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Read An Excerpt
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“Robert here has always liked to watch,” Mrs. Jenner said, and I got the impression she was letting me in on the dynamic.  “He likes to watch me with other women.”

After she spoke she let out a soft kiss in my cheek, as though she was testing the water and seeing if I was game.  My mind was telling me to get the hell out of there, but my tense nipples and moaning sex were telling me something different.

I turned to look at Linda, trying to keep eye-contact, but every so often her eyes would look down at my lips and soon I was doing the same.

“Let’s give him something to watch,” I hushed, drawing my face close to hers.  I couldn’t believe what I was doing but there was no way out of it now.  It was as though I’d been possessed by a slutty spirit that showed no sign of becoming coy.

My lips touched hers and our tongues flirted between the embrace, sliding over each other and leaving me to imagine how it might feel somewhere else.

Mrs. Jenner’s hand came up through my hair and tickled the back of my head, keeping my face on hers as our lips entwined.

I sucked in a breath that caused my tits to rise and soon the both of us were breathing heavily in that lust-filled way that so often preceded sex.

Mr. Jenner was squeezing at his bulge now in frustration, but Linda was quick at hand.

“Shall we see what he’s got for us, Rhi?” she said after breaking from my lips.

She walked away towards him, leaving me standing alone in only my panties.  I took a couple of steps towards him too and he looked over her back towards me as she bent to unfasten him.

I could hear his belt being undone and then I heard the sound of a zipper before she impatiently dived into his pants.

“There we go,” she said simply, but she was obscuring the view.  “Come and have a look at what we’ve done to him.”

I moved around and stood at the side of her, cautiously peering round to get my first look at his cock.

Linda held it in her hand and looked to me.  “See how big it is?”

She wasn’t joking.  Robert’s cock looked huge in her grasp, stretching out from her grip and curling back towards his body.

She began to slide her fist over it and Robert watched her.  The whole thing was undeniably bizarre.  I wasn’t expecting any of it to happen, but now that it was I also couldn’t deny how much it was turning me on.

I watched with wide eyes as her mouth opened and she pressed it over the bulbous tip of Mr. Jenner’s cock.  He started to disappear inside her mouth but she kept her eyes locked on him.  I watched him enjoy her and instinctively my hand moved to my pussy to squeeze at the sensation below.
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Fun in the Fitting Room
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The work Christmas ball was a couple of months away but I wanted to make sure I’d planned well in advance.  I worked for a large hotel chain and the Christmas ball was the event of the calendar.  Everyone made an effort, from the Lindaitors and bell-hops all the way up to the management and directors.

At nineteen-years-old it was the first time I was going to experience the occasion, but from what my colleagues had said the night sounded like the stuff of legend.  The largest function room in the resort was ours for one night of revelry that no-one would forget and I couldn’t wait.

Consequently I wanted to make sure I was looking my best for the night, and what better person to help me out than Mrs. Jenner.  She'd been a friend of the family since as long as I could remember and happened to own her own dress-making shop.

She usually catered for brides and prom queens, but I was sure she could make an exception for me.  After explaining everything to her she couldn’t have been more supportive.  At times she seemed even more excited than me.

“My Rhiannon ... all grown up!” she cooed, pinching my cheek.

I squirmed away playfully with a laugh.  “If I’m ‘all grown up’ then maybe you can stop doing that!”

“So do you wanna come by tomorrow?” she asked, excitedly.  I was slightly taken aback by her haste but her energy was infectious.

“I’ll be straight by after work,” I said, holding her hands and trying not to jump on the spot.

Mrs. Jenner and I got on really well and people would often joke about how we were more like sisters than friends.  She was twenty-two years older than me but she definitely still had it.  Her and her husband were one of those classy forty-something couples that people often admired.  Even I was sometimes jealous of the way they looked at each other.

The whole day at work I fantasized about the kind of dress I wanted.  I hadn’t even been measured for it yet and the night was months away, but I couldn’t help myself.

I got out of there as quick as I could and raced over to her shop.  When I came in through the door I was annoyed to see her with a customer, but I waited as patiently as I could in the back room, fingering through some of the fabrics she had and trying to decide exactly what I wanted.

“Hey, Rhi,” she said, coming in after her client had left.

“There’s just so much to choose from,” I said, rifling through the colors and styles.  “I like this one here—but then this one’s pretty—and this color—I love this color!  I just can’t decide!”

She hopped over with a smile.  “Well you don’t have to decide right now.”

“I don’t?”

“Of course not.  I just wanted to take your measurements today so we can get an idea.”

I almost deflated.

“But we can choose your colors and styles right after,” she said quickly, sensing my disappointment.

It was a small price to pay and one that was necessary, I guess.

“Okay, Linda,” I said, forcing a smile.  “No problem.”

She always kept a roll of tape around her shoulders so she’d have no problem finding it, but now she just stood there and looked at me.

“What?” I asked, confused.

“I can’t measure you with your clothes on, sweetie,” she smiled.

“Oh,” I said, looking down myself and then at our surroundings.  “Here?”

“It’s okay, no one ever comes back here.”

Mrs. Jenner stayed put as I began to unbutton my uniform.  I'd never been naked in front of her before and I felt kind of nervous.

I pulled my shirt off my shoulders and folded it over the back of a chair.

“Oh, my,” Mrs. Jenner said, and when I looked over her eyes were staring straight at my bra.

“What?” I asked, looking down at my tits.

“I didn’t realize how much you’d ... grown,” she said, looking up to my eyes with a smile.

“I told you, Linda,” I said, unclasping my bra with a fresh confidence.  “Not a little girl anymore.”

When I pulled the bra off my chest and placed it over my shirt there was a tense silence in the room.

“You didn’t have to take your bra off,” she said, and suddenly I felt embarrassed all over again.  I looked down at my exposed tits and then to her.

I shrugged at her.  “It feels more comfortable,” I said, trying to own the mistake.

I was at the buttons of my work trousers now, un-popping the waist and sliding them down over my ass.

When I looked back to Mrs. Jenner she had leant back against the wall and her eyes were wandering up and down my body.

“What?” I asked, coquettishly covering my pink nipples.  She started laughing now and took a step over.

“I just can’t believe how beautiful you are,” she said, holding my hips and looking me up and down.

“Thanks,” I smiled, trying not to let her compliments go to my head.

“Let’s get you measured up,” she said, unrolling her tape.

She crouched to her knees first of all and measured up to my waist.  I could feel her breath against me, her face close to my panties.  I swallowed hard to calm my nerves and wondered just where to look.  I took a brief glance down and noticed her smiling up at me with this look in her eye.

“What?” I asked again, nervously.

She laughed.  “Nothing.”

She stood up now and passed the rope around my waist, putting her body close to mine.  As she pulled it tight around me our bodies pressed together and I felt the fabric of her shirt against my nipples.

As soon as she touched them they started to rise to attention and I tried to ignore the sensation.  It could have been anyone or anything and they would have responded the same, but it was made even worse by the fact it was Mrs. Jenner.

I shivered as the cold tape came up around my back now and soon she was passing it over my tits and noticing the sudden arousal on my chest.

“Everything okay?” she asked, still smirking suggestively.

“Uh-huh,” I said, staring straight ahead.

“They look even nicer now,” she whispered in my ear.

I was shocked as I turned to look at her.

“What?” she asked, mock-offended.  “Can’t I enjoy the view?”

The sexual tension in the room was high and as if things weren’t embarrassing enough they were about to get a whole lot worse.

“Hands in the air, Rhi,” Mrs. Jenner said, and I did as instructed, causing my tits to be pulled up on my chest.

Linda kept the tape around them and seemed to deliberately trail a finger over my breast and across the nipple.

I took a deep breath and held it, and just as I did so, at our most revealing moment, her husband walked through the door.

“Hey, Linda,” he said, all nonchalant as he took a couple of steps into the room.  Her and I both froze and waited for Robert to realize what he had walked in on.

He set his briefcase down and turned back to the both of us, stopping on the spot and joining us both.  The three of us must have looked like a troupe of mimes as we stood there.

“Robert,” she began slowly.  “I was just sizing up Rhiannon for a new dress.”

Mr. Jenner's eyes ran up and down my body and I could see his pupils dilate as his curiosity rose.  The sight appeared to excite him.

“Robert,” she said again, sharper.  He startled and looked to her finally.

“Yes, of course,” he said, moving with reluctance back towards his case.

Her and I both watched him.  My hands were still above my head and my tits sat on my chest, looking ripe and inviting.  They seemed to illicit the perfect response from Mr. Jenner and as he dawdled my confidence grew.  It was only now that I was discovering that my body was certainly something to be desired.

“Robert!” she shouted now, causing him to move briskly.

“He can stay,” I followed quickly afterwards and Mrs. Jenner looked at me with confusion.  “I don’t mind.”

“No it’s fine,” Mr. Jenner said, but Linda’s eyes stayed locked on me.

“You don’t mind?” she asked, quieter and with keenness.

“Not really,” I said honestly.  The worst was over, or so I thought.

“Stay!” she said abruptly, and Robert did as instructed.  He certainly didn’t need to be told twice on that one.

“Take a seat,” she said.  “You can watch.”

She seemed to quickly affect this dominant persona and I soon felt like we were both putting on show just for him.

Mrs. Jenner was laboring over her measurements and scribbling them down quickly before returning the tape to me. 

Each time she did so she made sure she was close behind me and on occasion she would look over at her husband who was sat open-legged, leaning back in the chair.

I watched him too.  There was something hot about him sat in front of us like that.  My nipples still hadn’t relaxed from before and Mr. Jenner seemed to be giving them the most attention.

Every now and then his gaze would wander down to my crotch before running back up to my face.  When we made eye-contact it suddenly seemed even naughtier.  Worse still, the whole thing seemed to be affecting him in more ways than one.  Beneath his trousers it was easy to see that he was turned on.  The bulge was growing by the second in his pants and I began to imagine what it might look like.

“Robert here has always liked to watch,” Mrs. Jenner said, and I got the impression she was letting me in on the dynamic.  “He likes to watch me with other women.”

After she spoke she let out a soft kiss in my cheek, as though she was testing the water and seeing if I was game.  My mind was telling me to get the hell out of there, but my tense nipples and moaning sex were telling me something different.

I turned to look at Linda, trying to keep eye-contact, but every so often her eyes would look down at my lips and soon I was doing the same.

“Let’s give him something to watch,” I hushed, drawing my face close to hers.  I couldn’t believe what I was doing but there was no way out of it now.  It was as though I’d been possessed by a slutty spirit that showed no sign of becoming coy.

My lips touched hers and our tongues flirted between the embrace, sliding over each other and leaving me to imagine how it might feel somewhere else.

Mrs. Jenner’s hand came up through my hair and tickled the back of my head, keeping my face on hers as our lips entwined.

I sucked in a breath that caused my tits to rise and soon the both of us were breathing heavily in that lust-filled way that so often preceded sex.

Mr. Jenner was squeezing at his bulge now in frustration, but Linda was quick at hand.

“Shall we see what he’s got for us, Rhi?” she said after breaking from my lips.

She walked away towards him, leaving me standing alone in only my panties.  I took a couple of steps towards him too and he looked over her back towards me as she bent to unfasten him.

I could hear his belt being undone and then I heard the sound of a zipper before she impatiently dived into his pants.

“There we go,” she said simply, but she was obscuring the view.  “Come and have a look at what we’ve done to him.”

I moved around and stood at the side of her, cautiously peering round to get my first look at his cock.

Linda held it in her hand and looked to me.  “See how big it is?”

She wasn’t joking.  Robert’s cock looked huge in her grasp, stretching out from her grip and curling back towards his body.

She began to slide her fist over it and Robert watched her.  The whole thing was undeniably bizarre.  I wasn’t expecting any of it to happen, but now that it was I also couldn’t deny how much it was turning me on.

I watched with wide eyes as her mouth opened and she pressed it over the bulbous tip of Mr. Jenner’s cock.  He started to disappear inside her mouth but she kept her eyes locked on him.  I watched him enjoy her and instinctively my hand moved to my pussy to squeeze at the sensation below.

“There you go, Rhi,” Mr. Jenner said affectionately.  I paused with my hand on my pussy as they both turned towards me.

“Don’t be shy,” Linda said, swallowing and passing her hand over Robert’s wet cock.  “Here.  I’ll make you feel better.”

She got to her feet and began to unbutton her shirt before seeming to remember something.

“Oh—one second,” she said, raising a finger and jogging from the room.  I took a look at Mr. Jenner’s cock when she’d left and he lifted it with his hand and began to pump it in his fist to keep himself hard.

“Like to try?” he said, raising an eyebrow.

I moved quickly towards him and crouched at his feet, staring at his cock that suddenly seemed bigger now that it was close to my face.

“Go ahead,” he said.  “Hold it.”

I put my hand around it just as she came back into the room.

“I just had to lock the door,” she said, before surveying the scene.  “I see it didn’t take you long, Rhi.”

I looked to her and wondered if she was annoyed by how quickly I was at his cock, but instead she was encouraging.

“Go on,” she said, finishing off with the buttons of her shirt before unclasping her bra.

Mrs. Jenner’s tits were big too and I couldn’t help but be impressed when she bared them to the both of us.  Despite being over forty they still looked impressively pert and smooth.

She crouched beside me and watched closely as I played with her husband’s cock, whispering words of encouragement.

“There you go,” she began, curling a lock of hair behind my ear.  “Suck his cock, there’s a good girl.”

I brought the head of his dick towards my mouth and opened wide, just like she had done.  Robert was staring down at me and I closed my eyes as I felt his flesh fill my mouth, pushing my head down on him until he was hitting the back of my throat.

“That’s right,” Mrs. Jenner said softly, putting herself behind me.

She pulled my hair back behind me and put her head on my shoulders.

“Suck his big cock,” she snarled, exuding a sexuality that I never knew she possessed.

I passed him through my lips and soaked the tip of his length, unable to fit any more of him inside me.  Mrs. Jenner watched close by, kissing my face and cheek as I knelt there. 

Before long she was rubbing at my back and then her hands slipped underneath my arms and began to squeeze and knead at my big tits as I sucked him.

“Yes, sweetie,” she breathed, close to my ear.  “Give him what he wants.”

Her hot breath was tickling my ear and sending a tingle down my spine each time she spoke.  Mr. Jenner was moaning with pleasure, letting me know that I was doing all the right things and when I felt Linda's finger at the hot crotch of my panties I began to do the same.

My moans were stifled by his thick length and I pulled off him, pumping his dick in my fist so I could let them him know what his wife was doing.

“She’s playing with my pussy,” I confessed to him, wiping the spit from my mouth as I jerked him.

“Naughty Mrs. Jenner,” he said, looking to her.

I closed my eyes and honed in on her fingers as they stroked over my pussy, and then I gasped as she pulled my panties over to one side and began to play with my lips directly.

My eyes winced closed and I became even more animated.

“What’s she doing now?” Mr. Jenner asked, taking his cock from me and jerking it.

“She’s ... she’s putting her finger inside me.”

Robert beat his cock faster in response as I ran my hands along his thigh.  I bounced slowly on her fingers as they slipped inside my wet core.  Every so often my pussy would spasm and clasp around them and I’d hold my breath to accentuate the pleasure.

My head was lain on Mr. Jenner's thigh now, letting Linda play with me and wondering just where all of this was going to stop.

Her fingers slipped out of me quickly and she stood to her feet, taking off her dress and panties before I even had chance to turn around.

When I finally got a look at her she was picture of womanhood that I longed to emulate on day.  Her body looked so good for her age and it was making me increasingly curious about the pleasures of the female form.  I’d only ever fucked a couple of guys before but Mrs. Jenner was oozing a kind of sexuality that got me excited and curious.

Robert and I both watched as she sat up on the table opposite and opened her legs, showing us the wet folds of her pussy that sat below a tuft of kempt hair.

She began to massage her flesh, sliding a finger inside herself and splaying the ensuing juices up her petals until they shone with lust.

“Come and taste it, Rhi,” she said, with a sultry tone that I couldn’t deny.

I rose to my feet and walked towards her, dropping my panties on the way and giving Mr. Jenner a good look at my toned ass.

I crouched to the floor and pushed her legs open wide, putting my face next to her pussy and looking back at Robert.  His face was a picture of shock and arousal, as though he couldn’t quite believe what he was witnessing but was going to enjoy it anyway.

I turned back to her lips that were still being rubbed by her fingers and I let out a tentative lick with my pointed tongue.  She moaned appreciatively at the first lick, and then again as I flattened my tongue and put my face right over her crotch.

Her fingers teased just at the top of her pussy now, cajoling her stiff clit from the hood as I let out a swooping lick up her lips.

She groaned and squeezed at her tits and I let her coppery-sweet juices run over my tongue.  I kissed her pussy with a big open mouth, sucking on her sinful flesh and nibbling it as gently as I could.

Mr. Jenner started walking over to us and he leant over to give his wife a kiss as her mouth yawned open in pleasure.

“Suck her pussy,” she said, her lips close to Mr. Jenner and sounding deadly serious.

I looked at the both of them and watched them share a moment of intimacy.  Their eyes were locked on each other and they both smiled warmly, kissing each other’s lips as if to cement their love.

I busied myself at Mrs. Jenner’s lips as her husband moved behind me, and soon I felt his hands pushing my ass up off my calves where I knelt.  I rose up and hunched my back so I could keep my mouth on her sex, but soon I felt a breath beneath me.

I looked down through my cleavage and saw the top of his head arrive between my legs.  He had turned onto his back and was shuffling under my ass.  Before I had processed the image I felt the first lick from his tongue as it flashed over my pussy.

I fell forwards onto Mrs. Jenner’s stomach as he started to tongue fuck me and the whole thing just felt incredible.  I’d never sat on anyone’s face before and it was clear immediately that it was something I needed to do again.

“Keep going, Robert,” she said, clearly recognizing the enjoyment he was giving me.

I started to grind on him and Mr. Jenner continued to mouth and suck over my pussy, licking at whatever I presented him with.  Gradually my hips began to move with a greater arc until his tongue was tickling against the sensitive knot of my asshole.

I began to gasp and moan against her, looking up into her eyes to see her nodding in encouragement.

“Come on his face,” she whispered, as though it was our dirty secret.  “Come on his mouth.”

She began to finger herself again with more intensity, as though my own pleasure was helping her.  Her fingers worked frantically and I looked down to watch, moving back to give her pussy a few more licks until the sensation of Mr. Jenner’s tongue prevented me from doing much more.

I writhed on him, letting him suck my pussy for a few minutes before planting my ass on him and letting him stab up into my tight knot.  I had no idea how nice it felt to have my asshole tongue-fucked.

I pushed my wet lips down on him and let Mr. Jenner feed his tongue through my tight core.  My thighs began to tremble and my petals quivered as the orgasm began to envelop me.

“Don’t stop, Mr. Jenner!” I gasped and Linda’s fingers were working faster too.

“Keep going, Robert,” she cried, frantically flashing her hand over her clit.  “She’s gonna come, honey.  She’s gonna come.”

I held my breath and felt him tickle at my clit and suck on my flesh.  The climax was too big to deny now and when I exhaled my vision swirled and I felt it begin to escape me.

“Oh, Mr. Jenner!” I gasped, long and loud.

Linda was writhing too now, undulating on the chair and squeezing at her tits.  I looked to her pussy and saw it yawning open right in front of my face, then I felt my own do the same as my asshole pulsed and twitched.

Mr. Jenner’s tongue was all over me and when my pussy could take no more of it I let him tease his tongue around my sensitive, puckered knot.

I shivered and gasped, dining out on the sensation and realizing that this might well be the most amazing orgasm I’d ever have.

My scalp tingled and I kissed and bit at Mrs. Jenner’s thigh as she let her own climax blossom.  I had a brief moment of guilty realization at what we were doing, but no sooner had it arrived it was gone.  It was as though the pleasure was quickly wiping away my inhibitions.

I started to relax finally, taking bigger breaths as Mr. Jenner began to kiss gently at my pussy now as it began to relax.  It was still swollen and ripe when he pulled his head from between my legs and I sent a hand down to it to try to relax myself.

I tickled the flesh, cautiously teasing a finger inside that was immediately drenched by his spit and my own cum.  My pussy was a melting pot of sin now, full of my own cum and feeling more than a little sensitive.

Mrs. Jenner’s lids hung loose over her eyes and she looked lustfully towards her husband as he stood.

“Good work, honey,” she said, smoothing a finger down her groove and giving herself a moment of composure.

Mr. Jenner began to beat his cock back to life and in no time at all it was stiff all over again, looking just as impressive as before.

“It’s your turn now,” she said to Robert before addressing me.  “Get on your knees, Rhi.”

Mr. Jenner grabbed my arm and spun me around and I fell to my knees like a submissive slut.  He came around in front of me and put his cock close to my face.  My mouth opened wide instinctively and he thrust his big cock in and out of my lips, fucking my mouth briefly before moving back behind me.  He pushed my back and I fell forwards, on all fours now and looking behind at him.

He bent his knees and stooped behind me, sliding his big cock up and down my wet groove to tease me a moment longer before the ultimate act of sin.

“It’s big, Rhi,” Mrs. Jenner warned.  “Think you can handle it?”

I smirked towards her and then looked back at him.

“Fuck me, Mr. Jenner,” I said.

He dropped into me and I felt the big head of his cock pushing against my muscle.  The pressure mounted and I let out a cry just as my tight O relented and allowed him inside.

His cock rushed through my thin lips and filled me in an instant.  My jaw dropped open but no noise escaped my mouth for the moment.  Instead it hung wide and my eyes closed tight.

Mrs. Jenner was right, but I wasn’t about to give either of them any satisfaction by screaming.  I bit my lip and tried to breathe, feeling my pussy slowly relax around his girth.  I began to search out the pleasure, closing my eyes and concentrating on it.

Soon his size no longer hurt, instead giving me this terrific feeling of fullness that I’d never experienced before.

Mrs. Jenner was beside me now on her hands and knees too, talking close to my ear and kissing my face in between each sentence.

“It feels good doesn’t it?  His big cock inside you.  Do you want his cum?  My husband’s thick cum in your naughty pussy.”

Her words seemed to excite him further and I couldn’t deny how hot the whole thing was.  Soon she was sliding her body beneath us both and staring up at the union of our sinful flesh as her pussy sat beneath my face.

I stooped and gave it a brief kiss, but I could scarcely do more.  All of my efforts were concentrated on not having another orgasm.  I knew if I came again it would squeeze him out of me and right then all I wanted was to feel him explode in my pussy.

Mr. Jenner crashed a slap down on my ass and began to pump himself through my lips at a faster pace.  I could feel the hard head of his cock sliding along my core each time.  He felt so stiff inside me and so aroused that I knew he couldn’t keep himself going for long.
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