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I turned my back to them and put my hands on the cool, metal table.  I looked back over my shoulder and pushed out my ass.  It had always been one of my prize assets.

Charlie came behind me, standing close.  He ran his hands down my back and I closed my eyes, moaning to his touch.

“You got a good view, Tom,” he asked his partner.

“The best,” Thomas said.

He pulled at my dainty panties and they slid easily over my ass, uncovering the forbidden flesh beneath.

They dropped right down my calves and I stood there naked, hiding my modesty between my legs for now.

Charlie stepped closer and put a hand on my ass.  His finger flirted dangerously close to my wetness.

“I bet you didn’t see this coming, huh, Ms. Leone?” he said.

“It’s not the only thing I want to see coming,” I said.  I looked back and held his gaze, waiting for the sinful, suggestive words to register.

He stepped into me and gripped my ass harder.  I could feel his stiff cock against my ass.  I let out a whimper.  I was desperate to be touched.

Charlie spun me around and I looked up at him.  Thomas approached too and now I had two men, well over six feet, pressing me up against the table.

“Oh, boys,” I hushed, and I reached out for each of their offerings.

My hand gripped around them, and they both closed their eyes.  Slowly I jerked along their smooth flesh.  For the moment I watched the subtle nuances of pleasure in their expressions.  Their lips curled and their eyebrows furrowed.

“You want Ms. Leone to look after you?” I asked.

They were both in their twenties, but there was nothing quite like the touch of an older woman to cool a guy off.

“Spoil us, Ms. Leone,” Thomas said.

I sank to my knees before them and their eyes opened and looked down.  “I was waiting for you to say that.”

I started to jerk the both of them, looking between each cock.  They were tough to compare.  Charlie was slightly longer but Thomas was slightly thicker.  They both felt incredible.  Their cocks were so stiff that it was turning me on immeasurably.  I could feel the wetness practically dripping from my pussy, and it took a lot to excite me these days.

I put my mouth close to Charlie’s cock and felt a brief pang of hesitancy.  I knew it was wrong, but you don’t put your mouth that close to a cock and not suck it.  It was just a formality now.

“Yes,” Charlie insisted, looking down.  He pushed himself forwards and I opened my mouth over him.

If he felt hard in my hand, he felt even harder in my mouth.  I slid along his thickness and shuffled my fist over his partner as I did so.  I didn’t want to cause a rift between them so I tried to give each of them the same treatment.

After Charlie’s cock was suitably coated in spit I turned my attention to Thomas, swallowing over him as I jerked Charlie.  My fist slid over my saliva on Charlie’s cock whilst I turned Thomas’s slick too.

Eventually I gasped off, jerking each of their hard dicks through my hand and snarling up at them.
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It was yet another busy day at ‘DoughGirl,’ the bakery that I’d started after a healthy divorce settlement from my husband.

I’d decided to follow my dreams in the wake of our split and, well, it turns out following your dreams can sometimes have some pretty amazing consequences.  I was doing what I loved, and I was doing it for myself.  Everything was perfect.

My newfound happiness really shined in each and every creation that went out onto the shelves of ‘DoughGirl,’ and in a small amount of time I’d built a core group of loyal customers who came in daily for breakfast and lunch offerings.  Some would even drop by three times a day, arriving after their work-hours in the hope of snagging some cut-price goods.

Things were going great.  I’d seen the business grow year on year and found myself turning a healthy profit.  I’d started to employ staff to look after the place in my absence, instilling in them the same values that had made my store popular to begin with.

Everything had gone so well, in fact, that two customers, Charlie and Thomas, had taken a keen interest.  They were each successful entrepreneurs in their own right, and they’d spotted something in my business that they thought could make a successful brand.

They said my store had a style and a flair that was unique.  I didn’t see it myself—I’d just decorated it how I wanted it—but they said it had really captured something.

I’d told them that it was the cakes and pastries that hooked the customers, not the décor, but they’d insisted it was the whole package, me included.

“Me?!” I’d cried.  “What do I have to do with it?”

That’s when they’d told me in no uncertain terms that my bubbly personality and cute looks had put me in a league above.

I still blush thinking about it now.  It’s not often two young men call a forty-something cute.

Anyway, they wanted to get inside the business and find out what made it tick with a view to franchising it.  I didn’t want the brand to lose what made it special, and I think we were on the same page there.

They were swinging by tonight after hours so I could show them one of the simpler recipes.  I think they just needed to get an idea of every aspect of the job for when they wanted to replicate it elsewhere.

I barely had time to be excited or nervous during the day.  The customers flowed through the door and when they didn’t, I’d be busy tidying or planning for the next influx.

I’d damn-near forgotten that Charlie and Thomas were coming over, so seeing their faces on the other side of the glass door was startling.

They each gave a wave and stood waiting out on the street.  I threw down my cleaning rags and hurried to let them in.

“Hey!” I beamed, opening the door.  “How was your day?”

“Good, Ms. Leone,” Charlie said, giving me a handshake and stepping inside.

“Can’t complain,” Thomas said, following.

I looked at them, all dressed up in their suits and long-coats.  It was a world that I was glad I didn’t belong to.

“Come on through,” I told them.  “Put your coats anywhere.”

They each folded them over the back of a chair, taking off their suit-jackets too before rolling up their sleeves.

“You boys don’t have to do that,” I said.  “I’ll be the one getting dirty.”

“We don’t mind helping out,” Thomas said.  “We’re hands-on.”

“Okay, well hands off today!  I don’t want you ruining tomorrow’s batch.”

Charlie held up his hands.  “Hey, Ms. Leone, that’s okay.  That’s why we’re interested.”

“I hope we can keep all this in the family,” I said.

“That’s one of our U.S.P’s” Charlie said.

“U.S.P?”

“Unique selling point,” Thomas informed.  “It’s what makes your place stand out.  That and the amazing cakes, of course.”

“Pastries too.”

“Pastries too,” Charlie added.

“Independent-style businesses do well,” Thomas said.  “We can work with that.”

I showed them through to the back of the store where all the baking happened.  It was almost twice the size of the public side of the operation.  Back there I had tall ovens, huge metal tables, shelves full of metal mixing bowls, refrigerators, and everything in between.

“So,” Charlie began, “show us how it’s done.”

“You boys ready?”

“Ready, Ms. Leone,” Thomas said.

The whole time they followed me closely, paying attention to every little move.  They were professional alright.  It started to make me feel nervous.

“You boys want to put some music on or anything?”

“However you’d usually operate, Ms. Leone,” Charlie said.  “We just want to see how you work as authentically as possible.”

I grabbed one of the mixing bowls and started to melt some chocolate over a saucepan of boiling water.

While it melted, I grabbed another bowl and started to mix the ingredients, folding it all together with a special kneading machine.

“Do you think you could scale this up easily?” Thomas asked.  “If the machines were bigger.”

“I don’t have the space,” I told him.

“But if you did?”

“I ... I think so.”

“Good,” Charlie said, and he made a note on his pad.

“I thought this was an independent affair?” I asked.

“For if we ever wanted to expand in the future,” Thomas said.  “We could get ‘DoughGirl’ out on the supermarket shelves.”

I wasn’t so sure how I felt about that and hoped the reserved hum didn’t give the game away.  Their notions of expansion were doing much to put me off my baking.

By now the chocolate was smooth and leathery.  I took the bowl and poured the mixture in with the dough, but in my haste, I knocked the speed dial and the whole thing whirred to life quickly.

The chocolate splashed out of the bowl like a geyser, hitting my face and landing on my t-shirt.  It was then that I realized I’d forgotten to put my apron on when we started.

I shut the machine off, and Thomas and Charlie started to laugh.  I blinked through the chocolate.  Thankfully it had cooled quickly when it touched my skin.

“I’m not sure if we should franchise that aspect,” Charlie laughed.

“It’s everywhere!” Thomas laughed, and suddenly their professionalism had gone.

I shook out my hands and looked down at the cursed machine.  I rubbed some of the chocolate from my face and took a lick of it off my finger in defiance.  Charlie and Thomas continued to laugh.

“Can I get you a towel, Ms. Leone?”

“It’s fine,” I told them, walking to the basin.  I gave my face a wash and then looked down at my ruined t-shirt.  “No sense wearing this.”

I honestly didn’t think too much as I lifted it up over my head.  I guess my mind was on other things.  If I’d have remember that I’d opted not to wear a bra that morning, then I never would have done that, I swear.

But Charlie and Thomas soon stopped laughing.  I looked back and it took me a while to realize what I’d done.  It wasn’t until I saw their eyes glance down to my chest that I remembered.

“Oh gosh!” I burst, but thankfully I was holding my hands over my tits anyway.

“You want an apron or something?”

“Please,” I called, pointing over to the hook where they hung.  “There!  They’re there!”

Charlie rushed to grab one and gave it me.  The pair averted their gaze as I put the thing over my head and then covered my modesty.  I tied it behind my back and took a big, deep breath.  I fought to find a sense of calm and get things back on track.

“Where were we?” I said slowly.

“I think you were doing a striptease,” Thomas joked.  The three of us laughed.  It kind of helped to ease the tension.

“Double-chocolate cookies,” I said, trying to salvage the meeting.

“Yes,” Thomas said.  “Please show us.”

He took a glance at his partner and they both smirked.

“Topless bakers might not be a bad idea,” Charlie mused.

“I don’t want my name on that!” I cried.

“’DoughGirl’ is kind of sexy,” Thomas said.

“The brand, you mean?” Charlie asked.

“Of course,” Thomas replied, taking another glance at me and the apron that covered my big tits.

I pursed my lips and felt myself start to turn red all over again.  It reminded me of the last time the two of them had complimented me like that.  It was just so hot to hear.  That kind of admiration can do crazy things to a woman.

“So, anyway, the cookies,” I said, trying to keep my composure.

I went back to the recipe and continued.  Thankfully Thomas and Charlie regained the professionalism and continued to make notes and ask questions.

They followed the whole process, right up to when I took the cookies from the oven and set them down on the metal table for inspection.  I gave them a quick look over, measuring each roughly and checking they were all a similar aesthetic.

“Do you always check them like that?” Charlie asked.

“Oh, yes.  It all matters when they go in the glass for display.  I want people to see my best work.”

“I’m sure they will,” Thomas said wryly, and they both started to snigger again.

I had no idea what they were referring to, until I looked down and realized one of my tits had come straight out the side of my apron.

It hung down and the nipple pointed at the table.  I startled and quickly put myself away.  They were in hysterics all over again.

“Are you guys going to take this seriously?  You’re supposed to be wanting my business, aren’t you?  I’m starting to wonder what I get out of all of this.”

“Financial security, Ms. Leone.”

“I already have that.”

“This will just take the pressure off.  You’ll be able to take a few more days to relax.”

Thomas came behind and started to pinch the stress out of my shoulders.  I sighed.

“We’re just trying to look after you,” Charlie said.  “And—not gonna lie—ourselves.  You’ve got a great business here and we don’t want to take any of that away, okay?”

“‘DoughGirl’ will be safe,” Thomas said.

“It’s about time I got something in return,” I told them.

“Like what?” Craig asked.

“All this pressure you’re putting me under, and I’m just stood here taking it.  I want something back.”

“We’re not putting you under pressure, are we, Ms. Leone?” Thomas said.

“You—you come in here, and you scrutinize my work, and you watch me and make fun ... it isn’t nice!  It just isn’t nice!”

“Ms. Leone,” Charlie said, stepping forward.  “We didn’t mean to—”

“So, now I want something from you.  You want my business, and I want something from you.  Both of you.”

“What?”

“I want you to feel what I’ve felt today.”

“How are we going to do that?  We can’t bake for shit,” Charlie laughed.

“You can take your clothes off though,” I said plainly.

“Huh?” the pair said in unison.

“Take off your clothes.  You’ve stood there laughing at me while I did everything you asked.  Now it’s my turn.  Take off your clothes, or you don’t get my business.”

“Ms. Leone, we were just fooling around ...”

“Okay, so now it’s my turn to fool around.”

“You want us both to take our clothes off?”  Charlie asked.  “Will that help?.”

I folded my arms under my tits and nodded.  “Yes, I think it will.”

“‘DoughGirl’s’ got a bit of naughtiness in her,” Thomas smiled.

I bit my lip and tried not to smile back.  I was pretending to be mad, and it was working.

“How far do you want us to go?” Charlie asked, taking back his shirt.

I was momentarily mesmerized by his muscled pecs and had to regain my composure.  “All the way.”

“You didn’t go all the way!” Thomas commented.

“Maybe I’ll wait until you guys do,” I shrugged.

Thomas and Charlie looked to each other.  “You doing it?” Charlie asked him.

“What choice do we have?” Thomas said.

“It doesn’t bother me,” Charlie shrugged, and now his business partner had to pretend to be equally unaffected.

“Me either,” Thomas said.

The pair of them undressed right down to their underwear as I leant back against the big metal table and watched.

“This is making me feel better,” I smirked.

“All the way?” Charlie clarified.

I nodded and stared, showing him that I was serious.

He looked to Thomas who put both of his thumbs down into his boxer-shorts.

“Ready?” Thomas asked.

Charlie nodded.

In a flash the pair of them whipped their underwear right down.  I covered my mouth in shock.  I hadn’t imagined they’d do it.

I started to giggle, but I could feel an entirely different emotion inside me.  I stared at their big, hanging cocks.  Neither of them made an attempt to cover their modesty.

They each stood their proudly, trying to out-perform one another.  They stared right at me, and my giggles slowly faded.  I took several breaths and licked at my lips.

“Are we even?” Thomas asked.

“We’re not,” Charlie said.  “Now it’s Ms. Leone’s turn.”

“Honey, I was just fooling ...”

Thomas laughed.  “Come on, Ms. Leone.  You said.  Let’s start this business relationship on the right foot.  We need to be able to trust each other, don’t we?”

I stood up off the table and snatched both of their attention.  They stared as I started to unfasten the back of the apron.  I pulled it up over my head and tossed it to the floor, wearing only my jeans now.  I stepped out of my sneakers and felt the cool of the floor on my bare feet.

It felt hot to be watched by the both of them like that.  I was getting carried away with myself.  This was a dangerous game.

“All the way, Ms. Leone,” Thomas said.

I rolled my lip between my teeth and popped the button of my jeans.  The pair of them stared, catatonic.  I let out a soft laugh and they each realized how hypnotized they were.  They shuffled their weight, but now their cocks didn’t hang so freely.  I could see the lust-filled blood pumping them larger.

“You boys get bigger every day,” I teased.

They each looked down as though they hadn’t noticed their arousal.

“We’re only human,” Charlie shrugged.

“Put a sexy woman in front of us and these things are gonna happen,” Thomas added.

I slid down the short zipper of my jeans and started to wriggle out.  “I’m starting to wonder what else might happen.”

I pushed the jeans down, standing there in only my small panties.  Charlie took a step forward.

“I can help you with that last part,” he offered.

“Why, Charlie, that would be nice.”

I turned my back to them and put my hands on the cool, metal table.  I looked back over my shoulder and pushed out my ass.  It had always been one of my prize assets.

Charlie came behind me, standing close.  He ran his hands down my back and I closed my eyes, moaning to his touch.

“You got a good view, Tom,” he asked his partner.

“The best,” Thomas said.

He pulled at my dainty panties and they slid easily over my ass, uncovering the forbidden flesh beneath.

They dropped right down my calves and I stood there naked, hiding my modesty between my legs for now.

Charlie stepped closer and put a hand on my ass.  His finger flirted dangerously close to my wetness.

“I bet you didn’t see this coming, huh, Ms. Leone?” he said.

“It’s not the only thing I want to see coming,” I said.  I looked back and held his gaze, waiting for the sinful, suggestive words to register.

He stepped into me and gripped my ass harder.  I could feel his stiff cock against my ass.  I let out a whimper.  I was desperate to be touched.

Charlie spun me around and I looked up at him.  Thomas approached too and now I had two men, well over six feet, pressing me up against the table.

“Oh, boys,” I hushed, and I reached out for each of their offerings.

My hand gripped around them, and they both closed their eyes.  Slowly I jerked along their smooth flesh.  For the moment I watched the subtle nuances of pleasure in their expressions.  Their lips curled and their eyebrows furrowed.

“You want Ms. Leone to look after you?” I asked.

They were both in their twenties, but there was nothing quite like the touch of an older woman to cool a guy off.

“Spoil us, Ms. Leone,” Thomas said.

I sank to my knees before them and their eyes opened and looked down.  “I was waiting for you to say that.”

I started to jerk the both of them, looking between each cock.  They were tough to compare.  Charlie was slightly longer but Thomas was slightly thicker.  They both felt incredible.  Their cocks were so stiff that it was turning me on immeasurably.  I could feel the wetness practically dripping from my pussy, and it took a lot to excite me these days.

I put my mouth close to Charlie’s cock and felt a brief pang of hesitancy.  I knew it was wrong, but you don’t put your mouth that close to a cock and not suck it.  It was just a formality now.

“Yes,” Charlie insisted, looking down.  He pushed himself forwards and I opened my mouth over him.

If he felt hard in my hand, he felt even harder in my mouth.  I slid along his thickness and shuffled my fist over his partner as I did so.  I didn’t want to cause a rift between them so I tried to give each of them the same treatment.

After Charlie’s cock was suitably coated in spit I turned my attention to Thomas, swallowing over him as I jerked Charlie.  My fist slid over my saliva on Charlie’s cock whilst I turned Thomas’s slick too.

Eventually I gasped off, jerking each of their hard dicks through my hand and snarling up at them.

“Fuck, Ms. Leone,” Thomas said, looking down.

“You want these inside you?” Charlie asked.

I nodded.

“Shall we, Tom?” he asked.

Thomas nodded.

“We want to try something,” Charlie said, and I started to wonder if I was the first conquest that both of them had shared.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“I’ll take the floor,” Charlie said to Thomas, and he made his way down until he was lying on his back in the bakery kitchen.

“Fuck, I wanna sit on that,” I said, looking at his veiny, wet cock.

“Go ahead,” Thomas said.  “Just make room for me too.”

“You ... you want my ass?” I asked.

“No,” he smiled.  “I want your pussy too.”

“You and Charlie will have to share.”

“Oh, we will,” he said curiously.

He took my hand and guided me over Charlie.  Charlie jerked himself to keep stiff and then propped his cock upright.

“Come here, Ms. Leone,” he said.  “Let me look after you.”

I felt so loved being passed between them like that.  Thomas’s cryptic comment was soon forgotten.

I squatted over Charlie and dropped down, hanging my tits in his face as I positioned myself.  He did the decent thing and started to suck hard on my nipples as I sought out his cock with my pussy.  Soon I felt the bulbous crown smoothing back and forth over my wet petals.

“That’s it, Ms. Leone,” he said.

I started to sink on him.  I cast my head back and tossed my hair away, then I felt another cock at my face.

I opened my mouth to see Thomas’s pubic hair and the huge cock that hung below it.  I guided it to my mouth as I opened over Charlie.  His cock spread my O and I let out a satisfied whimper.  It had been so long.

“She’s so wet, Tom,” Charlie said.

Thomas stroked my hair aside and watched as I sucked his cock.  “I bet she is.”

Charlie started to pump up into me as I dropped down on him.  His surging cock slid through, satisfying me with each of its ridges on the way.  He went so deep, pleasuring something inside my pussy that it felt like no man ever had before.

I was impossibly turned on.  I was riding the wave of how sinful it was and I didn’t stop to consider what we were doing.

For whatever reason I didn’t blame the boys.  They were acting on instinct, but an older woman should really know better.

With a mouth full of cock it was tough to rationalize.  Charlie’s thick, rocking dick was making me bias towards this whole ‘younger man’ thing.

“That’s it, Ms. Leone,” Thomas said, pushing his hips and slowly fucking my mouth.

His partner slid through me at the same pace, with each of the men making tender love to me.  The sensations built inside me until I couldn’t contain them.  I was trembling wreck of ecstasy and emotion and it was all too much.  Finally, I burst in a scream.

“I’m coming!”

Charlie pulled me down against him and I left Thomas for now.  I shuddered against the muscled stomach of him as his cock drilled up into me.  My pussy clenched around him over and over and he made love to me the whole way through.  He kissed at my face as I moaned.  I tried to kiss him back but my concentration was elsewhere.

Finally, the orgasm waned and I opened my eyes slowly.  Charlie was still fucking me slowly as I smiled lovingly.

“That was something else,” I hushed.

“Then you’re gonna love this,” Thomas said.

I looked back to see him crouching to the floor and coming behind me too.

“Not my ass, Thomas,” I told him.  “I don’t know if I can take it.”

“Not your ass,” Thomas said.

I could feel the tip of his cock smoothing around my lips and then suddenly I felt him start to press into me.

My mouth opened and my eyes closed.  I tried to find a moan as my pussy stretched but nothing came.  I was too captivated by shock.  Two guys in one pussy was something I’d never even heard of.

He slid in close to his partner, like two grown men trying to fit in one sleeping-bag.  It was refreshing to see that the pair of them weren’t coy about rubbing cocks.

“Oh, boys,” I strained.

“You’re doing great, Ms. Leone,” Charlie said.

His partner slid in over his cock and I opened wide over them.  He moved a little and eased me open.

My eyes opened steadily, and I looked down at Charlie.  “That’s both of you,” I said, proud.

“You did it, Ms. Leone,” Thomas said, stroking my back.

He put his weight on me and started to kiss my shoulders.  My tits pressed against Charlie’s chest.  Thomas started to rock through me, sliding his cokc against his partner’s.  Charlie too started to move and soon each of them were pumping in and out of me at a different pace and depth.

Fuck, it was a thrill.  It was something that I’d deem slutty if someone else did it but bathed in the act I found it all so loving.  I wanted to please both of my boys at once and I felt like I’d found the perfect way to do it.  No more taking turns.

“Now comes an important business decision,” Charlie said.

“What’s that?”

“Where do you want our cum?” Charlie posed.

“I get to choose?”

“We’re gentlemen, Ms. Leone,” Thomas said, fucking my pussy steadily.

“It’s a bakery, isn’t it?” I asked.

Charlie nodded, confused.

“Then I at least one some glazed buns.”

Thomas laughed and I felt his cock jerk within me.

“Where else?” Charlie asked.

“You get to do it inside me,” I told him, kissing his face.  “I want to feel it inside me.”

“I think we can do that, don’t you Tom?”

“Anything for the lady,” Thomas said.

He went back on his knees and then up into a kind of squat.  His hands held my hips and he started to fuck me harder, working fast along Charlie’s cock.  The two forbidden lengths rubbed against each other within me.  I strained and gasped, listening as the boys lost themselves.

Their whimpers and groans sounded, echoing against the bare walls of the bakery kitchen.

“Fuck me,” I said, whispering softly at first.  “Fuck me.”  My demands got louder until I was practically ordering them.  “Fuck me!  Fuck my pussy!  I want your cum.”

“Oh, Ms. Leone!” Thomas said, and there seemed to be a great urgency in his voice.

I bobbed between the two of them, unable to move.  Something about the pin between the both of them felt good too—as though I’d been stripped of control.  It seemed to appeal to my submissive nature.  I just wanted to see them happy.

“I’m gonna come, Ms. Leone,” Thomas said.

“All over my ass,” I told him.  “I wanna feel it.”

He kneaded my butt and pushed it open, looking down at his cock as it slid against his partner’s.  It all got too much for him and he pulled out, gasping at the peak of his ecstasy.

“Yes!” I said, looking back.  “Come on my ass!”

The second Thomas pulled free, Charlie picked up his pace.  He pulled me close to him and started to fuck up into me, pumping his hips up off the floor and taking our weight on his shoulders.

Thomas strained and then let out a grunt of release.  I felt the hot cum spill out of his cock and lash over my ass.

“Good boy!” I urged.  “That’s my good boy!”

He just kept coming.  There was so much of him.  I felt every rope coat me.  I tensed and flexed my ass, putting on a show for Thomas who was surely looking down at the source of his pleasure.

Some of Thomas’s cum must have found its way down against his business partner’s cock, because Charlie’s texture within me seemed to change.  He slipped through me easier and then found a higher gear from nowhere.

His hips clapped up against my clit and I started to moan with him.  The cum continued to shoot from Thomas’s cock just as Charlie found his climax.

“Yes!” I said, looking down on him with desperate anticipation.

His eyes opened and he stared right up at me as his cock pulsed.  They closed again and he started to grind, pushing his spunking cock deep inside me.  I took his full load, feeling the warmth of is spread inside my stomach.

“Yes, honey,” I said, stroking his face and kissing him.  “Come inside me.”

Thomas was smoothing his spent head across my ass and moving the cum all around me.  He teased gently around my asshole, making me increasingly curious.  Maybe something in my ass might be nice ...

“Is that every drop?” I asked, Charlie.

He nodded, smiling.  “You got it all.”

“Good.”

I gave him a big kiss and then pulled up off him.  Our chests were dappled with sweat.  Charlie’s glistened in the bright lights from above and the sight made me stave off the regret a little longer.  He was fucking hot.

I felt the cum trickle down over my ass as I looked back to Thomas and stood up.  “And you,” I told him, putting a hand on his chest and kissing him.

“Fuck, Tom,” Charlie laughed.  “She’s covered.”

Charlie stared at my cum-glossed ass from the floor.

“Now they’re some glazed buns,” Charlie laughed.

“They’re only gonna be available in this store,” I teased.

“Is that right?” Thomas asked.

I gave him another kiss and then looked between my forbidden lovers.  “I gotta keep people coming back for more, haven’t I?”

“Oh, they will, Ms. Leone,” Charlie said.  “They will.”

THE END
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“Just relax,” I told my husband Jarrod.

He’s breathing deep, calming breaths—they taught him that at the physio.  His back has flared-up again and we’re in full on damage control, but that doesn’t mean we have to deny ourselves of fun completely.

This was something we experimented with during the last few days of his previous back trouble.  I’d undress him and lay him supine on the bed.  I’d straddle him and massage his chest, getting him nice and relaxed—almost to a state of sleep.

Then I’d start to play with his cock—just slowly at first.  I’d run my hand up along it and stare.  Something about watching that big, thick monolith in my full control was an utter turn-on.  Jarrod just had to lay back and enjoy himself, which I didn’t mind at all.  He was more than a considerate lover when his body enabled him.

“Thanks, nurse,” he smiled, his eyes closed.

I leaned over and gave him a kiss, then I looked down over his naked body as he lay on top of the sheets.  His cock was big but not yet erect.

“Relax,” I hushed again, taking the massage oil and squirting it into my hands.

I squirted a little on his chest and he flinched, opening his eyes a way.

“It’s just the oil,” I told him.  “Relax.”

He closed his eyes and let out a deep sigh as I began to rub the oil into his big chest.  The smattering of hair glistened on his chest as it absorbed the ointment.  Fuck, it was such a tease.  I knew where all of this was headed.  My pussy started to turn wet immediately.

“I love those hands on me,” he groaned.

“Make sure you be quiet there, stud,” I told him.  “We don’t want a rude interruption.”

Our lodger Donna was just down the hall, but she rarely left her room, other than to go out late at night with her friends or for work.  She was partying her life away, but I didn’t want to think about that now.  For now, it was just me and Jarrod, reaffirming our love for each other.

He hummed contently as my oiled hands moved over him.  I started to take deep breaths with him, trying my best to compose myself.  My loose night gown tickled over my skin as I moved above him.

“You know how to get me going,” he said.

I reached behind myself and found his cock stiff now.  The look on his face when I touched it was amazing.  He looked like he was focusing on the memory of something incredible.

I bit my lip and then moved both of my hands back to his chest.  One of his eyes opened and I started to giggle.

“Not yet, stud.”

He took a deep breath, but he didn’t complain.  It was good be teased sometimes, and to tease yourself.  I was proving that to myself right now as the wetness at my pussy grew.

I continued to spread the oil all over him, turning his body into this magnificent, muscled sculpture that shone like slippery plastic.

I wriggled down over him and moved my hands to his stomach.  I could feel his big cock tickling against me.  I tried to ignore it.  My heart was racing at the very idea of easing back against him, but I knew from experience that the longer I teased myself the bigger the release was when it finally came.

I leaned over him and put my face close to his ear.  “I can’t wait to put you inside me.”

My breasts dropped against him, barely supported by my loose night-gown.  I moved away from him and pulled the garment up above my head.

After I tossed it aside, I saw that Jarrod’s eyes were open and that he was enjoying the image of me above him.  He reached his hands upwards for my breasts, but I smacked him away playfully.

“Not yet,” I told him.

I continued to rub all around him, smoothing my hands down over his muscled torso and wriggling my butt lower.  Now I was staring down at his cock that splayed up, all big and powerful.  I took some more massage oil and started to work it around his length.  It twitched, demanding attention.

“Look at that,” I hushed.

Jarrod kept his eyes closed as I worked around him.  He was usually pretty good at not peeking.

“I’m gonna swallow that big cock,” I told him, exciting the pair of us.

He let out a grunt of approval.  Finally, I gripped his cock, smothering the oil along his shaft and holding him tight.

My hand moved slow, pinching up to the crown.  I watched as the veins inflated, full of his lust-filled blood.  The head shone like a lighthouse, guiding me towards it.

I pushed my hair behind my ear and descended close.  Jarrod breathed deep and hard.  He knew it was imminent.

I stared over him with my chin on his thigh.  I watched curiously as my hand moved over his stiffness.  The dampness of my pussy was bleeding right through the crotch of my panties.  I wanted it bad.

“I’ll be back for that,” I told him.

His eyes opened and he tried to get up.  His face made a wince.

“Relax,” I repeated, easing him back into the pillow.

He closed his eyes, and I gave him a gentle kiss on the lips before walking to our bathroom.  I looked back to the bed before stepping inside to pee.  Jarrod looked so peaceful and yet so powerful all at once.  His cock stayed bolt stiff.

I took down my panties to pee and noticed how sticky with cum the crotch was.  I was so fired up and ready, but nature called.

Outside I could hear Jarrod groaning as though he’d carried on without me.  I hurried to wipe and pulled my panties back up over my ass.

“Don’t finish without me,” I cried, opening the door.

I froze in shock at the view.  Jarrod’s head was up off the pillow, and he was staring at me in confused panic.

On the bed sat Donna, straddling my husband just like I’d been.  His hard cock was in her hand, and he face was dangerously close to it.

“What the fuck?!” was the first phrase that leapt from my mouth.  “What the hell are you doing?”

Donna looked just as surprised as all of us.  Jarrod looked down.

“I—I didn’t know,” he said.  “I swear.”

“Donna!”

She stayed frozen, but didn’t yet let go of Jarrod’s cock.  It stayed stiff in her grip.

“I—I ...” she stuttered.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” I demanded.

I took a few steps towards the bed, frowning at her.  She was wearing her white morning gown and God-knows-what underneath.

“I was walking past the room and—and I just saw Jarrod and I—I don’t know what came over me!”

She truly looked shocked, but it was tough to believe.  I mean, Jarrod’s cock was alluring, but could it force a person to do something so crazy?

“You didn’t stop her?” I asked him, folding my arms.

He lurched up from the bed and then winced.  “I didn’t know!”

He fell back down into the mattress, lying there and taking deep breaths.

“Jarrod?” Donna asked.  She still hadn’t let go of his cock.

I moved forwards and took her hand off it.  “It’s his back,” I told her.

“Is he okay?”

“He will be.”

I stroked the side of his face.

“I didn’t know,” he said again.

“I believe you.”

I looked back to Donna who sat on the bed, concerned.

“But you ...” I said.

“I couldn’t help it, Jenna!  I mean, look at it.”

I did.  We both did.  The blood pumped into him, keeping him hard.  It clearly hadn’t affected Jarrod’s arousal.

“You couldn’t just stay in the hall?”

“You couldn’t just close your door?!” Donna spat back.

“Hey, don’t go blaming this on us!”

“Hey, hey, hey!” Jarrod piped up.  “Let’s all just calm down here.”

“Talk about calm, stud,” I said, raising my eyebrows and nodding to his cock.

“I can’t help it!” he shrugged.

I laughed “There seems to be a lot of people in this room who can’t help it!”

“It’s perfectly natural, Jenna,” Jarrod said.

“It is not natural for another woman to be jerking your cock, Jarrod.  The fact it’s still stiff means you must have enjoyed it.”

“Why wouldn’t I?” he shrugged.  “It’s a hand like any others.”

“It’s Donna’s!”

Donna continued to stare at Jarrid’s cock whenever she was able.  She seemed to have no intention of leaving.

“Take a picture, it’ll last longer.”

Donna thought for a moment.  “Can I grab my phone?”

“No, Donna, you can’t.  I was joking!”

Jarrod laughed.

“This is funny to you?” I asked.

“Stop being so uptight,” Jarrod said, finally losing his temper.  “It’s happened.  It’s no-one’s fault.  Deal with it.”

“It’s Jarrod’s fault for having such a gorgeous cock,” Donna said.

My mouth dropped open in shock.  It was ridiculous to hear her admit that, but weirdly I wanted to high-five her and agree.  Jarrod’s dick was something else.

“What?!” she asked, sensing my judgment.

“You can’t say that Donna.”

“Well, I just have,” she shrugged.  “What’s going to happen?”

I took a deep breath.

“If you’d have been in that bathroom any longer you might have come outside to a whole different scene,” Donna said.

“Oh yeah, what would that have been?”  I crossed my arms.  I wasn’t expecting an answer.

“If I’m honest I was just about to put it in my mouth,” she said, pulling her gown tighter around her.  “That thing belongs inside me.”

“It belongs inside me!”

“Ladies!” Jarrod said.  “Ladies, please!”  There was a brief silence and then Jarrod continued, against his better judgment.  “There’s enough to go round.”

My jaw damn-near hit the floor, but there was a twinkle in my eye as I stared at him.  I couldn’t believe the gall of it, but I was impressed he had the balls to suggest it.

Donna stared at me, hopeful.  “Can we?”

“Can we what?!”

“Come on, Jenna,” she said, and she took a grip of Jarrod’s cock again.  “Look at it.”

She pumped her fist along it and Jarrod looked down his body and watched.

“Donna!” I cried, whipping her hand off it and taking it in mine.

She smiled at Jarrod, and he beamed back.

I started to jerk him now instead, keen to reclaim his affections that Donna seemed to be stealing with ease.

“Now we’re getting somewhere, Jenna,” Donna said.

“We are not getting anywhere, Donna.  Go to your room.”

“You’re not my parents,” she said defiantly.  She put her hands on her knees and continued to watch.  “Don’t stop.”

I took a deep breath, but I didn’t stop.  Instead, I continued to jerk Jarrod’s big, beautiful dick and this time the two of us watched.

After a minute-or-so I started to grow used to the idea of Donna watching.  Shit, I might sate her sudden desire for Jarrod’s cock.  Better for her to get it while I was here to supervise.

She watched patiently.  Jarrod relaxed into the act with ease.  He lay on his back and closed his eyes.  His brows would twitch, and he’d let out soft moans as I ran my fist up and down along him slowly.

“Can I?” Donna asked eventually.

I pursed my lips.  Slowly I ran my hand down to the hilt of Jarrod’s cock and gripped my finger and thumb around it, leaving the rest vacant.  I nodded at it.  “Go on.”

Donna’s face lit up.  She sat forward on her knees and grabbed the massage oil instantly.  She put some into her palm and then gripped around Jarrod’s cock.

I watched her hands move over it and felt the dampness return to my crotch.  There was something even hotter about watching someone else play with my husband.

I pinched around him hard and trapped the flowing blood in his cock.  It flared up and looked deliciously plump.  Donna didn’t stop pumping.  She ran her fist along him and giggled.

“He’s so hard,” she said.

Fuck, he looked good.  He was so engorged and erect.  He looked so virile.  I couldn’t help but get soaked as I stared, and I imagine Donna was feeling something similar.

“He looks good, doesn’t he?” I asked her.

“You’re a lucky woman,” she said.

“Hear that, Jenna?” Jarrod asked, opening an eye.

“Shut it,” I teased.

Donna pumped up and down, twisting her fist along him.  She must have had some practice, but none of it compared to this.

“Let’s spoil him some more,” I told her.  “Hold him here.”

Donna took a grip at the bottom of his cock.

I straddled him all over again and then moved the crotch of my panties over.

“You’re going to fuck him?” Donna asked.  “I’m going to help?”

“Hold him,” I told her.

“Jenna, you’re so wet!”

“I’m turned on, honey.”

“Fuck,” she hushed, looking under me.  “That looks hot.”

I looked back to see her with her face close to the mattress and staring under me.  I was learning a lot about Donna.  She was more adventurous than I gave her credit for.

“You want to watch him go inside me?” I asked.

Donna nodded.  “It’s like porn.”

“And what do you know about that?”

“A little ...” she answered slyly.

“Hold him steady,” I told her.

I put my hands on Jarrod’s chest.  It was still slippery and warm with oil.  I dropped gently and felt the smooth crown of him against my wet petals.

“Yes,” I hushed, lifting my chin.

I felt the swollen crown spread me open and I listened to Donna gasp below.

“He’s going in,” she said.

She kept her grip around him, and I could feel the effect of it inside me.  Jarrod felt like hard rock as he plunged through me.  Fuck, it felt good to finally have him in my body.

“Oh, Jenna,” Donna hushed.  I’d never heard her sound so aroused.

I looked back to see her studying the union of our sinful flesh.  Her eyes flashed up to mine and she bit her lip.

“You’re soaking him in your cum.”

I turned to Jarrod.  “You hear that, honey?”

“Hear?  I can feel it.”

I hummed contently and bounced faster, shaking out my hair and gripping my tits.  This was the show that I enjoyed putting on for him.

Jarrod stayed as he was.  He held my hips and stared up at me as I jerked his cock with my pussy.

“Fuck, Jenna,” Donna said.  “He’s covered in you.”

“Lick me off him,” I told her.  Shit, where did that come from?

Jarrod raised his eyebrows in surprise.

I shrugged.  “What?”

I felt Donna pull his cock back out of me and then I saw Jarrod’s expression change from surprise to bliss in an instant.

I looked back to see her lips enclosed around his thickness.  She pushed down around him, and the muscle filled her mouth.  Her eyes were closed, and her hand was stroking gently at his balls.

“Good girl,” I told her.

She moved her hand off his balls and up to my pussy.  My back straightened in shock, but the touch was too incredible to remove.  I left her on me.  Donna’s fingers tickled along my petals, and she found my clit, satisfying both of us at once.

“Good girl,” I moaned, my voice stuttering.

Jarrod sensed the arousal in it.  He moved his hand to my tits and squeezed.  He stared into my eyes.

“She’s a good addition, huh?”

I nodded, then I felt the smooth crown push against me again.  She slotted him back inside me and I sank back down on him.

“That’s good, Jenna,” she said, rubbing my ass.

I fell forwards over Jarrod, holding him close.  My head nestled into his shoulder, and I twerked my ass, bouncing it down on him steadily.

“Fuck, yes, Jenna,” he hushed.

Donna’s hands touched all over my body, adding a strange sensation.  I’d never had so many limbs on me at once during sex.  But then she did something I didn’t expect at all.

I felt her hot breath against my ass, then I felt her tongue.  It pushed in between my cheeks and as I bounced, I ran my asshole up and down over it.  Fuck.

I startled and looked back at her, but Donna didn’t look at me.  Instead, she kept her face buried between my ass, toying and teasing me in a way that no-one ever had.

“Shit, Donna,” I moaned.

“What’s she doing?” Jarrod said, then he let out a groan.  “Is that your tongue?”

Donna hummed in the affirmative and then I felt her naughty tongue on me again.  She pushed it against my ass, and I shuddered with delight.

“She’s tonguing my asshole,” I moaned.

“She is?” Jarrod said, perking up.

I nodded.

“Donna?” he asked.

“Uh-huh?”

“What are you doing?”

“Licking Jenna’s ass,” she said frankly, then I felt her tongue on me again.

“She is?!”

I nodded and smiled.

“Damn.”

Jarrod looked strangely pleased.  I rocked my butt up and down, sliding his cock through me over and over and coating him in the flowing juices that Donna was helping to release.

“You try now, honey,” I told her, looking back.  “You deserve it.”

“Really?”

I nodded.  Donna sat up on her knees and clapped excitedly.

“Take off your gown,” I told her.

I moved off Jarrod and looked back at his cock.  It was really covered in cum.  It had pooled around the base of his cock in a ring of white.

Jarrod lifted his head and watched as Donna undressed at the bottom of the bed.  She took off her gown and then stripped her pajama pants down her legs and pulled off her t-shirt.  I’d never seen anyone get naked quicker.

She stood at the bottom of the bed.  Her body was tight and athletic.  Her tits were big and pert.

“I remember when I used to look like that,” I told her.

“You look hot now, Jenna,” she said.

“Thank you, sweetie.  And thank you for that,” I said, motioning to the bed.

“I don’t know what came over me.”

“I’m glad it did.  I’ve never had a tongue in my ass before.”

“If it makes you feel any better, I’ve never tongued one before either.”

“I’m glad you girls are making memories,” Jarrod said.

“Don’t act like you’re not,” Donna said, and she got back on the bed and walked up it on her knees.

She straddled Jarrod and I watched as she looked down on him.  Jarrod held her hips like he’d held mine.

“I can help,” I said, and I reached beneath and grabbed that creamy cock of his.  I looked up at Donna’s tight slit and rubbed the tip of his cock over her.

“Oh, yes,” she hushed.  Her face looked off to the corner of the room.

I stared at her tight, little ass as it sat above Jarrod’s big, hard cock.  Fuck, she looked good.  She was so toned.  I just wanted to eat it all up.  I gave her ass a slap and she let out a joyous yelp.

“Jenna!”
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