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“Go on,” I encouraged, gauging his wife’s reaction.

He began to unbuckle his belt and reach into his pants, with Mrs. Robinson protesting the entire time.

“Eric you don’t—hey, that’s not—oh, come on now,” she yelled.

This whole time I thought Mr. Robinson was in on the joke.  He was just going to pretend to reach in his pants and give her a fright—and me a much needed laugh.

Instead my growing grin quickly vanished when he happily reached inside his pants and pulled his half-stiff cock over the waist.

I gasped along with his wife as both of our eyes spread wide, staring to the freshly exposed appendage.

“Eric!” Mrs. Robinson cried in disbelief.  My body relaxed and my hands fell away from my modesty as I watched on.

Ronda looked at me and did a quick double-take, noticing in an instant that my pussy was exposed all over again.

“Tara!” she cried, and for a second she must have thought she was the only sane person there.

Mr. Robinson and I locked eyes and between us something grew—and I don’t just mean his cock.  His gaze pierced me with an intensity we hadn’t shared before.

I watched as his eyes moved down my body and locked on to my pussy, curling his bottom lip through his teeth as he did so.

“Mr. Robinson,” I whispered, leaving his wife completely mystified.  He wanted me to know exactly where he was staring.

“Eric, put that thing away,” she said, rushing now before the lust between us grew any bigger.

She scrambled across the mat and grasped for it, falling forwards and landing heavily on her stomach.

Her head rose just as Mr. Robinson’s cock started to do the same and I looked to his crotch.  Her mouth was open in shock and she was staring straight ahead, looking at her husband’s dick as it began to twitch to life, doubling in size in a matter of seconds as it rose out of his waist like some uncontrollable threat.

“Honey, you ... your cock,” Mrs. Robinson hushed distantly, just as mesmerized by the sight of it as I was.

“Feeling better, Tara?” Mr. Robinson asked, staring at me with intense, burning eyes.

“Much better,” I answered, moving my hand back to my pussy with a different purpose now.

Ronda’s eyes stayed locked on Eric’s cock as he took it in his grip and began to pump it in his fist.

I let out a moan as my hand circled my pussy and it was only then that Mrs. Robinson turned and noticed me.

“Tara,” she whispered in a kind of shocked admiration.  “You like it when Eric plays with his cock?”

I circled a hand around my pussy as she looked on as they watched their protégé begin to get herself off.

“I’ve never seen a hard cock before,” I confessed.

Mrs. Robinson was shocked briefly but became quickly animated.

“Well then we have to show you what to do with it,” she said, turning back to her husband's cock and staring down the long barrel.  “Don’t we Eric?”
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My husband Dillon and I weren’t exactly horticulturalists.  The garden was something we enjoyed spending time in, but not something we enjoyed tending to.  I mean, what’s the point?  If I’m gonna be venturing outside into the sunshine I want to be enjoying myself, not working!

I get it, some people enjoy it, but Dillon and I were just too busy.  It’s far better for us to just employ someone.  That’s where Morgan came in.

Morgan had been recommended to me by a friend and when I finally laid eyes on her I could see exactly why.  Janice, the well-to-do housewife from a few doors down, had confessed that while she’d never dabbled with the same sex before, Morgan had given her second-thoughts.

It really piqued my curiosity.  If you ever want to recommend someone to a friend, tell them that the person you’re suggesting is so hot that you’ll start to question your sexuality.  It never fails.

So anyway, I’d called Morgan later that day to see if she could fit us in for a week of work.  Even her voice sounded sexy on the phone.  It had a sultry, cool, casual manner to it that started to excite me.  Even though her words weren’t explicitly flirtatious, her tone of delivery began to have a strange effect on me.

After getting off the phone I went straight to my husband who was sat tinkering with something in the garage.

“I think you wanna make sure you’re out in the garden tomorrow,” I said.

He lifted his head and looked at me curiously. “Huh?”

“I’ve just secured our new gardener, and if what Janice is saying is true, you’re gonna wanna see her.”

“Am I, now?” Dillon said, smirking.

“I think you’ll love her.”

“You’re always trying to fix me up with women, Sally.  Aren’t you good enough for me?”

I sauntered over behind him and draped myself along his shoulders.  “I know I’m good enough for you, honey, but you’ve got a big appetite.”

My hand slipped down inside his shirt and I tickled at the hair below his navel as I nibbled on his earlobe.

“I think you want it more than me,” he said.

“That maybe true,” I said, kissing his neck.  “Who wouldn’t want to see a man like you enjoy themselves?”

“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves.  She’s barely even cut a blade of grass and already you’re pimping her out.”

“Look, if she’s half as flirty as she was on the phone it’ll be easy.”

“Ha-ha, we’ll see,” he said.

I left him to his work and whiled away the evening before bed.  Morgan said she’d be arriving around nine o’clock and could do a few days work around the garden, sprucing it up.  It was fairly low maintenance but some of the raised beds needed attention, as well as the edging of the lawn.  I didn’t want to get on my hands and knees and do it.  I’d much rather see Morgan do that.

By the time she arrived the next day Dillon was already settled outside on his sun-lounger.  Our garden got the sun most of the day while being secluded from our neighbors.  The odd soccer-ball would fly over into our yard every now and then, but aside from that it was a tranquil spot.

At nine o’clock the doorbell chimed and I moved through the cool marble hall to answer it.  I wore a flowing morning gown and slippers.  I didn’t want to make too much of an effort for her.

I opened the door to be visited by a short-haired brunette in her early-twenties.  She wore denim shorts that seemed to finish just low enough to cover her ass and she had on a white wife-beater.  From the look of her perky tits she both didn’t need a bra, and wasn’t wearing one.  She had cute, almost elvish features, all dainty-like.

“Mrs. Jasper?” she asked.

“Yes, honey.  Lovely to meet you.  You must be Morgan.”  I leaned in to give her a kiss on the cheek.

“Nice to meet you.  Where do you want me?”

“We’ll get to that later,” I smirked.

“Should I come through,” she asked, looking down at her clunky brown boots.

“Oh, just go round the side of the house.  You’ll have to excuse my husband.”

“Oh, I don’t mind,” she said.  “I’ll grab my things and be right round.”

I watched her turn back to her truck.  She was an intriguing looking woman, that’s for sure.  I didn’t typically encounter people like her and I think it was that that drew me to her more than anything.  She seemed like a slice of sassy-cool amidst our suburban lifestyle.

I closed the door and skipped through the house to the back-door.  “She’s here,” I hissed, all stage-whisper-like.

Dillon looked at me over the top of his book and gave me the thumbs-up.  I think he was trying to play it cool.  Oiled up and reclined on the sun-lounger he was looking decidedly hot in his tight shorts.

I walked out onto the patio and leaned against the wall, watching as Morgan arrived through the side-gate with her things.

She did a double-take as she spotted Dillon.  I doubt she’d have expected him to look as good as he did.

“Dillon, this is Morgan,” I said, and she noticed me now too.

“Nice to meet you,” Morgan said, and she put down her big, canvas bag to extend a hand.

Dillon got up from the lounger and set down his book.  He took her hand and shook it, giving her a lingering look.  I found the awkward silence exciting.  He knew just how to make a person the right kind of uncomfortable. 

“Nice to meet you, Morgan,” he offered back.

“So—I should ...?”

“We just want a general tidy-up,” I said, walking over.

She followed me and we strolled around the perimeter of the yard.

“Just kind of neaten the place up a little, if you know what I mean?”

“Cut back some bushes, straighten the edges, that kind of thing?”

“Exactly, honey.  Me and my husband spend quite a lot of time out here in the summer.”

“It’s certainly the weather for it,” she said, making conversation.

“And don’t mind us if we get a little frisky out here, okay?”

“Frisky?”

“We can’t keep our hands off each other some days.”

“Oh, I see.”  Morgan pursed her lips together and started to blush.

“We can temper ourselves I’m sure,” I said, sensing discomfort.

“Oh, no,” she said quickly.  “No, I don’t mind at all.  Carry on.  I’ll be practically invisible.”

“I hope not,” I giggled.

Morgan bit her lip and her eyes lingered on mine for a moment.  I knew exactly what Janice had meant when she said she’d started to doubt her sexuality.  Morgan was beginning to intrigue me.

She walked back out to grab some more tools and she set to work.  I went upstairs to change into something more revealing.

I selected the bikini with the least amount of fabric to wear and when I re-emerged downstairs I soon startled Dillon from his book.  I put some music on for us all and walked across the patio to join him on the lawn.

“Damn, Sally,” he said.  “You might as well be nude.”

Morgan looked back from the bush she was tending to feast her eyes on me.  The bikini mainly consisted of thin strings of fabric and then a patch of bright yellow to cover the most intimate parts.

“Looking good, Mrs. Jasper,” she said, squinting to the sun.

“Thank you,” I smiled, taking a sip of orange juice.

I sat beside my husband and he continued to look over at me, watching as my tits settled on my chest, barely supported by the bikini.

“Is this for her or for me?” Dillon whispered.

“I don’t mind,” I said.  “Both?”

He leaned over and gave me a quick kiss, rubbing a finger down in between my legs as he did so.  I let out a breath and closed my eyes but he was gone just as soon as he’d arrived.

I was aching to get started on Dillon and Morgan but I thought it prudent to wait a few hours first.  I didn’t want her to think that the only reason I’d employed her was so she could take part in my sordid game, even if that was the truth.  Instead I too started to read, basking in the sun and trying my hardest to lose myself in a book.

I set to work just before lunch.  Morgan had made it half-way around the garden and was pruning one of the beds with her back facing us.  On her knees and from behind like that was exactly how I wanted my husband to take her, but we’d come to that later.

“Hungry, honey?” I asked, looking across at him.

“I could always eat,” he said.

I leaned across to his lounger to whisper in his ear.  “I can think of something you can feast on.”

I nibbled at his lobe and put a hand on his chest, creeping ever-so-slowly down his body.  Dillon gradually set down his book and closed his eyes.  By now he was used to my sudden urges.

My hands wandered like a spider further and further down until I was at the waist of his tight shorts.  I could see immediately the effect I was having on him.  The bulge inside was moving and he was struggling to contain himself.  I put a hand on his cock and started to rub, moving it in his shorts so that it started to grow up towards the waist-band.

Across from us Morgan tended to the plants obliviously.  My first impressions were that she was a woman-of-the-world, so I was interested to see how she’d handle things when she finally saw the pair of us enjoying ourselves.

My hand dived inside Dillon’s shorts and he looked down his washboard abs to the source of his pleasure.  I sought out his thick cock and wrapped my hand around him, exciting myself in the process.

What little fabric my bikini had was now being pushed up by my stiffened nipples.  I could feel my heart racing in my chest as the arousal built, magnified by the forbidden nature of it all.  It felt like such a thrill.

“Morgan, honey,” I called, and Dillon startled.  “Relax,” I said to him out of the corner of my mouth.

“Yes, Mrs. Jasper?”

“I’d like you to come and look at something for me.”

She turned back and took stock of the sight before her.  Her eyes followed my arm down into my husband’s shorts and she seemed decidedly unmoved by it all.

She set down her secateurs and stood up, brushing her gloved-hands down her knees and walking over.

“What have you got to show me?” Morgan asked, walking over with a hand on her hip.

“Dillon, will you do the honors?”

He looked up to Morgan who smirked down at him, setting him somewhat at ease.  Slowly he opened his shorts, pulling down the zipper and reaching into his underwear inside.

“It’s been a while,” Morgan said.

“Since you’ve seen a guy’s cock?” I asked.

Her smirk grew broader.  “Since I’ve been with a couple.”

I scoffed in disbelief as Dillon pulled his cock over the waist of his shorts.  Morgan caught sight of it and sucked a breath.  I looked down to see Dillon stiffer than ever.  His perfect-looking cock seemed to glisten in the sunshine, as though it were a beacon drawing us to it.

“That’s a nice-looking cock,” Morgan said casually.

“Wait till you taste it,” I said wryly.

“I wouldn’t want to cut in line.”

“I don’t mind who goes first,” Dillon said, and he put his hands behind his head and waited.

“Rock, paper, scissors?” Morgan offered.

“Ha-ha, I like it!”

Morgan set her fist on her palm and I did the same.

“One ... two ... three!” we said in unison.

I shot out two fingers but Morgan held firm, showing her fist.

“After you,” I breezed.  Either result was a win for me.

I turned on my side on the lounger and watched as Morgan settled beside Dillon.  She looked across his body at me as she picked up his cock and started to jerk it slowly.

“I think you like watching,” Morgan said.

“She can read your mind, honey,” Dillon said.

“You know, Janice told me about you two ...” Morgan hinted.

I raised an eyebrow.  “All good I hope?”

“All bad,” Morgan said.  “But bad in a good way.  I like bad.”

With that she dropped her mouth to my husband’s cock and wasted no time in driving her lips straight over him.

Dillon looked between me and Morgan in quick succession.  He couldn’t believe his eyes and neither could I.  I started to wonder if Morgan truly was a gardener or some kind of whore-for-hire.

“Look at her go!” I marveled, feeling my pussy swell with arousal.  The mere sight of someone pleasing my husband was something that got me off immeasurably.  I started to rub at the crotch of my bikini panties.

Morgan pulled her lips off my husband and took several deep breaths.  She’d been almost all the way down over him.

“Your turn,” she said, pointing the tip of his length towards me.

I slid down off the lounger and knelt on the plush grass beside Dillon.  It felt cool against my knees and when I took his cock it felt hot in my hands.  I could feel Morgan’s saliva coating him.  I started to pump my fist over him slowly and then I looked across at our slutty gardener and gave her a wink.

She squeezed her shoulders together and bunched her tits, gasping as I slipped my lips over the crown of my husband’s beautiful cock.

“Ugh!  I am being spoiled today,” he cried.

Morgan started to kiss his stomach above me, moving her face further and further up Dillon’s body until their mouths were on each other.

She kissed him as I rocked my head over his stiffness.  I could feel him touch the top of my throat but I didn’t have the wherewithal that Morgan did to take him any further.  She’d slipped him into her throat so effortlessly that I demanded to see it again.

“All yours, Morgan,” I said, kissing my husband’s cock goodbye for the moment.

She looked down at it and narrowed her eyes again as though she were preparing to strike.  She took off her gloves and tickled her long nails down over my husband’s chest.  I held his cock upright and she planted herself over him again, pushing all the way down.

“Look at that!” I gushed.

“I am,” Dillon said.

I moved up behind him and took in the view that he had.  From his vantage he could see the bulging throat of Morgan as it swelled around his girth.

I held his shoulders and kissed his face.  “We’ve got ourselves a pro.”

Morgan smiled and peeled Dillon’s cock from her mouth.  “I don’t know about that.”

She beat her fist over him and then straddled the bed.  Her whole arm worked to jerk him and her cutesy tits bounced beneath her white wife-beater.

“Let me help you out,” I said, and I stood up to walk behind her.

Dillon watched me move round the back of her.  My hands came through under her arms and I gripped at her perky tits beneath.  I could feel the stiffness of her nipples against my palm.  Morgan stopped beating Dillon’s cock and she looked to my face on her shoulder.

I started to kiss her, fondling her tits and relishing the soft moans that started to escape her.  Dillon was stiff as a rock and Morgan’s moans made it sound as though she was just as wet as I was.

She took two hands to Dillon’s cock now, squeezing up as she moaned.  I took a grip of the bottom of her tank-top and lifted it up her body.

She broke her grasp on my husband and I pulled the garment up over her head.  I looked to Dillon for a reaction, seeing his pupils fixed firmly Morgan’s tits.  He shook his head and chuckled in disbelief.

“Mmm,” I cooed, tossing her shirt aside and kissing her face again.

I moved down in front of her and she held me gently as I kissed my way towards her tits.  My husband started to jerk himself as he watched me tackle her.

I pulled her perky breast towards me and raced my tongue over her nipple.  She cooed delightedly as I circled her areola in the embrace.

“Fuck, Mrs. Jasper!”

“Oh, we’ll get to that,” I smirked.

I moved back up to Morgan’s face and kissed at her lips, feeling a sensuality like nothing else.  It felt as though we were performing for Dillon and it’s fair to say he was enjoying the show.  When the pair of us looked back to him he was stiff as a board and waiting for the next act.

I took Morgan’s hand and guided her to her feet.  We stood at the foot of Dillon’s sun-lounger and started to kiss again.  My hands wandered down her body and I gripped at that perfect ass that I’d been dying to squeeze since I’d watched her walk to her truck.

It felt round and firm beneath her shorts, but I was desperate to unleash it.  Morgan didn’t seem shy in undressing.

I moved to Dillon and took a grip of his shorts, pulling them down his legs along with his underwear.  When he was free he opened his knees wider and his cock fell back against his stomach.  He looked delicious, like he was a centerfold in a women’s sordid magazine.

“Have anything in mind?” I said to Morgan, looking between her and my husband.

The sun beat down on his bronzed physique and Morgan studied it, seeming to give the question some consideration.

“I’d love to ride him,” she said, nodding to Dillon.  “Just like that.”

I gave her ass a quick, fierce pat.  “That sounds good to me.”

She hopped in surprise and her tits bounced on her chest.  She giggled and fell into me, looking up at my face first and then beginning to eye my big, mature tits.

Her hand came up to the bikini and she slipped a finger inside the garment, running it down and around my breast.

“You don’t have to be coy,” I said.

“Oh, I know,” Morgan replied.  “But sometimes it’s fun.”

She moved the fabric of my bikini over and bit her lip as she caught sight of my stiff nipple.  I watched her tongue flick over it like she was tasting the air.  I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, reminding myself that Morgan was here primarily for my husband.

Dillon stood up too now and joined Morgan at my chest, releasing my other breast and feasting on it in exactly the same way, as though the tables had suddenly been turned.  I put my hand to the back of both of theirs head, wondering what the hell I’d done to deserve such a treat.

I scanned around the garden and then up at the pure, blue sky.  I felt euphoric, as though I might snap from the dream at any moment.

Dillon and Morgan both broke from my nipples and I guided their heads together softly until the two of them began to kiss in front of me.  Morgan seemed to like the older man.  In fact she seemed to like the older woman, too.  I’d have to keep my eye on her ...

I started to jerk my husband’s cock as the pair of them kissed.  He moaned and pulled Morgan forward by the waist of her denim shorts.

She fell against him and I left them to it for a moment to grab a towel and throw it down onto the lawn.  When I looked back I could see Dillon’s hand in Morgan’s open shorts.  They were kissing and he was fingering her with purpose, like a college-student during his first female encounter.  I played voyeur for a moment and watched.

Morgan’s chin rattled as she gushed a breath and broke away.  Dillon’s hand emerged from her panties and he brought his fingers to her mouth.  I started to rub at my pussy as Morgan took a grip of Dillon’s wrist and carefully licked her juices from his digits.

“Take off her shorts, honey,” I said to Dillon, biting my lip as I watched.

Morgan saw me playing with myself and then she watched Dillon carefully as he unzipped her further.  My eyes were firmly fixed on her.  My husband started to drop her shorts and I watched the curve of her milky, perfect ass emerge.  Her panties dropped too and soon I was looking at a naked, cherubic beauty.  If felt as though she’d been conjured in our garden by some long-forgotten spell.

“Where do you want me?” Morgan asked, unabashed by her nakedness.

“On the towel,” I nodded.  “I want to see my husband take you from behind.”

“I’m not gonna argue with that,” Dillon said.

Morgan stepped her boots out of her shorts and walked to the towel.  She got to her knees as demurely as possible, as though she were entering a yoga-pose.  She put her hands out in front of her and stretched forward, arcing her back to give it the perfect sweep up and over that toned ass of hers.

I moved around to join Dillon, looking down on the opening of her ass at the glistening slit that lay beneath the perfect dot of her asshole.

“After you, Sally,” Dillon said, nudging me with an elbow.

“What?”

“Come on,” he said.  “Try it.”

I wasn’t about to let him win a dare.  I put myself behind Morgan and mimicked her previous movements as I got on my knees.  I was on all-fours behind her now and staring into her sinful crotch as she looked back over her shoulders.

“You first, huh, Mrs. Jasper?”

“Me first, Morgan,” I said, and I crawled forward into her.

Morgan let out a groan as my face planted itself between her ass.  I flicked out my tongue and tasted the sweet cream of her pussy on my lips.  It felt so good to smoosh her skin against my face like that and to hear her moaning in response was getting me wet too.  She wasn’t shy in letting me know how much she was enjoying herself.

I felt Dillon’s hand on my bikini panties and soon he was peeling them back over my ass.  I continued to lick at Morgan but I was finding it difficult to concentrate, even more-so when I felt the rounded head of Dillon’s cock washing back and forth across my aching pussy.

“Ohh, fuck,” I moaned, my words deafened by Morgan’s flesh.

She reached back and pushed my head into her and I licked out in response, striking her asshole and listening to Morgan hiss in approval.

“Yes, Mrs. Jasper,” she cried.

I hadn’t meant to tongue her ass but her response only encouraged me to do it more.  With Dillon slowly pressing through my pussy-lips from behind I was becoming lost in the excitement of it all.

I moved back down and thrust my tongue through her tight O, feeling the cream of her pussy run over me as my husband teased his cock around my folds.  Finally I pulled away and moved around beside her.

“Come on,” I said, curling my finger towards Dillon and patting Morgan’s ass.

She looked back as Dillon came closer, his huge cock swaying on his hips.  The wetness of my pussy coated his tip.  I gripped his cock and pulled him forwards, looking down over Morgan’s ass and watching the two of them collide sinfully.

“That’s what I want,” I grunted, sucking a breath through clenched teeth.

I rained another smack down on Morgan’s ass and she yelped in pleasure.  Dillon pushed forward and I watched her pussy wrap over him like it’d been waiting for him all this time.

He eased forward and dropped the rest of himself into her, getting on his knees behind her and taking charge of her ass with two strong hands.

Gradually he started to rock her back and forth on him and I watched for a moment as his cock drove into the pink slit, emerging with more and more cream strewn across its length.

“Come up here, Mrs. Jasper,” Morgan said.  “I want to taste you.”

I moved in front of her and sat my ass at the top of the towel, opening my legs and giving Morgan the view of my pussy that she craved.

Dillon looked into my eyes as the fiery beauty dropped her head to munch on my mature pussy and I watched back.  The second I felt her lips on me I ached a moan.  I looked down to see her toying with my flesh, her whole body bouncing as Dillon worked on her from behind.

She pulled at me with her teeth gently and used her lips to nibble along my petals.  Every now and then she’d envelop her mouth over me and slip her tongue along my groove in the embrace, washing my juices back along my pussy.

I started to rub my clit as she feasted on me and my husband upped his pace behind, rocking into her faster and faster.  Among the chirping of the birds I could hear the claps of flesh as Dillon bucked forward against Morgan’s ass.  Whenever he thrust deep she’d let out a yelp and I’d feel the vibrations of it across my sensitive pussy.

“Give it to her, honey,” I urged, watching as Morgan began to lose herself.

Her focus was on my pussy less and less as my husband gave her that big cock of his.  I wasn’t surprised.  Whenever he’d fucked me it felt so magical that I could scarcely concentrate on anything else.

I could tell by her tightening jaw and staggered breaths that she was close to climax herself.  I started to play with myself in front of her as though I was putting on a show, but mostly I was just enjoying the show they were putting on for me.

“I’m gonna come,” Morgan whined now, throwing her forehead against her wrist and breathing down into the towel.

“Good girl,” I cooed.

I looked to Dillon who fucked her with the prowess of a porn-star.  His body glistened in the sunshine with all of his muscles working towards the end goal.

“I want him to come inside you, Morgan,” I hushed.

“I want it too,” Morgan said, beside herself with pleasure.

Her face was flushed red with arousal and she was lurching her chin forward as she grunted.  She embraced the climax and let it capture her without mercy.

“You feel her coming, honey,” I said, looking over her ass at him.

“She’s so fucking tight,” he winced.

“Give her what I want,” I said.  “Give her what she wants.  Tell him what you want, Morgan.”

“I want your fucking cum,” she growled.

“Tell him,” I said.

She lifted her head and looked back at Dillon.  “Cum in my fucking pussy!”

Dillon smirked, impressed.

“That’s my girl,” I said proudly.

I span on the towel and started to inch underneath her on my back.
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