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“Is that a problem?” I said, nodding to Dan.

“What?”

“His—umm—erection?”

“I hadn’t noticed,” Kelsey said.

I let out a laugh that was perhaps too loud.  “You hadn’t noticed that?” I said, and I pointed to the hard cock that stood to attention behind Dan’s thigh.

“Honey,” Dan warned.

“I’m just having a bit of fun.”

Both Kelsey and Dan were red with embarrassment.  I didn’t feel a damn bit of shame.  I mean, we were adults, weren’t we?  We should be able to experience that kind of stuff and it not be weird.

“Ready to carry on, Kels?”

“It’s a little distracting, isn’t it?” she said.

“Jeez, do you want me to chop it off.  It’s Hannah’s fault!”

“Me?” I asked, putting a hand on my chest and feigning innocence.

“Playing with your tits!”

Kelsey looked to me and then noticed how open my top was.  “Hannah!”

“I wasn’t!” I lied.

“You do something like that and this fella down here is gonna respond to it,” Dan said, pointing at his stiffness.  It gave Kelsey another excuse to look at it and she did.

“Do you want me to make it go away, Kels?” I asked.

“I—uhh—I’m not sure.”

Naughty girl, I thought.

“We could draw it?” I said.

Kelsey looked hopeful but then changed her mind.  “We don’t have to.”

“Okay,” I told her, but I could feel my own lust bubbling beneath the surface.  Something about seeing Dan’s hard cock always got me going.  I just wanted to put it inside me the second it got stiff.

“I should make it go away, shouldn’t I?” I asked, standing up.

Dan put a hand up defensively.  “You’re not gonna pull my armpit hair are you?”

“Why would I do that?”

“To get rid of my erection.”

“No!” I cried.  “Does that work?”

“I don’t know,” Dan said.

“It’d just come back though.  The only real way to cure it is to make it so you don’t feel horny anymore.”

“How are you gonna do that?” Kelsey asked curiously, but Dan was already one step ahead.

“In front of her?”

“She’s an adult,” I shrugged, and I knelt to the floor at his feet.

“Are you gonna suck it?” Kelsey asked excitedly.

I looked back to her with a smile.  “I am.”

“She’s not,” Dan said, but he wasn’t putting up much of a fight.

I reached out for his cock and claimed it as my own, wrapping my fingers around it.

“Hannah ...” Dan warned.

“What?”

“Kelsey you don’t have to stay,” Dan said.

“And miss this?!  Never.”

“That’s my girl,” I told her.

I moved towards Dan’s cock and he gripped the seat of his chair with two hands.  He looked up at the ceiling and muttered something to himself, but then he took a sharp breath as I spread my lips over the smooth, stiff head of his dick.

“Go, Hannah!” Kelsey cheered.

“Don’t look!” Dan said.  He was staring up at the ceiling while I had my fun in his lap.

I pushed him all the way into my mouth and then dragged him out of me slowly, making sure Kelsey could see.

I looked back at her to see the look of excitement etched across her face.  She picked up her pencil and started to draw.
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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?”
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