webs arced over us and Jason’s groan told us he was spent, kneeling there breathless with his cock steadily dripping the last of his seed.

Sam turned to him and raced her mouth down over his cock again, claiming the errant cum and keen for it not to go to waste.

She turned to me with a full mouth and looked to my lips.  I met hers again and felt the velvety texture spilled over into my mouth, sliding between our tongues as we kissed it back and forth until it was all gone.

“That’s so fucking hot,” Jason said, looking down and shaking his head in disbelief.

The pair of us started to giggle.

“Sorry about the sheets,” Jason said.

“Not my problem,” Sam said, and she gave me another deep kiss.

Jason fell beside us and we lay there in silence, apart from the deep breathing.  The three of us were utterly spent and utterly contented.  Sam had given us a world-class service and my husband had given her a big tip in return.  Paris was everything we hoped, plus a little more.

THE END
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My Husband’s Salon Treatment
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“He’ll be here soon,” I said across to Liz, finishing up on Carol, a regular client who sat in front of me in the salon chair.

“Does he know?”  Liz said, sweeping up the trimmings of previous customers.

“Not a clue,” I beamed.

“What’s happening?” Carol asked.

“Well,” I smiled, running my tongue over my teeth.  “It’s his birthday and Liz and I are going to give him a treat he won’t forget.”

“Damn,” Carol swooned, “that sounds interesting.”

“You don’t know the half of it,” Liz said.  She’d worn this tiny black skirt for the occasion and looked a picture.

Liz and my husband had only met once before at a work party, but I could tell immediately that they liked each other.  My husband Sean is a handsome guy.  His hair is this ashen-grey, giving him a texture that I’d love to replicate in the salon.  He has these warm blue eyes and an inviting smile that makes you confess things you shouldn’t.

Liz is young and feisty.  She made no bones about her feelings for my husband and I found the whole thing flattering.  She’d openly talk about him in the salon as we went about our day, asking me more intimate questions when no clients were around.  I’d half-promised to show her exactly what she wanted to know one day.  Well today was that day.

“What have you got planned?” Carol asked, looking in the mirror at me as I stood behind her.

“Oh, one or two things” I said, tongue-in-cheek.  “He’ll leave here a happy man, put it that way.”

“I’m thinking I should stick around,” she said.

I laughed.  “No spectators.  It’s just Liz, me and my husband.”

Carol was cool with it all.  She’d been a client of mine for years and knew that I was an open-book when it came to many things, but staunchly closed on others.  I’d decided that Liz could join us, but nothing more than that.

“You’ll have to tell me all the juicy details when I’m next here,” she said.

“Deal,” I agreed.

Carol paid and shook her head with a smile as she lingered at the door.  “I hope he knows how lucky he is.”

“He will,” Liz said, standing all prim-and-proper in her tiny dress and tights.  She looked like butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth, but I knew better.  Liz had confided in me about her escapades since I’d employed her last year.  Despite being only nineteen she had this wealth of depravity that I was almost jealous of.  She found herself in the damndest of scrapes, and here I was putting her in another.

Carol pulled the door closed and walked off down the sidewalk.  I dropped the blinds on the two huge windows that sat either side of the door, spotting Sean pulling up in his car across the road as I did so.

“He’s here,” I said to Liz.

She jumped quickly on the spot.  She’d been more excited about this whole thing than I was.

“So, run me through it again,” she said.  “We get him in the chair and then ...?”

“I’ll be washing his hair.  You’ll be pulling his cock out.”

She bit her lip.  “And he has no idea?”

“None,” I smirked.  “He thinks he’s just getting a special haircut for our dinner reservation tonight.”

“I love giving surprises!”

“Shh, he’s coming!”

Liz ran for her broom and grabbed it just as Sean arrived at the door.  I opened it for him and he stepped.  He wore a long business coat and had his suit on beneath.  With autumn well underway we had a lot of clothes to remove, but the shop was warm.  He took his coat off immediately and hung it on the stand, looking around.

“It’s quiet,” he said, not noticing as I closed and locked the door behind him.

“I cleared the schedule,” I said.

He looked to Liz who was concentrating far too much on her broom as she passed it over the lacquered wooden floor.

“Hey—uhmm—Liz, is it?” he said.

She looked up and smiled.  “Hello, Mr. Connors.”

“Sean,” he said.  “You can call me Sean, please.”

“Hey, Sean,” she said, giving him a flirtatious wave.

Sean swallowed uncomfortably and pulled at the collar of his shirt.

“You can take your jacket and tie off, honey,” I said.  “They’ll only get in the way.”

He turned back to the coat-stand and pulled his suit-jacket off his back.  I turned to Liz and gave her the thumbs-up.  Her eyes were sparkling with delight as she watched him open the collar of his shirt and pop open a couple of buttons.

“Where do you want me?” he asked, turning to us.

“Well I think we should give these locks a wash before we give you a trim,” I said, running my fingers through his hair.

“You’re the boss,” he said.

“Come sit in the chair.”

I walked over to the black, leather seat that sat in front of the basin.  The basin was its own island so you could move around it—something I’d insisted on when we had the place refurbished.

“The chair,” my husband smiled.  “Sounds like the name of a challenge.”

“It might be,” I smiled, looking again to Liz who was doing her best not to giggle.

She moved around the room, sweeping and clicking her high-heels along the wooden floor.  It was hard not to pay attention to her.  I’d never known anyone look so good with a broom before.

“Lie back,” I said to Sean.

He sat in the chair and sank against the back of it, putting his head into the groove of the basin and staring up at the ceiling.

“Comfortable?” I asked, turning on the water and checking the heat against my hand.

“Umm, yeah,” he said, sounding surprised.

“Relax.” 

I put a towel around his neck.  Sean’s eyes closed warily.  I guess the whole thing was pretty new to him and guys aren’t good at letting their guards down.

I ran the warm jets of water into his hair and started to massage his scalp.  He let out a deep groan and I flashed my eyes to Liz as it filled the salon.

Her mouth hung agape as she heard it.  It sounded decidedly erotic and I could tell Liz was excited by it.  I don’t think it’d be the first groan we heard from him that day.

“Relax,” I said again slowly, as though I was a hypnotist.

Sean rolled his shoulders into the leather and let out a calming breath, seeming to sink into the experience and embrace it.  I knew then that I had him.

I pushed my nails through his black and gray hair, teasing my long nails against his scalp and treating him to an experience that he’d been sorely missing.  Ordinarily Sean would head into a barber’s for a five-minute cut, but I think he was beginning to see how he’d been missing out.  Never again would he pass-up an offer from me for a cut at the salon.

He hummed another appreciative groan and I motioned silently to Liz to come over.  She placed the broom quietly against the wall and walked cautiously across the floor, keen not to let the clicks of her heels ring out too loudly.

Sean was too deeply relaxed to notice.  When Liz arrived over him he didn’t even open his eyes.  Instead he lay there with a contented smile on his face, his eyes closed as I massaged is scalp.

I nodded down to his belt and Liz put herself beside his waist, looking down and preparing herself to unleash him.

“Now since it’s your birthday,” I said, watching his smile broaden, “I’ve decided to give you access to our most exclusive package of all here at the salon.”

I gave Liz a signal and her hands moved to his belt.  Sean’s eyes flashed open and he looked straight up at me.

“The platinum package, sir,” I said, my mouth twisting in a smile as I relished the look of confused panic on Sean’s face.

He realized far too slowly that if both my hands were on his scalp then someone else’s hands must have been on his belt buckle.

He looked down his body, keeping his head still.  Liz smiled up at him, unlocking the buckle of his belt and sliding it open.

“Wh—what?” Sean said, and he tried to sit up.

I shut the water of and held his shoulders down, dropping my head to whisper close to his ear.

“It’s my husband’s fortieth,” I said calmly, “and I’ll be damned if I’m not going to give him a present to remember.”

He swallowed and looked back to me.

“Now relax,” I said again.  “Liz and I are going to treat you to something you’ll never forget.”

She used this as her cue to pop the button at his waist.  Sean tried to move again but I kept my hand on his shoulders.  He didn’t seem to be putting up too much of a fight.

“It’s okay,” I said.  “You have a pass today.  Enjoy it.”

“A pass?” he asked, flashing his gaze quickly between me and Liz.  She was unzipping his pants slowly and building the tension inside both her and Sean.

“Today you can do anything you want.  Liz knows the deal, don’t you Liz?”

“A one-time ticket to ride,” she said, putting it in a way only she could.

“A one-time ticket,” I repeated.  “Happy birthday.”

At that Liz reached into his boxer-shorts and pulled out the stiffening muscle inside.  I think my hands on his scalp had already got him half-way there, and Liz’s eagerness to see his cock was doing the rest.

She stood there in her short, tight dress, her face a picture of unbridled joy as she marveled at the thick length of my husband that was finishing its growth in her hand.

He looked down and I put my hands on his shoulders, bending down to talk into his ear again.  “Let her do her thing.”

I squeezed at the tension beneath the towel, massaging him briefly before turning the water back on and continuing to tickle his scalp.

Liz was holding his thick cock like a baton, jerking it gradually up and down and looking into the face of my husband as she did so.  She was no longer looking to me for approval.  Instead the moment felt like something intimate between her and my husband.  She was like a snake-charmer gradually wooing her subject.

I could see Sean visibly begin to relax again.  His shoulders flattened back against the leather chair and his eyes closed as Liz pumped over him.  Sean’s cock was beautiful, if you could say that about a cock.  It was just the right length and girth—like a golden ratio for dicks.

Liz was smitten by it.  She stared down and watched it move through her hand, giving it long, slow pumps to begin with as he reached his full size.  She pointed her thumb up the underside of it and stroked over him, moving his skin over the muscle.

“Mmmm,” he groaned again, submitting completely now.  I knew it wouldn’t take much effort.

Sean wiggled his butt in the chair as Liz got more comfortable too.  She put another hand around his length now and pumped both of them over him, wielding him like a huge sabre.

She knelt to the floor now and took a look at me for one final request of permission.  I closed my eyes and gave her a nod.  I think I was just as keen to see her suck his cock as he was.  She’d certainly talked a good game when it came to blowjobs in the past.

Liz really started the thing off with a bang.  She dropped her mouth over him and Sean tightened up and squeezed at the arm-rests.  Her mouth ran over the head of his cock and rolled down the shaft.  I watched him disappear inside her as she swallowed him, taking inch after inch after inch.  Just when I was sure she was done she pushed down further until her lips were right around the hilt of him.

Sean’s eyes opened and he stared down to confirm his suspicions.  By this point I’d stopped massaging his head.  I shut the water off and watched, wondering just where exactly Sean’s cock was hiding.

“Are you seeing this?” he asked, looking back to me.

Liz pushed a lock of her blonde hair behind her head and bounced her eyebrows at the both of us.

Sean let out a chuckle but it was snatched away by Liz as she crept out her tongue and teased it at the underside of his cock.  He groaned long and loud, letting his head fall back against the basin and looking up to me.

“Where did you find this girl?!”

Liz unwound him from her mouth, peeling her lips back over him to reveal his slick length.  She was like a sword-swallower or close-up magician.

“You never told me you could do that,” I said, dumbfounded.

“You never asked,” she shrugged, squeezing and pulling at Sean’s cock.

“Do it again,” I said, nodding to him.  “Let me see it.”

Liz smiled and tossed her hair behind her shoulders again, sinking her lips over him.  This time I moved back and watched her throat thicken as she took him inside it.  It bulged with his girth, looking like a snake swallowing its prey.

“What other secrets are you hiding?” I said, stepping back again to admire the whole scene.

Sean’s knuckles were white as he held on tight for the ride.  Liz pulled back and his wet cock slipped from her again, but this time she snarled at it like an animal and switched gears, gripping it in her fist and pumping her saliva over him.

He slipped through her wet grip as she pinched her way to the crown, putting the tip of him inside her and kissing his glistening cock like she was sucking an ice-pop.

“That’s good,” I said slowly, moving my hand down to touch at the crotch of my pants.  Watching Liz move was like a treat unto itself.  She had such a commanding way over Sean, as though she was a mistress of cock and he was yet another subject.

Finally Sean’s eyes opened and he stared down again to witness the devilish little nymph that was giving him the ultimate birthday present.

Liz looked to me now, spotting my hand working between my legs.  “Come and join me,” she said.

I stepped back towards her and moved around the other side of the chair, positioning myself opposite.

Sean looked down, his hair wet and dripping.  He took the towel from his neck and rubbed quickly, drying off the brunt of the water.  Then he sat up to enjoy the incoming treatment from his wife and his mistress.

I knelt opposite Liz and she pointed the tip of his Sean’s cock towards me, offering it as though it was a spoonful of foreign food.

“Try it,” she said.

I pushed my brunette locks behind my ear and moved in timidly.  I’d sucked his cock before—of course—but I’d never had him in my throat.  Liz had made it look easy.

I pushed down over him and stifled a gag as I felt his thick tip hit my tonsils.  Quickly I pulled back, gasping and spluttering.

“I don’t have a gag reflex,” she said, taking back control and pushing her lips down over him again.

He sank straight into her throat with ease, bulging her gullet wide.  She pulled back and his cock was awash with her spit, looking big and delicious.

She aimed it back to me and instead of trying to match her party-trick I took a grip of Sean and gave him every other move in my repertoire.

I twisted two hands up and down his cock, spitting on the tip and using it to lubricate my grip.  The embrace was tight and wet and I knew Sean loved it.  I got a kick out of watching his knuckles whiten again as he gripped the hair.  His fingers pushed into the leather and he groaned as though the release was cathartic.

“You girls are something else,” he cried.

“Undress for him, Liz,” I said casually, still beating his cock and sucking on him.

Liz didn’t miss a step.  She stood up and walked to the foot of the chair, staring down at Sean who watched her intently.

I slurped along his cock as she pulled the dress off her shoulders, unzipping the back of it and then letting it fall to the wooden floor.

Beneath she wore a set of black, lacey lingerie, covering her tits and flowing down over her flat stomach to wrap between her legs.

She kicked the dress aside with her high-heeled shoes, standing astride in front of Sean.  He looked her up and down and so did I.  My hand beat idly as I looked at her slender figure.  She was curvy in all the right places.  The lingerie held her big tits perfectly and as she turned slowly you could see her delightful ass, made rounder by the cut of her garment that turned her cheeks into two full circles.

“Is that what you want?” I asked, looking up into his eyes.

“I want you both,” he confessed.  “Can I have that?”

“It’s your birthday,” I said.  “You can have anything you want.”

I went to stand next to Liz.  I unfastened the buttons of my white blouse and pulled it out from my tight pants.  I was dressed a little more professionally than Liz, but she was young enough to get away with turning up to work in all manner of ensembles.

I made it half-way down my blouse before Liz came to help.  She took the task from me and continued unbuttoning me, facing her ass towards Sean who took the opportunity to ogle it some more.  He grabbed his cock and started to jerk himself as he watched us both.

“Look at that,” I motioned, and Liz turned to see.

“My, oh, my,” she said.  “I love watching guys jerk.”

Sean pumped his cock through his fist with fresh vigor, putting on a show for the both of us now.  Liz undid the last couple of buttons without looking, keeping her gaze on Sean’s thick length instead.

She walked behind me and took the shirt back off my shoulder, showing Sean my white bra that contrasted hers.

Her hands came under my arms and she gripped at my tits, pushing them together in their cups and bouncing them for Sean who smirked back.  Liz unfastened my bra, smoothing her hands back round to my front and pushing them up under the garment.

Her cool hands touched my bare tits now and I leant my head back against her.  I turned my lips towards her and she pulled me closer, kissing my mouth.  I’d never kissed a woman before.  There was something even more sensual about it than kissing my husband.  Her smooth lips felt different.

She dragged my bra off and then moved her hands down to the front of my pants, still holding me in a hug.  I could feel her big tits pressing against my back as she unfastened my pants and pulled them wide, teasing the fingertips of each hand down inside my panties.

“That’s it,” Sean said, yearning to see more.

I bent as demurely as possible and unfastened my shoes.  Liz stepped away from me and took the attention of Sean again, slipping the shoulder-straps of her lingerie down over her arms.  The garment was almost sheer and in the right light you could make out the darkening flesh of her nipples beneath.

Sean was rapt on her.  When I stepped out of my shoes and stood back up I could see him looking to her tits as she did a writhing movement in front of him.  I was captivated too.  Gradually she peeled down the lingerie, moving even slower as she revealed her stiff nipples.

“Perfect,” Sean gushed, watching the picture of her tits become complete in front of him.

I dropped my pants and stepped out of them in just my white panties, tip-toeing around the back of Liz now to mimic what she’d done to me.

I put my hands under her arms and gripped her tits, squeezing the flesh and feeling her nipples stiffen against my palms.  She seemed to dine out on the moment much more comfortably than I had.  She groaned to my touch and brought her hand behind me to pull me closer to her.

“Yes,” she hushed.  “Play with these big titties.”

I felt the juices flood to my pussy as I surrendered to her order.  Suddenly the dynamic in the shop had changed.  I might have been in charge when it came to cutting and styling hair, but Liz seemed to wear the trousers when it came to matters of the flesh.  She was so at-ease with it all.

I squeezed and pinched to the nipple, looking intermittently to Sean who was still jerking his cock.  He started to unbutton his shirt and Liz seemed incapable of merely watching.  She strode towards him when the hair of his chest became visible and she pushed the shirt back off his shoulders.

Sean hurried out of it and she dropped his lips to him, kissing him deep and passionately as I stood in place, wondering what the hell I’d unleashed.

The sight of her kissing him as he jerked his cock turned me on more than I thought it would.  The idea of sharing Sean was something that had scared me, but now that it was happening I found myself strangely enjoying it all.  Liz was giving him something I couldn’t.

I pushed two fingers over the crotch of my panties and groaned as I felt he juices slide out of me inside.

I walked forwards and Liz vacated Sean’s mouth.  He tossed his shirt aside as I put my mouth to his, kissing him deep before putting my forehead against his.

“Enjoying yourself?” I asked, knowing the answer.

He opened his mouth to say something, but all that came out was a whimpering groan.  I looked down to see Liz wrapping her lips around his cock again, then she moved off him and trapped his length between her big tits.

She pushed them over him, roughly working within the limited parameters of the salon chair.  She jerked him from the side, wedging him up between her big cleavage and sucking at his cock whenever it came free.

I held Sean’s head against my tits while he watched, but then I started to share the animal-like primal eroticism that was flowing out of Liz.  I gripped my breasts and pushed them towards Sean’s face and he opened his mouth hungrily to wrap his lips over them.

He sucked and fed on my nipples as Liz held him in the soft embrace of her big tits, jerking him between them and yearning for the cum that was building in his balls.

I moved down from Sean’s face and around the back of the basin behind, standing over Liz.  I took a fistful of her hair and pushed her down over Sean’s cock, moving her head over him and jerking him in her throat.

With her under my control I started to become more empowered.  I’d been caught off-guard by the initial depravity but now I felt at home in it.  I yanked her head up by the hair and Liz grunted in pain as she stood quickly.

I pulled her over towards the basin and Sean turned to watch, surprised by my sudden power-play.  I took her hand and put it on the rim of the round basin, then I did the same with her other hand.

“Get up, Sean,” I said.

He slid down off the chair and stepped out of his pants and boxer-shorts, standing proud with his big erection that jutted out from his body.  It was surreal to have my husband naked in the place I worked, but it wasn’t the oddest thing about the day.

I gripped Liz’s hair again and saw the delight in her eyes as she felt the pain.  I had my suspicions that she might like it rough, but this was confirmation.

“Come over her and fuck her, Sean,” I said.

I took a grip of her lingerie and yanked it down, listening to it rip and watching her ass wobble as I teared it away.

I yanked again and the thing came free, leaving her naked now apart from her high-heels.  She pushed her ass out and posed against the basin, looking to Sean who was walking behind her now.  I stepped out of my panties and took a grip of his cock as he came close.

“Get it in her tight pussy,” I snarled, pumping my fist over him and pointing him towards his target.

Liz looked back over her shoulder.  “Fuck me, Mr. Connors,” she said.  Sean didn’t correct her this time.

He shuffled forwards and I stroked the tip of his cock back and forth along her wet pussy.  I could feel how soaked he was when my fist touched her swollen sex.  She was ready alright.

I held him close and helped him inside.  I was a party to his adultery, making the whole things even more sinful than I could have imagined.

I pushed forward and let him go, listening to her cries of pleasure as his burgeoning inches sank up into her.

“Good girl,” I said, holding her neck.  I bit at her ear and squeezed her throat as Sean pushed inside.

Liz let out a groaning scream of pleasure, forcing it out through her throat that I squeezed tight.

“You like that?  You like this big fucking cock inside you, huh?” I asked.

“I do!” she screamed.  “He feels so fucking good in my pussy.”

Sean was gripping at her ass, pushing his hips against her butt and slamming himself deep each time.  His flesh clapped against her as he built his rhythm and I looked down to watch him disappear through the crack of her ass.

“Are you gonna take him?” I asked, twisting my fingers over my pussy now.  “You want to take his fucking cum?”

“Uh-huh,” she nodded.  “I want it.”

“Where do you want it?” I asked, eager to hear.

Sean slammed away behind, grunting and groaning as he jerked his cock through her tight body.  Liz gripped him much more firmly than I ever could.

“I want it on my fucking face,” she growled, looking to me.

For a moment I was caught off guard by her serious enthusiasm.

“You do, huh?” I asked, taking hold of her cheeks in my hand.  I squeezed her face and kissed her lips, rubbing my pussy with increasing vigor.

“I fucking want it,” she begged.  “I want his fucking cum on my face.”

“You hear that, honey?” I asked, keeping my eyes on Liz’s moaning face.

“I heard her,” he said.

I looked to him and he smiled back.  I stood up and put my naked body against his, kissing him as he fucked her.

“Do it,” I insisted.  “Let me pull your cum out all over her.  Do you want that?”

Sean nodded.

“Would that be a good birthday gift?”

“It’d be fucking perfect,” he said, lunging his lips forwards and kissing me deep.

His tongue wound around mine and he upped his tempo, slamming against Liz’s ass and causing her to scream so loud that her voice bounced off the walls.

“She’s fucking coming,” Sean said, breaking from the embrace and looking at me with a proud smile.

“Is that right,” I asked, stepping back to Liz.  “Are you coming on my husband’s big, hard cock?”

“Yes!” she cried, slapping at the porcelain basin and grunting hard.

She bent over more and Sean shuffled back.  She was at a right-angle now, her ass pointed straight towards him.

I bent to my knees and finger-fucked my pussy as I watched the pleasure wash over my assistant’s face.  I could see the climax captivate her.  Her body tightened and then relaxed in undulating waves.  Her groans matched her trembling knees and Sean’s groans told me that her pussy was busily contracting over his thick length.

“Are you close, honey?” I asked, looking to him.

“I’m close.”

“I want to share it,” I said, looking at Liz’s pleasured expression.  “I want to pump it over the both of us.”

I seldom let my husband shoot on my face but Liz’s sense of adventure was contagious.

“Give it us,” I urged to Sean.  “Give us that full-load.  I want to feel your fucking cum on my face.”

Sean clapped through her tight pussy and then pulled out.  Liz moved quick and fast, as though she knew all-too-well that she might miss the moment.

She spun to her knees and put her face close to mine, rubbing her pussy and looking to Sean who had started to beat his cock in front of us.

“Give me that,” I urged
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