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Desiree stared out the kitchen door window, her breasts pressed up against the icy glass. The slinky black material of her sexy maid outfit didn’t offer any relief from the cold, leaving her nipples hard and taut. She had dressed up as a surprise for her husband, Hugh, after a rough day at work. Her outfit didn’t offer protection from the frying sausages she was preparing for dinner, but the hot pricks of oil felt almost exhilarating on her skin.
Hugh’s car pulled down the driveway and Desiree could hardly contain he excitement that had been building in her body. Wanting to make sure Hugh had the best view as he entered the kitchen; she bent over, pretending to shuffle items around in the back of the fridge. The tiny ruffled skirt around her waist flipped up, exposing her bare ass to the world.
Unable to wait the few minutes it would take her husband to come into the house, Desiree reached a cold hand between her legs and began stroking her clit slowly and forcefully. Her legs shuddered with the strain of her awkward position and her hand began to dampen from her pleasure.
She heard the door into the kitchen open, and Hugh’s footsteps approached her displayed ass. Then she heard something else that made her heart skip a beat – a second set of footsteps! Gasping in surprise, she spun around only to see Hugh’s shocked face, and the amused grin of the man who had followed him in.
“My, uh, coworker Clint,” Hugh stammered in introduction. His eyes traveled up and down Desiree’s voluptuous figure, glinting with desire.
Clint extended a hand and grasped one of hers. In horror, she realized it was the one that had, until just now, been shoved between her legs. Bringing it to his lips, he sniffed gently, kissed politely and said “very pleased to meet you, Ma’am.”
She blushed, quickly hiding her hands behind the flouncing mini skirt of her get-up. Everyone stood in awkward silence for a moment until Clint spoke.
“So, what’s for dinner?”
“Burnt sausages,” said Hugh, glancing at the sizzling horror on the stove top.
Shrieking in surprise, Desiree ran to the stove that she had, unfortunately, forgotten about. Dumping the contents of the frying pan into the sink, she sunk to her knees and began to tear up. It was supposed to be a perfect dinner! Everything had gone so wrong! Glancing up toward her husband, she realized that her outfit and position were having a strong effect on him. Not only him, but it affected Clint as well. Both men were sporting growing erections in their oil stained jeans.
Desiree’s body reacted to their arousal, her breasts bushing a delicate pink and her nipples hardening to stiff points. She hardly felt any pangs of sadness over the ruined dinner.
“Would you like to… eat out?” she asked her husband suggestively. Standing, she grasped his face in her hands and laid a passionate kiss across his mouth. Her heart raced as she felt the stiff material of his jeans grind into her crotch.
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